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LIFE OF JOHN SKELTON,

BY MR, CHALMERS,

i
E:Js eccentric satyrist, descended from av ancient family in Cumberiand, was borm
rds the latter part of the fifteenth century, and appears to have studied in both
Mvenities, Wood claims him for Oxford, although without conceiving that he was a
pery booouruble addition to his list of worthies, The late Mr. Cole, in his collections
the Atbepm Cantabrigienses, is of opinion that he belongs to Cambridge, parily
ue he alludes to bis being curate of Trompington in 1507, and mentions Swaffam
Sobam, two towns in Cambndgeshtre, and partly because there occurs the name
ae Schelton, M. A, of Cambridge in the year 1484'. Onthe other hand, Weod
om him of Oaford, from the authority of Balein a MS. ip the Bodleian library:
‘wdin the preface of Caxton's Translation of the A neids he is said to have been lately
wrated poet faureate in the unyversite of Oxenforde,” and to have been the transtator
W s0me of the Latin classics.
i This lyreatslip, however, it must be observed, was not the office now known ey
ptzining to the court, but was a degree conferred at the university. Churchyard, in -
Ilﬂ'm prefaced to Skelton’s works, says
|

+ Skelton wore the iawrell wreath,
Acd past ip schoels ye knoe,

This honour pppears to have been conferred on him zbont the year 1489, and if our
was the Schelton discovered by Mr. Cole, he had now left Cambridge for Ox-

; bat Mr. Malone says that, & few years after this, he was permitted to wear the
pablicly at Cambridge, and had been previously honoured by Henry VII. with
frat 1o wear either some peculinr dress, or some additional ornament in his ordinary
. In addition to this, it inay be inferred from the titles of some of his works

Pt be way poet laureate -to king Henry VIIL; but Mr. Malone has not been ahie ta

: 3 Sow the alitor's preface ko the edition of 1736, C.
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discover whetber he received any salary in consequence of this office®. The origin of
the reyal laureat is somewhat ohscure. According to' Mr. Warton he was oaly 8
graduated rhetorician employed in the service of the king, and all bis productions wen
i Latin, until the time of the Reformation, which, among other advantages, opened thn
wuy to the cultivation of the English 1ongue.

In the page where Skelton mentions his being curate of Trompington, be informes w
that he was at the same time (1507) rector of Disa in Norfolk, and probably hed beli
this living long before, Tradition informs us that his frequent buffooweries in the pulpi
excited general censure. Of what nature those buffooneries were we camnot now de-
fermioe, but it is certain that ata much later period the pulpit was frequently debases
by irreverent alluxions and personal scurrilities, There appear to have been thres
subjccts at which Skelton delighted to aim his matire; these were the mendicant friars
Lilly the' grammarian, and cardinal Wolsey. From what we find in his works, his treat:
went of these subjects was cotrse enough in style, and perhaps illiberal in sentiment,
and there is some reason to think that he did not preserve a due reverence for the form
and pomp of the established religion, which abeve all other faults would natorally tend
to bring him into disgrace and dunger. 'Those who felt his mtire would be glad ta

 excite a clamour against his impiety ; and it must be allowed that the vices of his ege are
frequently represented in such indelicate language, as to furnish his enemies with the very
plausible reproach, that he was not one of those reformers who begin with themselves

But although we cun now have very little sympathy with the injured feelings of tiu
begging friars, it is not improbable that some of his poems or bullads might very justh
rouse the vigilance of his diocesan, the bishop of Norwich, who, Mr, Warton thinks, sor
pended him from his functions. Anthony Wood asserts that he was punisbed by tin
bishop for ** having been guilty of certain crimer ns mosl poets are,” Accordimg to
Fuller, the “ erime of mou# poets” in Skelton’s case was his keeping of a concobime, which
yet was at that time a leas crime iz & clergyman than marriage. Skeltog, on bis desth:
bed, declared that he conscientiously considered bis concubine as his wife, but was afraid
to own her in that light; and from this confession and the occasional Liberties he bxs
taken with his pen i lashing the vic:s of the clergy, it is oot improbuble that he had
imbibed some of the principles of the Reformation, but had not the courage to avow
them unleas under the mask of snch =atire as might pass without judicial censure.

With respect, liowever, to Wolsey, his prudence appears to have deserted Lim, as b
felt hold enough to stigmatize the personal character of that statesman, then in the
pleuitude of his power, Whether such attacks were made in any small poems or balleds,
¢7 ooly in his poem of Why come ye not to Court? is not certain; but the latier dom
not appear to huve been privted until 1555, and was too long to have been easily ciren-
Feted in manuecript.  Wolsey, however, by some mezns or other, discovered the abuse
and the author, and ordered him to be apprehended. Skelton took refuge i the
sanctuary of Westminster abbey, where the abbot Islip efforded him protection until ki
death, which tonk pluce June 21, 1529, not long before the downfall of bis illustrion
prosecutor. He was interred in St, Margaret's church-yard, with the inscription

I, Sceltvmus Vates Pierius bic situs est.

* Malone's Lifo of Dryden, vol.i. p. 83, where the reader will Sud & vary useful eppesdiz te Mn.
Warton’s discoveries on the nature of the ofBes of lanreat, €.
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Skelten appears to have been a more considernble personage, at one time at least,
than his contemporaries would have ua to believe, It is certain that he was esteemed a
rholar, asd that bis classical leaming recommended him to the office of tutor to
prince Heary, aftecwards king Henry VIIL. who, 8t his aceession, made him  royel
orator, an office 8o called by himself, the natare of which in doubtful, unless it was
blended with that of laureat. As to his general reputation, Erasmus in a letter to
Benry VIl styles him Britaonicarum literarum decus et lumen, a character which
must have either been inferred from commeon opinion, or derived from persopal know-
edge. Whatever provocation he gave to the clergy, he was not without patrons who
sverlooked bis errours and extravagancies for the sake of his genius; end during the
reign of Heory VII, he bad the envizhle distipetion of being almost the only professed
poet of the age, Henry Algermon Percy, fifth earl of Northumberland, one of the very
few patroms of learned raen and artists at that time, appears to have eptertained a high
mgard for our anthor. In a collection of poems magnificently engrossed on vellum,
For the wse of this noblemen, is an elegy on the dcath of the erd’s futher written by
Selton. This volume is now in the British Museum; but the elegy may be seen in
Bielton's works, and in Dr, Percy’s Relics. )

When a favourite author betrays grosuess and indecency, it is usual to inquire how
wach of this is his own, and how much may be referred to the licentiousness of his age?
Warton observes that it is in vein to epologize for the coarseness, obscenity, and scur.
rility of Skelton, hy saying that his poetry is tinctured with the uranners of his age, amL
adds that Bkelton would have been a writer without decornm at any peried. This
decision, bowever, is Dot more justly passed op Skelton than il ought to be on other in
this collection whom it bas been the fashion to vindicate by an appeal to the manners of
their age. The manners of no age can epologise for the licentioyspess of the writer
who descends to copy them, There are always enough in an age that hss a court, a
dergy, and a poople, to support the dignity of virtue and to aesert the respect due to
public decency, If we knew more minutely of the manners of our country in those res
mote periods, it would probahly be found that licéntioyaness bis upon the whole been
more discouraged than patronised by the public voice,

Although it is impomible 10 lessen the censare which Skelton incurred amoug his
cantemporaries, and immediate sgccessors, it is but fair to say that hus indelicacien are
of no very seductive kind; that they are obscured by cant words and phrasss no longer
sselligible, or intelligible but to few; and that the removel of them is & matter of less
trouble and less injury 1o the collection than his hiographers, who bave copied ane
wother, would insinnate, As to his poetry, Mr. Warteu’s character may in general be
followed with safety, and ought to be preserved with the respect dge to 30 excellent »
+ Skelton’s characteristic vein of humour is capricious and grotesque. Xf his whim»
sical extravaguncies ever mpve our laughter, at the same tixe they shock our senaibility.
His festive levities are not only vulgar and indelicate, but frequently want truth and
propriety. His suhjects are often as ridiculons es his metre; but he sometimes debases
his matter hy his versification, On the whole, his genius seems better suited to low
burlesque, than to liberal and manly stire, It is supposed by Caxton, that he im»
proved our language; but he sometimes affects obscurity, and sometimes at_iupl.s the
most familiar phraseology of the common people .” After quoting some lines from

¢ Wartow's Hist, of Poetry, vol. il, p. 343 C,
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the Boke of Colin Clonte, Mr. Warton remarks that these are in the best piammer of
his petty measure, which is made still more disgusting by the repetition of the riymes;
but allows that in the poem called The Bouge of Court, or the Rewards ¢f a” Court,
the author, by ¢ adopting the more grave and stately movement of the seven-lined
stanga, has shown himself not alwuys incapable of eshibiting allegorical imagery with
apirit and dignity.”

Skelton, however; is véry unéqual, although his natural bies, and what he seems most
anxious to revert to, is comic buffoonery. That the author of the Pravers to the
Trinity, dod the lives on the death of lord Percie, could have written the Tunniog of
Elinoyr Rummoing, is almost incredible. His multiplied repetition of rhymes, arbitrary
abbreviations of the verse, cant expressions, hard nod sounding words newly coined,
and patches of Latin and French, Warton supposes to be péculiar, though not ex-
clusively to our author; but his new-coined words and Latin and French phrases occur
so often, that other critics appear to have been too hasty in asserting that he wrote only
for the mob. There is dccasionally much sound sense, and, it is 1o be feared, much just
satire on the ¢onduct of the clergy, which we know was such 3 to justify the plonder
of the church by Henry VIIL in the eyes of the people at large. As a poet, bowerver,
Skelton conttbuted very Jittle to the improvement of the poetical style, and seems
often more disposed to tender versification ridiculows, His vein of bumour i
copious and ofiginal, and had it been directed to subjects of legilimute salire, and
regulated by some degree of taste, he might have been thought more worthy of u place
in a collection of English poets, and moré credit would have been given to what he ia-
sinuates, that he was disliked and reviled for having honestly, though bluntly, exposed
thé reigning follies of his day. Mrs, Cooper calls him, with some degree of trulh,
i thie restorer of invention m English poetry;” and bry Bradshaw, a very indifferent poet
of the fifteenth century, he is complimented as the inventive Skelton.

. His works have hithetto been ushered into the world without much care. It yet re-
mains to explain] his obscurities, translute his vulgarists, and péint his verses. The task
would require much time and labour, with pethaps no very inviting Pprospect of recom-
pense. Besides the works now before the reader, Mr. Ritson® has given a list of pieces,
the most of which are easily accessible, and right have been added to the presest
collection had they mppeared to throw any important light on the character of the
author, or of his age, But Mr. Ritson thinks it ufterly incredible that  the Nigm-
mangir,” described by Warton, as printed by Wynken de Worde, in 1504, ever existed.

35 In his Bibliographin Poetica, p. 102, C.
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|

TI‘I Lllowing poems baring been Jately recavered from the obscurity in which they had the fate
bbe concealed for many yesrs, the editor, instesd of introducing them to the public, with & pane-
giric on their author, thinks it a more modeat proceeding, to ieave the judgment of his merit, as &
o, &0 these who have this apportunity of reading his productions; but us some accouct of his life
" Eny pomkibly be expected on this occasion, it was thought proper to coilect the fullowing particulars,
= ket qubiect, from the Athens Cxonichses of Mr. Wood, who relates them io this manner
dobe: Shelton, the eminent poet of his time, wus originally, if not pearly, descended from the Skel-
txu of Cumbertand ; and having been educated st the university of Oxford, hecame highly renowned
moty oen, for bis poetry and philosophy. Afterwards, taking holy orders, bewas made rector of Dyose
¥ Norkolk, where, and in the diocess, he was esteerped more fit for the atage, than the pew or pulpit.
- The resder is now to know, that one John Skelton was made vicar of Dultyng in the diocess of Bath and
Welis, 300 1519, upon the promotion of Hugh Yaga to the see of Meath in Irelaod; where having
Oxtinoed pome yemrs without s degree (as some chanceilors, Archdescons, nay priors, abbats, ard
&L, ire o0 done in their respective times and places) did retire to Oxon, study there with leave
mlﬁl diosesan, #od in July 1518, (10. Hén. VIIL) wes admitted to the extracrdinary redding of
, %Y Bock of the decretals, that is to the degree of bachelor of dectees, which sozme call the canon law,
I mﬂn‘lyen I find him t5 be made rector of Westquamtoked, in the said diccesm, by the name
! wdtitle of Iohn Bkelton huchelor of decrees, and, in 1345, rector of Clotworlley there. But thiy
| ¥ Skelton I cannot take to be the same with bim thet was the poct, and rectar of Dysse; who hav-
i g en guilty of certain crimes (as most poels &ie) at Jeast not agreeshle to the cost, fell under the
Y tensure of Richard Nykke, bishup of Norwich, his diocesan ; especinily for his scoffs and ill
. against the monks aud dominicans, in his writings. In which alsa, reflecting on the actions
: o cardipal Wolsey, he was 00 closely purtued by his officers, that he was obligad to take sanctuary
| M Werminaer, where he wes kindly eotertained by Juhu kslip the abbat, wnd continued there tothe
taue of b7y deaty, Erasmus, in an episue 10 king Henry VI, stiles this poet, Britannicarum Liters-
i ’:‘ l"ul'n et Decus, and of the ke opinion were many of his time. Yet the generulity saw, that
| B WAy disconraes wers biting, his Isughter opprobrious and scornful, and his jukes commonly rharp
X reflecy ' .
b gy - s -
i wihi !!h..cnr poet dying in his eanctuery, was buried in the ¢hancel of the c!:‘u-ch of St Murgaret;
: 18 the city of Westminaster in 1599, 21 Heary V1IE  Over hiz grave was this inscriptioz saon
P\ Jobeones Skeltopud Vases pierius bic situs et Animam egit (ejicit) 21 Junii Ac. Donr.
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MDXXIX. Near to his body was afterwards buried an old court poet, callod Thomss Church
and pot in the church porch, as certain old rhymes tell you, beginning thos -

Cowoe Alerta, sd lend me thy torch,
To find w Churchyard io s chureh-parch.

I find wnother John Skeltpn, who lived ic the time of king Henry IV, but he wat 0 doctor of &
pity and a dominican, apd therefore I conceive it the reason why Hulens stileth this poet doctor
dirinity, which no other suthor, bevide bimself, doth.  Another John Sketton I find, who way
abbat of Whithy in Yorkshire, (upon the desth of Thomas Roltan) by the archbishop of Yek,
Nor. 1412




INTRODUCTORY VERSES, '

17 sloath and tract of tims,
(That wears eche thing sway
Sbould rut and canker worthy artes,
Good works woold soen decay,
If muche as present are,
For goeth the people part:
Our sclun shoald scen in silence slope,
And loes renom at Iust.
No soyll nor land so rude,
But sem odd men can shoe:
‘Than should the lenrned pas unknowne,
‘Whoes pen and skili did dos,
God sheeld our stouth wear sutch,
Or world so simpls nowe:
That knowledge scaept withoot rewsrd,
‘Who sercheth vartue throwe
A paints forth vyce aright,
And blames abues of men:
And shoes what lief desaruen rebuks,
And who the prayes of pen.
¥You ses howe formayn realms,
Aduance their poets all:
And cars are droweed in the dust,
Or fAong against the wall. .
Tno Praunce did Marrot migne,
And ceighboor thear vnto
‘Was Petrwrk, marching full with Dantte ;
Who erst did wonders do
Among the noble Grekes,
Wae Homere full of skill:
And where thet Ounid norisht was,
The soyll did dorish still
With letters hie of styla:
But Viryill wan the fraes,
And past them ali for deep engyen,
And made them all to gaes
Upou the bookes he mads :
Thuos ache of them you see
Wan prayse and fame wnd honor had,
Eche one in their degree,
I pray you then my friendes,
Disdaice not for to rewe
The workes and sagred verses fins,
Of our mer poetes newe
Whoes barborus Innguage rued,
FPerhaps ye may mitlike,
But blame them not that tuedly playes
If they the bali do strike.
Nor skorne not mother tunge,
O babes of Englishe breed,
1 baue of other language sean,
And you at fall may reed,
Fioe verses trimly wrought,
And conteht in comly sort,
Bot neuer; I nor you I troe,
In wentence plaine and short,
Did yet bebolde with eye,
In any forrsine tonge,
A higher rerse a staetly style,
That may be read or song,
Than is this daye in deede
Our Englisha verse and ryme:
The grace wherof doth touch the gods,
Aod reatch the cloudes sopatime,

Thorow earth ‘and waters despe,
Tha pen by skifl doth page:
And fealy oyps the worldes abuse,
And shoes v» in 8 glese,
The vertu and the vice,
Of evry wyght alyge:
The bony combe that bee doth maks,
Is oot 850 wweete in hyue,
As ure the golden leves,
Thai drops from poets head :
‘Which doth surmount oar common talke
As farre us dros doth lead
The flowre is sifted cleane,
Tha bran is cast aside.
And ® good corne is knowen from chadle,
And sach lpe graive is spide.
Peers plowman was full plaine.
And Chausers spreet was great:
Eatle Smty had & goodly vaymne,
Lord Vaos the marke did beat.
And Pheer did hit the pricke,
In thinges he did translate :
And Edwards bad a special gift,
Ant:m ?ners men of Jate,
Haih helpt our Englisha
The flrt was b-g‘and m ’
Obe shall | lomue owt Skeltons oame,
The blossome of my frute,
Tha tree wheron in deed,
My branchis ull might groe,
Nuy Bkeling wore the lawrell wresth,
And past in schoels ye knoe,
A poet for his arte,
indgment suer was bie,
Avnd had great practies of the pen,
His works they will not fe.
Hiv termn to taunts did lean,
Hiw talke was as he wraat:
Full quick of witte, right sharp of wards,
skilful of the staet.
Of reason rep wnd good,
‘And tn the hastfull mynd,
That did disdain bis doings stifl,
A skornar of his kynd. -
Most plensant euery way,
A poety ought to be:
And seldom ogt of priacis grace,
And grest with eche degre,
Thus baue you hexrd at full,
What Skelton was in deed:
A further knowledge shail you haxe,
If yom his bookes do reel.
1 hage of meer good will,
Theas verma written heer:
To honour vertue as I cnghe,
And make his fame apeer,
‘That whan the garland gay,
Of lnwre! lenes but last,
Small is my pain, great is his prayes,
That thus setch honour guet,

Finisgut Chrurclgar=
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JOHN SKELTON.

"

SKELTON LAUREATE
CRATVORIS REGIR TERTIUS.
AQAINST YENEMOUS TONGUES EMPOYRONED WITH
SCLAUNDER AND g!LSE DETRACTIONS,
(-

fuid detur tibi mut quid apponaiur tibi ad lin-
goam dotossm ¢ Peslm C, xlij.

Drus destruet te, in finem evellet te, & emi-
grabit ta de taberpaculo tuo. & radicem tuwem de
terrm viventiom. Peal. Ixvii.

AL maters wel pondred, and wel to be regurded
How shold a fals lyiog tung then be rewarded
Boch tnnges shuld be torne out by tha barde rootes
Hoyning like bogges that groynis and wrotes.
Dilexisti omnia rerbe precipitationis lingua
doloas. vhi, 9. &c.
For s | haoe rede in yolumes oMde
A fals lying toge is harde to withholde.
A wclaundercd tungs, a tunge of a skobde
. Worketh more mischiafe than can be tolda
That if 1 wigt higt to be controlde
Yet somwhat to sey { dare well be bolde

.How some delite for ta lye, thycke and throfolde.

Ad @mnnam bominem redegit comite et gra-
Phice. . ,
For ye said, that he sajd, that | said, wote ye what
1 made {he 1aid) & windmill of un olde mat,
If thera be nowe other mater but thak, L
Than ye may commannde me togentil Cok wat,
Hic notat (purpuraria drte) intextan literss
Romanas in amictibus post pmbulonum
unte et retro. -
For before on yoor bremt, and behind on' your
1a Romwmine lstters I never foonda lack.  [back,

In your crouse rowe, nor Christ crosse you rpede,

Your Pater noster, your Aue, nor your Crede.
Who soener that tale voto you tolde,

He mith wotruly, to say, that [ would
Controlle the coguimnnes of noble men :

Either by language, or with my pen.

FPedagogium meum de soblimiori Miveran
coustat eise, ergo, ke

My scole is more solem, and somwhat mare haute
Than to be founde in any such faute.

Pedagogium meum male sanos roaledicos
{sibalis complosisjue muntibm)} explodit.
ke,

My seoles are not for vnthriftes vataught,

Por frantick faitours half mad, and balf traugbt
But my learning is of an other degree,

To taunt theim like liddrous, lewda as thei bee.

Laxent ergo antrmnam ¢lationis roe inflatam
vento vanitatis. H. ille. &e.

For though some be lidder, and list for to myhs,
Yet 1o lie vpon me they can oot preuayle,
Then let them vale a bonet of their proud seyle.
Amd of thair tanuling toies rest with il hayle
Nobilitati ignobilis cedat =tilitas. &c.
There ia po noble man wil iudge in me,
Any such foly to rest or to be,
[ care muche thé lesse what euer they may,
For tunges votayde be renning a stray.
But yet [ may say safely, s0 many wel lettred
Embraudred, enlasid togetber, and fettrad.
And 00 little learning, so lewdly aluwed : .
What fault find ye herein but may ba auowed ¥
But ye are so full of vertibilite,
Aud of frenetyke folabitite, d

| And of melancoly muatabilite.
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That ye would coarte, and enforce me.
Nothing to write, but hay the gy of thre,
And 1 to suffre you lewdly to ly,
Of we, with yoor lasguage full of vilany.
Gicut noaocin scutz fecisti dodum, ¥hi. .

Malicious tunges, though they bane no bones,
Are sharper then swordes, stordier then stooes.
Lage philostratom de vita tyanel Apolloai).
Nharper then mysors. that shaue and cot throtes.
More stinging then wcorpions that stang Pha-
raotis
Vepapum aspidum sub labiis eorum,

More venemous and mueb more virulent,
Theo soy poysoned tode, or uny serpent.
fuid peregrinis egomus exelnp.’l.ll. ad dopes-
tice recurmmus. &, 1i. ille.
Buch tupges unhappy hath made gremt division.
Ip res)mes, in citias, by suche fals sbusion.
0OF fals Bekil tanges, suche cloked collusion.
Hath .bmght,nobil princes Lo enlrems confu-
sion.
Buicquid loquantar vt effeminaptur ita effan.
tur. &v,
Scmtime women were pat In great blame,
Men said they conid not their tunges atame.
But men take upon theim nowe all the shame.
With akclding and sklanndering make their
tunge lume.

Novarum rerom cupidiasimi, captetores, de-
latores, sdutatores. invigilatores deliratores,
&c id ganu li, ille.
For men be pow trutlers mod tellers of tales,
What tdings at Totman, whet newis in Wiales ?
‘What shippis are siling to Bculis mally
And all is not worth a couple of nut shalia
But lering and [urking here and there like spien.
The devil tere their tunges and pike out thair
e,
Then ren they with lesinges, and blow them shoat.
With he wrate such & bil withouten dout
‘With, 1 cap tel you what soch & man said,
And you knew all, ya would be ill apayd,
De more yulpinc geopienizs nd surem, flctas
- fabetlas fabricaut. 1i. ille.
In eospicatum. male ominatum. infortunatum
e fateatur babuisse horoscopum quicuogue
wmaledixerit vati Pierio. 5. L. &o.'

Bot if thet I knewe what his name hight,
For clatering of me, T woald him sone gquight.
For his falee lying, of that I spake neuer,
1 could make him short!y repent him for ever.
Although be made it neuer w tough,
Ha might be sure to hane thame yoough.
Cerberns horrendo harutri latrando, sub an-
\ro. Te rodatque voret lingua dolosa (pre-
- eon}
4 faly double tunge is more fiers and fall,
Then Carberus that eur couching in the kenel
of bel
- Wherof hereafter, 1 thinke for to write,
Of fals double tunges in the dispite.

Racipit se scriptorum opus mncte, laudabile,
acceptalile, memorabileque, & nimis honorifican-
dum,

Pr,

SKELTON'S POEMS. -

Disperdat dominus ynioersa labia dolosa k lies
guam megniloquam,
= i

Why mﬂr Calliope
embrawdred with hmm of golde ?

SEELTON LAURARATE OHATO. RRG. HAKETH THIS
AUNFWERE. &c.

CiLrzore
As ve pay s
Regeot is she

Of poetes al
Whiche gane to me
The high degre
- Lanreat to be.

Of fame royall
‘Whose name enrolds [l
With silk and golde
1 dare ba bobds

Thus for to wers
Of her | holde
And her housholde
Though 1 waxe olde

And somdele sere
Yet is sbe foyne
Voyde of disdayn
Me to retayne

Her serujture.
‘With her certayna
I wyl reroayne
An 1y sonernyne

Most of pleasore.

Maulgre touz molheurenx,

LATINUM CARMEN LEQUITVR.
Cur tibl eontexts ast acrea Calliope}
REJPONBIO EJUSDENM YVATIS.

Canvpina Caltiope vatum rogina, coronsna
Pietios lauro, radiante intcxta sub aurg,

Hanc ego Plerius, tante dignabor honore

Dum mihi vita manet, dum spiritus bos regit artas
fusrmquam conbrior sepic marcescoque sonsim
Ipse tamer gestars sua he pin pignor certo,
Assensuque suo placidis parebo camenis

Inclita Calliope & semper mes MaXima cuta &b

Hec Pierius omni Spartaue libericr.
CALLIOPE,

Musarom excellentissima,

speciosissima, formosissima,

Hetoigis preest versibus,
FINIS,

ARBECTYNGE noy syght towarde the zodiske
The signes xij. for 1 beholde a fayre

Whan Mary retrogroant renersed hia backe
Lorde of the yere m his orblcnlar

Put up his aworde, for he coude make no warre
And whan Lucing plezary dyd shyne

Scorpion aecendynge degroes twysd nype.

1o placs elone, than musynge in my thoaght
How uli thing passeth, as doth the somer Aowra
On euary balle my remsons forthe I sought
Howe often fortune varyeth in an howre
Now clere wetbar, forth with a slormy ahowre

[ ——
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AN thyng compamed, no perpetoyte,
But uows in weithe, nows in aduersyte.

8o depely drowned [ wis in this dumpe
Encraumpyshed so wore was m¥ conceyte
That me to rest, 1 kent me to a stumpe
Of an oke, that somtyme grewe foli streyghie
A myyhty tre and of a noble heyght
Whoee beaute blasted was with the boysturs winde
His leancs Joste; the sappe was from the rymde,

"Thoe stode I in the frytthy forest of Galives

" Encowked with sylt of Lhe myry mom

'Where bartes bellnyng embosed with distres

Rap ou the reungs m looge, that 1 sappose
Fewe men can toll where the hyade calfe gose.
Faire fol the forster that so wel cun batts his hounde
‘But of my purpass now turne we to the grounde.

‘Whylis 1 stode musynge. in this meditacion
In sumbryuge I feli, and balfe in a slepe
And whether it wire of ymaginacien °
Or of humors superfiue, that often will cvepn
In to tbe brayne by drynkyng oner depe
Or it proceded of fatall perswasion
1 can nat tell you what waa the occasion.

But sodaynly at ooes sa | me aduysed
SAI obs in & trans or in an extasy)

sawe & pauylion wondersly disguiced
Garnysahed freshe after my fantasy
Enhachyde with perle and stones preciously
The grounde engrosed and bet with bowne gold
That passynge goodly it was to be holde

Within that-a princes excellente of ports
Bot 10 recounte ber riche abilyment
And what estates to her dyd resorte
Therws am I full insafycient
A goddesse immortall she dyd represent
An ] barde saye dame Pallay way her oama
To whom supplyed the royall quens of fame.,

THE QUENH OF FAXK TO DAMB FALLAA

PRINCES moat pusant of hygh preeminence
Renowned lady abous the sterry beuyn
A)i other transcendynge of very congrusnca
Madame regent of the sciences seayn
Fo whose nstate all noblenssse mcat jenan
My ewppitcacion to you I arrecta \
Wherof [ besache Yoo to tendre the effecte.

+ Nat onrememhred it is unts your grace
Hawe ye gave me a ryall ¢commaundement
That in my courte Skelton shulde have a place
Bycanse that be his tyme studiously hath spent
Io your seruice : and to the accomplysshenrent
Of your request, regestred i bis name

With lanrents triumphe in the courte of Fame

But good madame the ncromtome and vsage
Of sancient poetes ye wote full wele hath bene
Them selfs to emboay with all their whole corage
Bo that theyr workes myght famounly be sene
In Bgare wherof they were the latrell grene
But bowe it ix, Skelton is wunder slocks
And as we dare we fynde in bim o lacke,

For pe were ouely he hath your promocion
Out of my bekes full soone [ shulde bym rase
Bot sithe be hath tasted of the sugred pocion
Of Heliconis well : refreshed with your grace
And wyll pat endsacor hymeeifs to purchace

The fancur of ledys with wondei slecte
1t in syttynge that y& mmst bym correcte.

bAME FALLAN T0O THH QUENE OF FAME.

THE sum of your purpose a3 we ate adu
1 that our seruaunt is somewhat to dull
Wherein this answere for hym we have come

prised
Howe ryuera ren mt till the sprynge bé fall
Better a dumme giovthe thau a beayneles seull
For if he gloriously peblysshe his wmatter
Than men will saye howe he doth- but fatter.

And if so him fortmme to write troe and plaine
A sontyma he must vices remorde .
Than soms wyll say be hath but lytell brayne
Aud how bis wordes with ressou will nat wccorda
Beware, for wrytying remayneth of reconde
Displease nat an hundred for one mannes plew

sure .

Who wryteth wysely hath u grent treasum,

Also to furnysshs better his exvuse
Quide wan banysshed for such a skyll,
And many mo, whum I coude enduce.
Juuenal was thret parde for t kyll
For certayne inuectives: Yet wrote he none yit
Sauyoge be rubbed some vpon the gall,
It wus not for hym to sbyde the triall

In general wordes 1 say nst groatly ney
A poet sozmtyme may for his plassure taunt
sg'ekyng in purables, howe the fox, tha grey,

e gander, the goose, and the buyge oliphaot
Wert with the pococke aguynat the fesaant
The lewarde came leapiog sod sayd thet be mual -
With belpe of the ram lay all in the dust,

Yet dyoerse there be indudtriouse of redson
Som what wolde gaddar in thelr coniecture
Of rache @n endarked chaptre some season .
Howe be it, it were harde to consiroe thiy lec-

turs
Sophisticated craftaly is a confecture
1 jnphoﬂur manhes mynder::gu ls to expounde

Yet harde is to make birt some faute be founde.

THH QUENE OF FANE TO DANE FALL4S,

Mapiuz with fewor of your benigne suffmunce
Upto your grace than make I this motiua
Wherto make yo me hym to susunce
Linto the rowme of lursat promotyue !

Or wherto sholde he beus the prerogatine
But ¥ be had mosds somve manoriall
Wherby ha myght have 3 name immortall}

To passe the tyme in sloughtfull ydelnsase
Of your rayall palais it is oat the gyse
But to do somwhat eche man doth hym dresss
For howe shulde Cato els be called wyse
But that his bokes, which be dyd deayss
Recorde the samie ? Or why in bad in mynds
Plato, but for that bs lefte wrytynge behynds’

For men to loke on ? Aristotille also
Of philosophers called the principell
Olde Diogines, with other many mo
Demosthenas that oratour rogall
That guue Eschines suchs a oordiall
That banisshed wus be through his preposicion
Agaymst whom he coulde make no contr

tiom.
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DAME PALLLI TO THE QUEEE OF FAMR

SOFT my good ryster, and make there & panses
And was Eschines rebuked as ye say?
Remembre you well, poynt well that clause
‘Wherfore than rasd ye nat away
Hir name} Or why is it 1 you praye,

That be to yoor court is goyoge snd commyny
Rith be is thus blamed for defaute of counnyng?

PHE QUENE OF FANE TO DANME PALLAR,

Mapaxg your spposelie is well inferrad
And st your auauntage quickely it is
Touched: and harde for to be barred
Yet shall 1 answere your grace qn in this
With your refuimacion if 1 eay smin
For but if your bounte dyd me assure
Myue ergument el could nat longe endure

Aw toochyng that Eschines in remetnbred
That he wa shulde be, me semeth it fytiynge
All be it great parte he hath surrendred
Of his bonour, whose diseuasyue in wryttynge
To corsge Demosthenes was moche excitynge
In settynge out fresbely his crafty persuasion
From whiche Eschines had none enasion

The caude -h{) Demonthenes so famously is
Ounely proceded, for that be did ontray  [bruted
Eschinsn : whiche wasnut ahnmefully confuted
But of thet famons oratour | say
Whiche passed all other : wherfore I may
Amongs my recordes suffre him named.
For'tbongh he wer vanquished yet was he pat
shamed ' : ‘

As Hierome in his preamble frater Ambrosiue
From that | bane sayd in ne poynt doth vary
“Wherin he reporteth of the coragious
Worden, that were moche consolaio
By Exchines rebersed, to the great glory
Of Demosthenes, that was his utter fo
Yewe ohall ye fyude or none that will do so.

DANE PALLAN TO THE QURNE OF FANE,

A THANKE to haue ye haue well deserued,
Your mynde ye cany mayntayne so apparently
But u great parte yet ye haue reserved
Of that must folow than consequently
Or eh ye demenne you inordinatly
For if ye laude hym, whom honour hath opprem
‘Than he that dothe worst is as good as the besl.

But wham that ye favour, I s wel] hath & pame
Bc he ceuer w Iyvtell of substaunce ’
Apd whom ye loue nat, ye wyll put to shame
Ye coumerwey nat euynly your baleunce
As well foly as wyadvme oft ye do auaunce
For reparte ryseth many dyuers wayes
Some be moche spoken of for makyng of fruyes

Bome baoe a name for thefte and bribery
Some be called crafty, that can pyke a purse
Borne man be made of Rr their mockery
Som careful ¢cokoids, some haue their wiues curse
Bom famons witwoldey, and they bo moche wurse
Som liddercns, som losels, som nevghty packes
Som facers, som bracers, som mske gret cracke

Some drovken dastards with their drye soulen,
Some sluggymbe lonens that slepe dey and night
&yot and Revell be In your courte roules

SKELTON'S POEMS,

Maiptenaunod and Mischefs these be men of
myght

Extorcion is counted with you for & knyght

These peopla by me have pone smignement

Yet they ryde and renne from Caelitl to Kent,

But lytell or nothynge ye shall bers Lol
Of them tbut haus vertue by reason of counnyng
Whiche yoely in b shulde excell
Men of suche mattersr maka but mummyn e
Por wysdome wnd aadnessé he set out » sunnyug
And soche of my serunnntes an [ haue promoted
QOne faute or other in them shalbe noted

. Eyther they wyll aay be is to wyse
Or ciles he can nought but whan he is at scols
Proge his wytte sayth he al carden or dyce
And ye shall well fynde he in a very fole
Twyshe, set by & chayer or reche him a rtole
To syt hym upon, and rede Jacke 3 thrummis
bibil -

For truly it were pite that be sat idyll.

THE QUENE OF FAME TO DAME PALLAR

To make repugnance againe that ye baue mid
Of very dutie it may nat well accorde ‘
But your benign eyffrauce for my discharye T Laid
For that 1 wolde nat with yoo fall'at discords
But yet 1 besache your grace that good recorde
May be hrought forth suche an can be founde
With laureat triemphe why Skelton shulde be

crounde.

For elles it were to great a derogasion

Unty your pulais our noble courte of Fama
That any man voder supportacion’ )
Without deseruing shulde haue the beat gamns
If he to tha ample engreace of his name

Can lay any warkes that be hath compiled

1 am content that he be pat exiled

From the laureat seuste: by forcs of proscripcion
Or elles ye knowe well I can do no lesse

But I mnst-banoysshe him from my iurisdiction
As he that aqueynteth hym with ldelnesse
But if that he pupose to make a redresse

What be hatb dope let it be brought to syght
Graunt my peticion, 1 aske you but ryght.

DANK PALLAN TO THE QUENE OF FANE

To your requent we be well condiscanded
Call forth, let e where is your clarionar
To blowe & bluats with his longe hreth extended
Eolus your trumpet that knowen is so farre
That bararag bloweth in euery myreiall warre
Let hym blowe nowe, that we may take a vewa
What poetes we haue at oor retynewe.

To se if Skelion wyll put bym selfs in prease
Amopg the thickast of all the hole route
Muks noise ynongbe, for claterars lous no peaca
Let s my syster, nowe spede you, go sbouts
Apoae [ say this trumpet were founde out
And for po man bardely let hym spare
To blowe bararag, tyll both his eien stare.

LWAELTON POETA.
FoRTAE with there rose among the throng
A wonderfull noyse, and oo euery syde
They preved in fast, some thought thei were Lo
lomg
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Some were to basty; snd wolde no men byde
Som whispred, som rowned, som spake, and som
; eride
With heuyng and shouyng, bsue ic apd heue
out
Bome tan the next waye, same ran about.

There was suynge to the qoene of Fame -
He plucked him backe, and he went sfore.
Nuy bold thy wunge quoth an other let me haue
the oame .
Make rowme seid an other y2 pross sl to sore
Som sayd, holde thy peas you gettest here no

mGre
A thousande thousande I saws oh a plumpe
‘With that I harde the noyse of & trumpe

“That longe tyme blew a full tymoroas blaste
Like to the Boriall wyades, whan they blowe
That towres, snd townes, and trees downe cart
Trroue clowdes together like dryftes of suowe
The dredefal dinne droue all the route oo & Tow
Som trembled, som girmed, sotn gasped, sotne gased
As people halfe penissh or men that were mased

Acone all was whyshte, s it were for the

Dones

Apd ocha pan sicde gusyng and ataryng
other

‘With that there come in wonderly at ones

A mormur of minatrels, that suche an olher

Had [ necer aene, some softer some lawder

Orpbens the Thracian garped melodicusly

WithAmphich, and otber musis af Archady

‘Whose hevenly armony was 80 passiog sare
50 truly proporcioned, and so well dyd gree
Bo doly entuned with ewery measure
‘That in the forest wus none so great a tre
But that he daunced for ioye of that gle
The huge myghty okes them selfe did apammee
And lepe from the hilles to Jerpe for to dacoca

In s muche the stumpe wherto I we lente

Sterte all at ones an hundred fate backe

With that 1 sprange op towarde the tent

Of noble dame Prllas, wherof [ spake .
Where 1 sawe came after I wote full tite] lacks
Of a thormnde poetes assombled to gether

But Phebus was formest of al thet came theder

Of taurell leanes & cronell on his heed
With beares encrisped yolowa as the golde
Lamentynyge Daphnes, whom with the darte of
lead

upon

Cupide hath stryken wo that she ne wolde
Conceate to Phebus to baue his harte m holde
Bat for to preserue her waydenheod clene
Transformed was she into the laurell grene,

Medled with murning the most part of his
T mose :

O thoa gatfoll harte, was ever more his songe
Daphnes my derlyage why da you me refuse ?
Yet loke on me, that loued yuit haue so longe
Yet haue compassion vpon my paynes stronge
He sange also, howe the tre as bo did take
Betwene bis artnen be felte ber body qnake

Thao he asaurded into this exclamacion
[Unio Dinna the goddes immortal]
0 merciles madame barde is your constellacion

OF LAWRELL.

8o elose to kepe your cloyster virgicall
Enharded adysmunt the pement of your wall
Alas what ayle you to be s0 ouerttrwart

To banys¢be pite oot of & maydecs harte?

Why have the goddes shewned me this crueltie
Sith I contryued firet principles medyciushle
{ helpe all other of their infirmyte
Bot nowe to huipe my selfe 1 am pot ahle
‘Thst profitteth all ather is Dothinge profitable
Unto me, slas that herbe nor greme
The feruent. axes of [one con not represse

O fatal] forlone what haue | offended ?
Odious disdayne why raist you meon this facyoa?
Bot sith T haye loat nowe that 1 antended
And may nst siteyne it by no mefliacion
Yet in remembmunce of Daphoes trousformaon
All Rmous poets ensuynge aflet e
Sball weare o gurlande of the laurell tre

This said, a great nombyre folowed by and hy
Of poetes laureat of many diuerse nacions
Parle of their nemes I thynke to specifie
Pirst olde @aintilian with his Declapations
Theocritas with bis bueclicall relacions
Hesiodus the Jcone :

And Homerus the feeashe hintoriay,

Prince of elognence Tullius Civerg,
With Salust agsynst Lucius Catiline
That wrote the bistory of Jugurtha aiso,
Ouide enshryned with the Musis nyne,
But hlessed Bacchus the plessant god of wyne
Of clusters engroped with bis roddy flotes
These crators and portes refresshed their throtes,
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Locan with Stacius in Achilliedos
Perseus prased forth with problemes diffuse
Virgill the Mantuan with his eneidon
Juienall satirray that men makythe to mose
But blexsed Bacchus the plensant god of wyne
Of closters engrosed with his ruddy Sotes
These orators and poetes refresshed their throtes

There Titus Linina hym stifs dyd susance
With decadis historious which that be mengleth
With waters the amount the Romaynsa in sub.

staujce.

Ennius that wrote of marciall warre at Jength
But bleased Bacchns potenciall gnd of strengthe
Of clusters angrosed with his ruddy dropes
These arators and poetes refresshed their throtes

Aulus Gellius that noble historiar,
Omce alsg wilh his newe poetry
Maister Terence the famous comicar,
With Plautus that wrote many a comedy
But blessed Bacchbus was in their compuny
Of clusters eagrosed with his ruddy dropea
These orators and poetes refressbed their throtes.

Senec full sobrely witb his tragedies,
Boece recomforted with his philosophie,
Aod Mazimiane with his madde dittes,
Howe dotynge age wolde inpe witk yonge foly
But blessed Bacchus mont reyerent snd boty
Of clusters engrossad with his ruddy dropes
‘I'hese orators and poetes refreashed their throtes,

Thepe came John Boccas with his volumes greta
daiutus Cammius full craltely that wmte .
Of Alexander: and Macrobius that did treate

«

d
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O Bcipions dreame wimi was tha true probets
But biessed Bazchus that never man forgwia

O cluaters engroned with his reddy dropes
These orators and poetes refrsabed their throtes,

Pogius also that famons Floretie
Mustred there among them with many a mad
)

tale .
Witk a frere of Fraunce mén call ayr Gaguine
That frowned ou me full angerly and pale
But Hewed Bacchus, that bote i of all bafe
Of clusters engrowad with his roddy dro
These orators wod poetes Tefrewabed their throtes.

Plutarke and Putrurke twy famous clarkes
Luciline and Valerius Maximut by name
With Vincentive in speculo thet wrots noble

warkes

Propercius und Pismwdrox poetes of noble fame
But blemed Bachus that gmatrise okt doth freme”
Of clusters engrosed with hls ruddy dropes
These notable poeies refresshed thelr throtea,

And as ] thas sadly among them adaysed
1 saw Gower, that first garmisshed onr englishe
rude

And maister Chancer, that nobly enlreprined

How that our englishe fityght fresbely be ot
pewed '

'The monke of Bury than after them enmed

Dane Jobmn Lydgate: these englisha . poetes

thre
As 1 ymagened repayred unto ms.

Together in armen os bretherne enbrased
Their wpparell farre pasaing beyond that I can
.l .
With dismantes sud rubies their tabérdes were
tresed

Nope so riche stomes in Turkey Lo sall

They wanted nothynge but the Laurdl

Ard of their bounte they meda ma goodly chere
In maner and forme es ye shall after here.

HANTER GOWER TO SKELTON,

Broraer Skelton your endeworment

30 haue ye done, that mevetoriously

Ye baue deserued Lo haue ap euplement

Io our collage aboue the aterry skye

Bycanse that ye encresse and amplifia

The bruted Britons of Brotus Albjon .
That welnere way lost whan that we were gone.

POETA IKELTON TO MAINTER GOWER

Marerag Gower I baue nothyng desernad
To heue ao landabyle » commendacion
Ta yow thre this honor shalbe reseraed
Arrectinge vnto your w¥se examinheion
How all thet I do is voder refformation
For coly the substance of that I enfend
Is' glad to plense dnd loth to offend,

RAIFFER CHAUCER LAWREAT METE T) ANELTON,

COUNYERWAYING your busy diligence
Of that we begwone id the sopplement
Enforced are we you to recompence

Of all our holle eollage by the sgrement

That we shall brynge you personally present
Of noble Fame before the qoenes yylce

1a whose courte poycted is your place,

SKELTON'S POEMS,

FOETA ARRITON ARTWEBETH.

O ®oBLE Chaucer, whoss pullished ¢loguence
Our Englishe rude so freshely hath set out
That bounde are wa with afl doe reterence
With ail our streogths that we cen bryng sbout
To owe to you our seruice, and more if we mowte
But what shuide I say, ye wote what [ entende
‘Whiche glad am to plense, auvd loth o offende.

l_lll'l'il LYDOATE TO SARLTOM.

50 am | preventad of my bretherne torayns
In repdryngs to yon thankes meretory
That welners nothynge there doth remayne
Wherwith to gyne you my regraciatory

But that [ poynt yon to be notory

Of Fames courte, by all oor holle assent
Auaugced by Palla to laurel]l preferment.

PORTA SKELTON ANFWERETH.

80 baue yo me far pamyng my merites oxtollad
Maister Lydgute of your socustomable
Bounte, and 80 gloricualy ye haua snmolled
My name. 1 knowe well beyande that 1 am shie
That bot if my warkes therto be agreshla
I am elles rebuked of that I entend
Whiche glad am to plensé and lothe 10 ofends

Bo fically, whan they had shewed their denise
Under the forme as 1 sayd before
I made it strounge, apd drews backe ones or

twise

And ensr thay presad oo the more and more
Tyl at the lum they forced me o sore
That with them I went where they wold me bringe
Ubto the pavylion, whers Pallas was ryttyng

Dame Palias commanded (hat ihey sbuld me

conuay
Into the riche paluca of the quene of Fume,
‘Thete shall he bare what she to hym will say
‘Whan be it called to answere to his name,
A crye snone forthwith she made prociame
All orators ampd shoulde thider go before
With all the prease that there was lesse and
more.

Forthwith 1 sxy : thus wandring ju my thooght
Howe it was, or slles within what bowres
I éapnat toll you, but that I was brought
Inte & palace, with torrettes and towres
Engwlared goodly with halles and bowres
So curioly, 30 craftly, so connnyngly wronght
That all tha worlde 1 trowe and it were sought

Such an other there coold no mao fynda
‘Wherof partly I purpose to expounde
‘Whilea it retasyneth fresshe in my mymde
With Turks and grossolites enpaued wns the

ground

Of birral énbosed were the pyllers round
Of siephantes tethé wers the palace gates
Enilgsenged with maoy goodly plates

Of god ; entached with many & precious stone
An bupdred steppes mountynge to the halle
Omne of insper, an other of whales bone,
Of dinmantes ted, wus the rokky wall.
The carpeties within and tappettes of pall
The chambres hanged with clothes of Arnce
Enuauted with rabies the vante was of this
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Thos pessed we forth. walkyng unto the pretary
Wher the poatis wer epbulioned with saphirs indy
Englased glitte fyog with many a clers story [blew
Iaciocter. and smaragdes out of the flarth they
Unto this pisoe all poeten there dyd me  [grew.
Wherin was set of Fame the noble quene
All other tnnscendyog most richely besene

Under a glorious clothe of extatn
Fred all with onent peries of garnate
Eucrowned a1 empresse of sl] this worldly fate
5o ryally, 80 richely, so paseyngly ornate
It was exer dynge beyonde commuone rata
This house enpircn was & myle sbout
¥ xii. were fet in. xii. bundred stode without

Than to this fady snd souerayne of this palece

of pur&e?:nr.es there presed in meny with disers
to

ome were of Poyle, and some were of Thrace

Of Lymerik, of Lotein, of Spaine, of Portugale

Prum Napuis, from Navern, and from Rouncevaje

Somme frow Flaunders, some from the sce ¢oste

Some from the maive lande, some from the Freoch
bost.

With haw doth the north, what tydinges in the
The west is wyndy, the eest is metely wele [south
1t is harde to tell of euery mannes mouthe
A alypper holde the tsyle is of an ele
And he halteth often thet hath a kyby hele
fiome shewed his safe conduct, Wme shewed hia

charl
Some luked ful smathely, and bad & fals quart.

With Sir I praye you a litell tyne stande backe
And let me come in ta deiyuer my letter
An other tolde, howe shyppes went to wracke
There were many wordes smeller and greatter
With [ s good as thou, I faith and no better.
Some came to tel] treuthe, some came to lye.
Some came o Aatter, some came to spye,

There were [ saye of all mener of sortes
Of Dertmontl:, of Plymouth, of Portexmouth also
The burgeis and the baylices of the v. pories
With nowe let me come, and nowe let me go
And all tyme wandred Tthus, to and fro,
Tyli ot the Taste thene noble poetes thre
Voo me mmyd, lo Syr nowe ye may se,

Of this hyghe courte the dayly busynes
Prom you must we, but nat longe to tury
Lo hither cometh a goodly matstres
Otrupacion, Fames regestary.
W?mh shal be to you a4 souerayne accessary
With singular pleasures to dryue avay the tyme
And we shall se you sgayoe or it ba pryme,

Whan they wer pust, and went farth on their
way .

This gentilwoman, that called was by name
Occupacion, in ryght goodly sraye
Came towsrde me, and smyled halfe jo game,
Ignte her xmyle, and than I dyd the same
With that on me sbe cast ber goodly loke
¥nder her arme me thought she hed & hoke,

GCTUPATION TO §EELTON.

LYXE wn the Iarke vpon the sumers daye
Whan Titan radism hurnieheth hic bemes bright
Blonoteth on hye, with hir trelodion laye

YOL. Ik .
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Of the aou shyne engloded with the lyght

Sc am [ supprised with pleasure and delyght
To s& this houre nowe, thet I may saye
Howe ye sre weicome to this court of aruye

OF your aqueyntaunce I was in tymes paste
Of studiaus doctrine whan at the port salu
Ye fyrat arryued, whan broken was your mans
Of woridly trust, then dyd I you roakew
Your storme dryuen shyp I repared newe !
S0 wel! entacled, what wynde so ever blpw
No stormy temupent your barge shall ouerthrow

Welcome to me as hertly as herte can thinke,
Welcame to me with all my holle desyre
And for ruy sake spere neyther pen nor yeke
Be well assured Istall aquyte your hyre.
Your name recountyng beyonde the land of Tire
From Sydony to the mount Olympian
From Babyll towre to the hils Caspisn,

BKELTON POERTA ANfWERETH.

1 TRANKED her moche of ber most noble offer
AfRaunsynge her myne hole assuraunce
For her picasure to make u large profer
Empryntyug her wordes in my rememireonce
To ows her my aeruice with true perseuersunce
Come on with me ahe sayd, let vs nat stande
And with that worde she toke me by the bande

So pamed we forth into the forsayd place. .
With such communicscion ot came to our mynde
And than sbe sayd, whyles we hade time and

space
To walke wiere we [yst, let v somwhat Ande
Ta passe the time with, hut let vs wast no wynd
Por ydell jauglers haue but iytell bayne
‘Wordes be swordes and harde 10 call agnyne

Into & felde she brought me wyde and farge
Enwalied about with the stony fynt
Strongly enbateld muche costious of charge
To wzlke on this wal, she bed 1 should natatint
Go softly sbe said, the stooes be full glyat
She went befors and bad me take good holde
1 mawe a thousande ysles newe and olde

Than questioned [ her what these yates ment,
Wherto she answered, and hriefly me tolde
Howe from the Est voto the Oceident
And from the South vnto the North so colde,
These yutes she said, whiche that ye beholde
Be issues and portes from all maper of nacions
And seriously she shewed me their demomine-

cions.

" They had wrytynge some Greke, some Ebrew,
9-me Romayne letters as 1 yoderstode

Some were olde writen, me were writen new,
Sutme carectis of Caldy, some French was ful good
But one gate specially, where ma [ stode

Had granen in it of Calcidony u capitall. A
What gate cll ye this? and she sayd Anglia

The buyldyng therof was passing comménda.
e

ble.
Wheron stode a lybbard crowned with gold end
stones
Terrible of countinaunce, and pueaing formidable
As quickly touched as jt were feshe and bones
Ag goatly that glaris, as grimly that gronis
R
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As Qerply frownyng as he had ben fyghtynge
And with his forme fote, he alioke forth thin writ-
ing.
Cacotinthicon ex indastra.

FPormidanda nimis Iouis ultima fulmina tollis
Vnguibua ire parat loca singula livids ¢urnis
2usm modo per Phebes nummos raptora Celeno;
Arma, hes, Juctua, fet, uis fraus barbars tellus
Mille modis erras odium tibi querere medtia,
Spreto epineto cedat salionca roseto.

THAN 1 me Jent and loked ouer the wall
Ionumerable people presed to euery gate
Sbet were the gates, they might wel knocka and sl
And turne home szayn, for they came al to late
I here demnaunded of them and their astate
Forsothe quoth she, these be haskardes and ry-
Dicerr, carders, tumblars with gambaudes. [ baudes

Fordrers of love, with baudrie aqueynied
Brayneles blynkarden that blowe at the cole
Falwe forgers of money for coyunage atteynted

- Pope boly hypocrites as they were gotde and hole,
Poule hatchettas that prate well at enery ale pole
Ryot, reneler, rayler, hrybery, thefte, '
With other condicions that well might be lefte.

Some fayne themself foles, and wold be called
wyse
Some medling spies, hy craft to grope thy minde
Nome disdeyuous dancockes that al men dispise
Falsc fatterers that faune the, and curres of kyod
- "That apeke faire before the, and shrewdiy behynde
Hither they come crowding to get them e name
-But bayled they be homwarde with sorow and
shesme

With that I herde gunnes rushe out at ones
Bowns, bowns, bowns, that all they vut cryde
It made some limpe legged and brolscd their bones
Some were made pyuyshe porighly pynke eyde
That euérmore after by it they were aspyde ~
And one ther wae there, I wondred of his hap
For & gunstone 1 say had sl 10 lagged his cap.

Ragged and dagged aod cunnyngly cut
The blast of the brymston blew away his braina
Mascd g3 2 marche hare, he ran lyke a scut
And nair amonge all me thought [ sawe twayoe
The oite way a tumblar that afterward agaynae
Of a dyssour a deuyll way grewe a ientliman
Pers prater the seconde that quarelles began

With n pellet of peunishenew thei bad euch a
. sroke
That al the dayes of their iyf shal slick hy their
ribbex
Poo, foisty baudine som smelled of the amoke
I saw divers that were caried away thens in eribbes
Drasyng after dotrels lyke drunkardes that dribbes
- These tintiwile with taunpios were toucbed and

tapped
Moche mischef T hight you among them ther
happed

Somtyme a3 it semeth whan the mone lyght -
By means of a grosely endarked clowde,
Sodainly iy eclipsed in the wynter nyght
In like maner of wyse, a myst dyd vs shrowde
But wel may ye thinke, 1 was nothyng prowde
Of that soentures, whiche mada me sore agnste
In darkenes thus dwelt we, tyll at the last

SKELTON'S POEMS.

‘The clowdes gow to clere, the mist was rarifal
In un herber [ sawe brought where [ was
‘There byrden on the hrere sange on euery mpde
With aleys ensanded about in compas
The bankes entorfed with siugular solas
Enrailed with rosers, and vines angraped
1t was & new comfort of sorowes escaped

In the middes a cundite, that curiously was cart
With pypea of golde, engushyng out sreames
Of cristall, the clerenes these waters far past
Enswimmy g with roches, barbils, and brearney
Whose skules ensilured aguin the son bearmes
Englisterd : that ioyoud it was to baholde
Than farthermore about me my sight I reuohde

Where I sawe growyng a goodly laarell tee
Enuerdured with leaue, contivually grene,
Aboue in the top s byrde of Araby
Meu call & phenix: her wynges hytwege
She bet vp a fyre with the sparken full kene
With hrrunches and boughes of the awete olyne
Whose Aagraunt Aower was chefe preseruatioe.

Ageynat all infections, with mancour enflamed
Ageinst all baratous broisicurs of olde
1t passed all bawmes that euer were named
Or gumines of Saby so derely that be solde
There blewe in that garden a soft piplyng colde
Enbrethyug ef zephivus with his pleasant wyade
Al frutes and Anwres grewe there in their kynde.

Dryades thera daunsed vpon that goodly wile
With the nyne muses Picrides by name
Phillis and Testalis there tresses with oyle
Were newly enbybed: and rounile about the ame
Grene tre of laurel], moche solacions game
They made with chapplettes and gadandes greot
And formest of al dame Flora the quens

Of somer so formally she fotad tha daunce

Ther Cinthens sat twinklyng vpon his harpe
stringes .

And Jopas his instrument dyd auaunce
The poemea and mories auncicnt i brynges
Of Athlas astrology, and many noble thynges -
Of wandryng of tbe mone the courss of whe sm
Of men and of bestes, and whereof they begore,

What thyng occasigned the showren of rayne
Of fyre el tar in his sup apere
And of that pole artike, whyche doth remayoe
Behynde the tayle of Vraa o clere
Of Pliaden he preched with their drowsy chere
Immeystred with mislyng and ay-droppyng dy’
And where the two trions a man shoulde espye.

And of tbe wynter dayes that hye theym so [ast
And of the wynter nygbtes that tary so longe
Aod of the homer dayes, s0 longe Lhat done loste
And of their short nightes: he brought in hib

fonge ’
How wronge was uo right, end right was no wrung.
There was counteryng of carolu in meter amd in
uerse
8o many, that longe it were to reberce.

© DCCUPACION TO SKELTON.
Howk say ve? is this afler your appetite?
May this content you nod your mery mymiel
Here dwelleth pleasure, with lust End delyte
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Continuali comfort here ye may fynde

Of welthe and solace nothyuge lefte bebynde
All thyoge conenably here is contryued
Wherwith your sprites may be reuyued,

POETA SEELTON ANSWERETH.

RUBFTIONLES no doubte of that ye saye
Jupiter kimselfe thiz life myght endure
This ioye excedeth: all worddly spart and playe
Paradyse, thin place is of synguler plansnre
O well were hym that herof might be sure
And kere to inhabite, and aye for to (well
Bat goodly maystres one thynge ye me tell

OQCCUPATION TO SEELTON,

Or your demaunde shew me the content
What it is, and where vpon it standes
And if there be in it any thynge ment,
Wherof the nnswere restyth in my handes
it stall be lowed ful sone gut of tie bandes
Of serupulus donbt wherfure your mid discharge
Az of your wili the playnnes shews at large -

PORYA JERLTON ANSWERETH,

1THANER you goodly maistres tome most benign
That of your bountie a0 well heue me assured
Bot my request js at a0 great n thynge
That I ne force what thoughe it he discured
[ am nat wounded but that 1 may be cured
1am nat laden of lyddymes with lumpes -
Ar dased doterdes that dreame in their dumpes,

OCCUPACION TO SEELTON.

Nowe what ye meane Itrowe I coniect
God gyue you good yere ye make me to smyle
Nowe by your fayth iz nat this theffect
Of your question ye make sll this whyle
To roderstande who dwelleth in yone pile [diddil
Aod what blondrer is youder that playeth diddil
He fyndeth folse mesures out of his fonde fiddill

Interpolata {que industricsum postulat interpre-
temn) satyra in uatis adversaricm. -

Treasis Agastnis species prior, altera Daui.
Ancapium culicis dum limts torquet ocellum.,
Concipit. sligeras rapit, opetit, aspice rouscas.
Maia quogue fouet, fouet aut que Iupiter, aut que
Fn;ldl Saturnua, Sol, Mary, Veous, Algida Luns,
3j tibi contingat uerbe aut committere scripto
$uate sibi max tacita sudant precordia culpa?
Hine ruit in lammas, stimulans bunc urgetet ilom
Iouceat ad rinas, unnos Lamen excitat ignes,
Labrs movens tacites, rumpantur ut iliz Codro,

17. 4 1. & 1% 5 18
18,18 1. 1% 8, 5. 19,

His uume for to knowe if that ye Iyst .
Eauions rancour truly be hight
Beware of bim I warne you: for if ye wyst
How dangerous it were to stande in his lyght
Ye wold nat deale wyth him though that ye might
For by his devillishe drift and graceles provision
an holle realme he ix sble to set at dyuision.

For whan he speketh fairest than thinketh he
most il
Fa} moriously can he glose, thy mynd for to fele
He wyl autt men a feighting and syt himselfe styil
Ard smetke |yke a smythy cur st sperkes of stele
Ee ear; neuer leaue warke whyles it is wele
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L}
To tell al] bis touches it were to grext wonder
The denyll of hell end he be aeldome psooder

‘Thus triking we went forth in et @ postern gute,
Turaing on the right hande, by 2 wynding stayme
She brought me tu & goodly chambre of astate,
Where the noble countes of Surrey in & chaire
Sate honorehly, 10 whom dyd repayre
Of ladyes a beny, with afl dewe reverence
Syt downe fayre ladyes aud do your diligence

Come forlh gentilwomen I pray you ahe said
I haue contryued for you & goodiy warke
And who can worke best nowe shaibe assayd
A cronell of Taurell with verdares light and darke
I haue deuised for Skelton my clerke
For to his eeruice 1 haue suche regurde
That of our bountie we wyll hym rewarde,

For of atl ladyes he hath the library
Their names recountyng in the court of Fame
Of a1l gentyiwomen he hath the scruteny
In Fames courle reportyng the same
For yet of wotner he neuer sayd shame [call
But if they were countrefettes that women them
That list of their lewdnesse with him for to bral,

With that the tappettes and carprttes were layde
Wheron these lady«s softely myght rest
The ssumpler to kowe on, the laces to enbrayde
To weaue in the stole same were full prest
With sloies, with tauels, with hedetles wel drest
The {raine was brought forth with his weauing pin
God giue them good spede their warke to begin.

Some to enbhrowder put them in prease
Wel gyding their glotton to kepe streight theirsilk,
Some pyriyng of gulde their worke to encreame
With Aingers smale, and bandes as white as mylk
With reche ine that skayne of tewly sylke
And wynde me that botoume of suche an hews
Grene, red, tawney, whyle, purple, and hlews,

Of broken warkes wroght many a good]y thiog
In castyng, in turnyng, in forishing of Sowres
With burres rowgh aud Luttons surffyllyng
In nedy!l warke rayayng bynies in bowres
With uertue enbesed ail tymes and howres
Andg truly of theyr Lountie thus were they bent
To worke me this chaplet, by good aduisement.

OCLUPACION TO GRELTUN.

BEAOLDE 2nd se in your aduertisement,
Howe these indies and gentylwomen all
For your plessure do theyr endeuourment
And for your sake, howe fast to warke they fall
To your remembraunce wherfore ye must call
In goodly wordes pleasnuntly comprised
That for them some gowdiy conceyte be deuived.

With propre captecions of beneuvolence
Orvnately pullyshed after your fuculte
Sith ye must nedes afforce it by pretence
Of your profession vnto humenite
Commenayng your proces sfter their degree
To eche of them rendring thaukes commendshle
With sentence fructuous, end termes ¢covepable.

. POETA SKELTUN ANSWERETH.
AUANBYNG 10y selfe some thanke to deserus

I me determyncd for te sharpe my pen
Deucutly arrectyng my prayer to Micers

4




244

She %o vouche zafe me to enforme aod ken

‘To Mercury sleo hertely prayed | then

Me to supporte, to helpe, and to sasynt

To gyde and to gouerne my dredful trermbling fist

As a mariner that gmased is in 8 stormy rage
Hardly be stad and dryuen is to hope
OFf that the tempestous wynde will aswage
In trust wherof comfort his heart doth grope
From the anker he cutteth the gubill rope
. Committeth ai to God, and letteth his ship ryde
So I hesecke Jesu now to be my gyde.

‘FO THE RIGHT NOBLE COUNTES OF SURRBY.

AFTER sl duly ordred obeysaunce
In bumble wyae &s lowely ax I maye
¥oto you madame | make reconisxunce
My lyfe enduryng I shail both wryte and saye
Recounte, reporte, reherse without delaye
The passynge bountie of your ngble estate
Of honour and worship which heth the formar date,

Lyke to Argius by inst resemblannce
The noble wyfe of Polimites kynge
Prudent Rebecw, of whom remembrannee
‘The bible maketh, with whose chaste [yuynge
Your noble demenour is counterwaynge
Whose possing bounte, and right nable entate
Of honour and warshyp it hath the former date.

The noble Pamphilie quene of the Grekes land
Habilimentes rays!! founde out industriousty
Thamer also wraught with ber goodly hande
Meny dinises passynge curicusly
Whom ye repretent and exemplify
Whose passynge bounte and right noble estats,
Of honour and worship it bath the formar dete,

As dame Thamaris whiche toke the kyng of
Cyrus by name, aa writeth tie story, {Perse,
Dame Agrippizn glso 1 may Jeherse
OF gentili corage the parfite¥nemory
So shall your name endure perpeiuaily
Whose passynge bounte and right noble eslate
Of honuur and worship it bath the formar date,

TO MY [ADY BLISABETH HOWARD.

To be your remembraunce madame I am bounde
Lyke to Aryna maydenly of purte
Of vertue and connyng the well and perfit gronnde
‘Whum dame pature, as well I may reporte
Hath freshely esbenuticd with magy a goodly sorte
Of womnanly fetures, whuse florishing tender age
{s lusty to loke on, plesaunt, detneure, und e

' Goodly Creseid+ fayrer than Polyxene
For to enuyne Pandarus appetite
Trailua I trowe, if that he had ¥ou Rene
. 1n you he wolde haue get hia holle delyte
Of al} vour beauts 1 suffice nat to write
But as T sayd your florishyng tender age
Is lusty to Joke on, pleasaunt, demure, and aage,

TO MY LADY MYRRIALL HAWARDE,

My lIytell lady ! may nat legue behynde
But to do you sergice nedes nowe | must
Benigne curteyse of gentill harte and mynde
‘Whom fortune and fate playnly baue discust
Longe to enioye pleasure, delyte, and lust,
The enbudded bioasotns of roses redde of hewe

With lilies white your besuty doth repewe.

.

SEELTON'S POEMS.

Coropare you | may to Cidippes the mayde
That of Aconcius whan she founde the byl
In her bosome, lorde howe she wan afrayde .
The ruddy shemefastoen in her vysnge fyll
Which maner of abasshernent became her nat ylt
Right s¢ madame tbe roses redde of hewe
With Eliyes whyte your beautie doth reoewe.

TO MY LADY AXME DAKERSE OF T{LE MWTH

ZEusis thet enpictured fuyre Helene the goens
You to deuise his crafte were to sele
And if Apelles, your countensunce bad sene
Of porturstare, which wes the famoux Greke
He centd not denise the lest point of your cheke
Princes af youthe and flowre of seodly porte
Uertue, covnnyng, solsce, pleasure, comforte.

Paregul! in bonour vutc Penelope
That for ber trouth is in ramembraupce had
Payre Dianire surmeuntyoge in beautie
Demure Dinns womanty xod sad
Whese Juty lokes make heuy hartes gind
T'rinces of youthe, and fiowre of goodiy porte
Uertue, counnyng, solace, plasure, comforte.

TO MAISTRES MARGARY WENTWORIHE

WITH margerain gentill
The flowre of goodly hade
Enbrowdered the mantyll
s of your meydenhede,

Playnely | can nat giose
Ye be as [ deuype -

The praty primeruse
The goodly colambyne,

With margersin gentill
The fonte of goodly heda
Enbrowdered the mantill
Ts of your maydenhede

Benygue, courteise, and meke,
With wordes weli deuysed
Iz you who lyst to seke
Be vertues well comprysed.

With margerain gentill
The flowre of goodiy hede
Enbrowdered the mantill
15 of your maydenhede.

TO NAISTRES MARGARET TYLNEY.

1 voo asryre
Fal well | knowe,
My busy cure
Toyou [ ome
Humbly and lowe
Commendyng me
To your hounte,

A9 Machareus
"i:yreICauac'e
Rl 3
Eudeuo:'ye me
Yuur neime to se
It be enrolde,
Writen with golde

Phedra ye may
Wl represent
Intentyue ay
And didigent
No tyme myspent
Wherfore delyte
1 have to wryte
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Of Margarite
Perle orient
Lode sterre of lyght
Moche relucent
Madune regent
1 maye you call
OF vertues =ll,

TO MAIFTARS IANE DLENNER-HALJET.

WHAT thoughe my penne waxe ynt
And hath smalie lust Lo paynt
Yet shall there no restraynt
Caumt me to cense,
Amonge this prease,

* For to encreasa

¥Your goodly name.
1 wyli my selfe applye
Troste me en
You for o mellifye
And so chezTue
That ye ne swarue
For Lo deserue
Immortal fame.
Sith maistres lane Huieet
Sroell Bowres helpte to mette
Io my goodly chappelet
Thexfora 1 rendre, of har the memorie
¥oto the legende of fayre Leodomie.

TO MAISTRES TRABELL PENNELL-

BY saynt Mary my lady
Yaur maminy and yoor dady
Bronght forthe a goodly baby

My mayden [sabell,
Reflarynge rosebell,

The flngranot cammumet],

The ruddy rosary,

The souernyne rosemary
‘The praty strawbery,

The colombyne, the nopte,
The jeloffer well setie,

The propre violet.

Ennewed your colowre
1s I5ke the dasy flowre,

Alter the Aprile showre,

Sterre of the morowe graya,
The bioasome on the spraye,

. The freshaate Bowre o?Mnye.

Maydenly depure,

Of womau hede the lure,
Wherfor: 1 make you sure,

It were an heuenly helthe,
It were an endlevse weithe,
A Yyfs for God hymselfe,

To here this nyghtyngale
Amooge the byrdes smale,
Warbelynge in the vale
Dug, dug, iug, iug,

Good yere and good lucke,
With chucke, chucke, chucks, chucke,

U MAIFTREN MARGARET HUMEY.

Miaavy Margaret
As midsomer flowTe
Genlyl as faucoun
Or bauke of the towre
With solnce and gladnes
Moch mirth end no madnes
All good and no badnes

8o ioyauely

8o maydeuly

So womanly

Her demenynge

In every thynge

Far, far paasynge

That I can endite

Or suffice to write

Of mirry Margarete

As mydsomer flowre

Gentill as fancoun

Or hauke of the towre.
As pacient and as syl -

And a» ful of good wil

An fayre [siphill

Cuoliander

Swete pomaunder

Good Casaander

Stefast of thonght

‘Wel made, wel wroght

Far may be songht

Erst that ye cap fynde

5o curteise so kynde

As mirry Margarets

This midsomer fowre

Gentyll an faucoun

Or hauke of Lhe towre.

TO MAISTRES OERETRUDE fTATHAM,

TeEOUGAE Fe were harde hartad
And I with you thwarted
With wordes that smarted,
Yet nowe doutles, ye gyue me caune
To wryte of you thix goodly clause
Maisres Geretrude )
With woman hede endude
With vertue well reaude,

1 wyll that ye shalbe
In all benignite, lyke w dame Pasiphe,
For nowe doatlesse, ye gyue me CRUSS
To wrile of you this goodly clause
Maistres Qeretruds
With woman hale endude,
With virtue well renude,

Partly by your counsell
Garnysahed with Iaurell,
‘Was my fresahe coronell.
‘Wherfore dontlen
Ye gyue me cause
To write of you this goodly clause
Maistres Gerefrude
With woman hede eududs
"With vertue well renude,

. TO MAINTEER JSABRLL ENYGHT.

Bot if 1 shulde aquite your hyndoes
Els say ye myght
That in me were great blyndnen
1 for 10 be so myndies
And coulde nat write
Of Tsabell Knyght .

1t ic nat my custome nor My gy
To leaue behynde
Her, that is both womanly and wyse
And specially whiche glad was to deuyse
The meanea to fynde
To please my mynde.

In belpynge to warke my laarel greae,
With sylke and golde
Galathes tiw mayde wel be seme.
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' Was never halfe so fayre as I wene

Which waa extolde, o thousand folde
By Maro the Mantaan prudeut

Who lyet to rede, v

But and | had leyser compelent

I coude shewe you suche & president

In very dede, howe ye excade.

OCCUPACION TN SEELTON.

WITHDRAWE your hand, the tyme passeth Fasle
St on your hieed this lanrel} which s wrounght
Here you nat Eolus. for you bloweth a baste
I darc well saye, that ye amd | be sought.

Make no delay, for now ye muat be brought
Eefore my ladys grace, the quene of Fame,
Where ye musyt brefely answere to yonr name.

SKELTON POETA.

CASTYNG my ayght the chembre about
Te s howe doly, eche thyng in ordre was
Towarde the dore a5 we were commyng out
1 sawe maister Newton syt with ki compas
His plummet, his pensell, bis spectacles of gins
Deuysynge in picture by his industrious wit
Of my laureli the proces cuery whitte.

Forth with vpon thiz as it were jb a thooght
Gower, Chawceer, Lydgate these thre
Before remembred, me courteisely brought
Into that place, where g5 they lefle me
Where zli the sayd poetes sal in their degre
But whan they saw my laurell richely wrought
Al other besyde were countrefet they thought

In comparison of that whiche I ware
Seme preysed the perle, some the stones bryght
Well was hym that thervpon might stare
OF this warke they had so great delyght
The sylke, the golde, the flowres fresh to sight,
They sayd my laurell was the goodiyest
That ever they saw, end wrought it was the best,

In her estote there sate the uoble quene
Of Pame, perceyuyng howe that T was cum
She wondred me thought at my laareil grene
She loked hautely, and gane on me a glum
There was amonge them no word than but mum
For eche man herkened what she wolde to me my
Wherof in substaunce I brought this awaye.

THE QUENE OF FAME TO SKAELTOR.

MY frende sith ye are before vs here present,
To answere vnto this noble zudience
Of that shalbe reasoned ye must be content
And for as moche as by the hye pretence
That ye hane nowe by the preepinence
Gf laureat trinmphe, your place is here reserued
‘We will’ vnderstande howe ye haue it deserued,

SEELTOK POETA TO THE QUENE OF FAME.
RYGHT high and mighty princes of nstate
In famous glory all other transcendyng
Of your bounte the customable cate
Hath ben ful uftess, and yet is attendyug
To all that to reason is condiscendyng
But if hasty credence by maintenaunce of myght
Fortune o stande betwene you and the Iyght,
But suche euidence [ thynke for wo enduce,
And 5o Inrgely to lay for myne indempeyte
That [ trust 10 make mine excuse

et

SKELTON'S POEMS.

Of what charge soeuer ye luy againat me 1
For of my bokes, parte ye shal se .
Whick in your recordes { koow wel be enmlde ;
And so oecupacion your regester me lolde, '

Porthwith she commanded 1 ehuld take my place
Caliope pointed e where I shouide sit
With that, Occupacion preased in a pace
Be mirry she sayd, be nat a ferde = whit
Your discherge berevnder myn arme is it
S0 than commaunded she was ¥pon this
Toshewe her boke: and she sayd here it ix.

THE QUENE (!P FAME TO OCCUPACION.

Your boke of remernbrance we wil vow {hat ye
If any recordes in pombre can be found {rede
What Skelton heth eompiled and written in dede
Rehersynge by ordre, and what is the grounde
Let e nowe for hym, howe ye can expounde
For in our coutt ye wote wel his name can nat rice
But if he write oftenner than ones or twyse.

BKELTOX POETA.

WiTH that of the boke losende were the claspes
The margent was illumined al with golden railes’
And bice enpictured, with grassoppes and n-aspes
With butterfiies, and freshe pecacke tailes.
Eafored with fiowres and siymy snayles,

Enuined pictures well tonched and quickely {sikly
It would huwe made a man hole that had be right

To beholde, howe it was gamisbhed and boond,
Encouerde oner with golde of tissue fine
The claspes and bullicns were worth w. M. pounde
With balassis and carbuncies the borders dyl
With aurum musicum euery.other lyne  [shyae
Was writen: and 10 sbe dyd her spede
Oceupacion immediately to rede.

Occupacion readeth and expoundeth some part of
Skeltona bokes and hatades with dities of plea-
pure: in ssmoche as it were Lo longe a proces
to reherce by name, that be hath compiled. &ec.

Or youor oratour and poete laureats
Of Englnode, his warkes here they begyne
In primis the boke of Honorouse astate
Item the boke howe men shoulde fle synue
temn royall demenaunce, worshyp to wyane
Item the boke W speke well or be styll.
Item to lerne you, to dye whan ye will.

Of vertue also, the souerayne enterlude
The boke of the rosiar, prince Arthuris ereacion
The false faith that now goth whick deily is renade
Item his dislogues of ymaginacion
ftem Antomedon of loues meditacion
ltem newe grammar in Englishe compilled
itemn Bouge of conrte, where drede was begyiled

His comedy, Achademios cailed by pame
Of Tullis farniliars the transiacion
Hem guad aduisement that hraineles doth bame
The recule against Gaguine of the French nacion
Item the Popingay that hath in commendacion
Ladies and geuntiiwomen suche as desenied
And suche ax be countrefeties they be reserucd,

And of souemintie o noble pamphelet,
Ard of magnificence a notable mater
Howe countrefet countenaunce of the new get
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* With crafty conueyaunce doth smater and flater

And cloked colinsicn is brought in to clater

With courtly sbasion who printeth it wel in minde

Moch doubiemes of the world therin be may
finde

Of manerly maistres Margery mylke and ale

To her he wrote many maters of myrth

Yet thoughe 1 saye it, therby lieth a tale

For Margery wynsed and brake hetr hynder gyrth

Lorde howe she made moche of her gentill byrth

With gingeriy go gingerly her teile was made of
ha

Ga sbe n‘;uer 10 giogerly her bonestie is gone
awnye. *

Harde to make ouglit of that is naked nought
This fustian meitres end this giggisabe gase
Wonder i9 to write what wrenches she wrought
To face out ber foly with 2 mydsowmer oiase
With pitche sbe patched her pitcher should nat

crase
1t may well ryme but shrewdly it doth accorde
To pyke oat honestie of suche a potshorde,

Potet per versus.
Hine puer hin¢ natus? uir coniugis hine spo-
Hatas
lure thori? est? fetus deli. de sanguine cretus,
Hinc magis extollo, quod erit puer siter Apollo.
Si queris quolis? meretrix castissitma talis.
Et refis et ralis, ¢t reliqualis,

"a good heryoge of these olde talis
Fynde no mo such from Wanfete 1o Wals.

Et reliqua. Omelia dc divemis tractatibus,

OF my ladys grace at the contemplacion
Out of Frenche into Englisshe prose
Of maunes lyfe the peregrinacion
He dyd translate, interprete, and disclose
The treatise of trivinphes of the redde rose:
Wheriu mapy stories are brcfely contayned
That voremembred longe tyme remeyned,

The duke of Yorkes creauncer whan Skelton was
Nowe Henry the viil. kynge of Enalande
A treatise he deuysad, and brought it to pas

Called Speculum Priucipis, to bere in bis hande

Thetin ta rede, end to vonderstande
All the demencur of princely astate
To be our kynge of God preordinate.

Alsa the tunuyng of Elinor Rumtnyng
With Colin Clout, Joho Ywue, with Joforth
Jacke
To make siche trifels it asketh seme ecunnyng
in hooest myrth parde requireth no lacke
The white appereth the belter for the blacke
" And ofter conueynunce as the warlde gose
It is Do foly to vee the Walshmannes hose.

The vmbles of venison, the botels of wyne
To kire maistres Anne, that sheid haue be sent
He wrote therof many a praty lyce
Where it becsme, and whither it went
And bowe that it was wantonly spent.

The balade alzo of the mustande tarte
Suche problemes to paint it longeth to his arte.

Of one Adem zl! a koeaae late dead and gone
Dormiat in pace Jike & dormous
He wrote an epitaph for his graue stone
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With wondes devoit and sentence Egerdowa

For he was euvr sgaynst Goddes house

All his delite was to branie and to barke

Aguyne holy churche, the prest, and the clarke.

Of Philip Sparowe the Jamentable fate
The dolefuil desteny, and the curefull chaunce
Deuised by Skelton sfter the fuuernll mte
Yet some there be there with that take greuauncs
And grugge therat with frowning countepsunce
But what ufthat? harde it is to plesse ail men
Whe Iyst amende it, let hywa set to bis penns.

For the gyse now adayes,
Of some iangelynge da iayes
Is to discommende
That they can nat amende
Thoughe they wolde spende
All the wittes they haue
What ayle them to depraue
Philippe Sparowes graue
His dirige, her commendacion
Can be no derogation
But myrthe and consolacion
Mede by protestaciuon
No man lo myseontent
With Philippia entercmoent
Alas that goodly mayde
Why should she be afrayde?
W hy shoulde she take shame,
That her goud|ly name
Honorably reported,
Should be set and sorted
To be matriculate, with ladies of astate?
I conjure the Philip Sparows
By Hercules that hell dyd harowe
And with & venemous arows
Slewe of the Epidaures
One of the Centaures
Or Onocentouma, ar Hippocentaurus
By whose myght and mayne :
AR hart wvas slayoe, with hornes twayne
Of glitteryng golde, and the apples of golde
Of Hesperides with holde :
And with & dragon kepte
That neuzer more slepte
By marcialt strength, he wan st length,
And slewe Gerione, with thre bodyes in one
With mighty corage, adaunted the rage

1 Of & lyon sauage.

Of Diomedis stabylf, he brought out a rabill
Of coursers and rounses
With leapes und bounses
And with myghty luggynge
Wrastelynge and tuggynga
He plucked the bull, by the horned scul
And atfred to Cornucopia,
And so forthe per cetera
Alsc by Hecates bowre
In Plutos gastly towre.
By the vgly Eumenides,
That neuer haue rest nor casa
By the vencmous serpent,
That in hell is neger brent.
In Lerna the Grekes fen
That wes engendred then
By Chernerns flomes,
And alt the deedly cames, -
Of infernall posty
Where soules frye and rosty.
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By the slygial flode, cnd 1he stremes wode
Of Cocytus botumlesse well,
By the feryman of hell
Caron with his berde hore
That roweth with a rode ore,
And with his frognsed fore toppe
Gydeth his bote with a proppe.
{ coniure Philippe and cali
In the neme of kynge Snul.
Primo mgum expres, he bad the Philone
To wytche crafte her to dyes,
And by berwbusions,
Aud dunnable illugioons,
Of merveylous conclusions,
And by ber supersticions,
And andcrf::It condicions,
She raysed vp in that stede
Samue], that-was deda,
But wheder it were s¢, he were idem inmumero.
The selfe same Samuel,
Howe be it to Soul he dyd tefl
The Philistinis ahowld hym askrye
And the nexte daye be showld dye,
wyli my seife discharge
To fettred men at Jarge.
But Philip | coniure the
Nowe by these names thre
Dians in the woddes grene,
Luna that so bryght doth shene,
Proserping in heil, that thou shortly te)l
And ghewe nowe vnto me,
What the cause may be, of this perplexite,
Ioferias Philippr: tuas Scroupe pulchra loanns
Instanter peciit, cut nostri cerminis illam
Nunc pudet est serc, minor est infamis vero
Then euche at haue disdayned,
And of this worke complayned,
I praye God they be pained
No worse than Is contayned
In verses two or thre,
"That folewe as yv maye se,
Luride cur jinor volucris pin fevera damnes
Talis te mpiant, rapiunt qua fata rolocrem,
Est tamen intidia mors tibi continus.

The grounting and the groining of the groning
Alswo the mournyng of the mapely rote  [swyne
Howe the grene conerlet suffred grewt pype.
Whan the fiic net was set for to catehe a cote
Strake one with a byndbolt to the heart rote
Alsc a deuoute preyer to Moyses hotnes
Metrified merily, medled with scomes.

Of pajantes that were played i joyous garde
He wrate of & mows thronrh & mod wall
Huwe a doe com trippyay in at the rere warde
But lorde howd the parker was wroth with atl
And of castel] Angell the fenestrall
Glittryag and glistryng and glorivasly glased
it made some mennes eyen dasyld and dated.

The repete of the recule of Rosaggundes bowre
Of his pleasant paine there and his gled desires
1o plantyng and pMking a propre ieloffer Aowre
But huwe it wes, some were to recheles
Nat withstandyng it is remedeiez
What myght she say? whot myght he do therto?
Though Jack sayd nay: yct mok therlost her sho.

Howe than lyKe & tnan he wan the Barbican
With a satte of solace at the Jonge [aat
The colour deadly, swarl, bio, and wan

SKELTON'S POEMS, :

OF Exeone her lambe is dede and past
The chelre and the wecke but s shorte cust
o fortunes fauuur ener to endare

No man hyuyng he sayth can be sare,

How deme Minerua first found the oline tre»
she red
Aod planted yet wher
vnshred
Ap hynde vnhurt it by casueite, nat bled
Recouerd whan the [orster was gone, and sped
The hartes of the herd began fur to grope, and fled
The houndis began to yerne end to quest: amd

peusr before was pone,

- dred .
With lyteel] busines standeth mocke rest. in bed.

His epitomin of the mylier and his ioly onke
How her ble wxs hryabt as blossom on the sprey
A wanton wenche and wetl conkde bake & cake
The rnyliar was loth to be out of the way
But yet for all that be a0 be may
Whether he rode to Swasshamm or to Some
The myltsr dorst nat leaue his wyle st bome

With wofully areyd and shamefully betrayds
Of his meking devoute medytacions
Vexilla regis he deuysed to be denplayde, .
With Sacris solempnus, and other cuntemplacions
That in them conprised consideracions
‘Thus passeth he the time both night and day
Bomtitae with sadaes, somtime with play

Though Galene and Dioscorides
With Hipocrates, and mayster Auicen
By theyr phisike dune many & man ense
And thoagh Albgmasar can the eaforme and ken
What constellacions ar good or bed fur men:
Yet whan the ruine raineth and the gore winketh
Litell wotteth the gosling what the gose thinketh

He is net wise agayne the streame that strioeth
Dun ia jp the mire, dame reche me my spor
Nedes must he ren that the denill dryueth
Wheu tie stedd is stolen sparre the stable dur
A pgentyll hounde shoulde neuer playe the kur
It i1 soune aspyed where the thorne pricketh
And well woteth the cat whose berde she licketh

With Martone clarione ol Iucerne
Grende inir, of this Frenche prouverbe olde ™
How men were wont for 1o disceroe
By candeimas daye, mhat wether shoulde holde
But Marione clarione was ceught with » colde
And ali ouereast with cloudss vrdtinde
This goodly fiowre with stormes was vatwinde

This icioffer genti], this rose, this [ylly Sowre,
This prime rose peteles, this propre violet,
This delicate dasy, this straubery prately set,
This columbyne chere and fresshest of coloars
With frowarde frostis alas was all 1o fret
But who msy bawe more yngracious [ife
Than a childes byrde and o knaues wife?

Thinke what ye wil)
Of this wanton byll,
By Mary Gipcie
Ruod scripai seripsi
Yxor tun sient Vitis
Habetis in custodism
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Cortodite sicut scitis.
) Secundum Lucam. &c.

Of the bone homs of Asshrige beside Brrcanstede
That goodly place to Skelton most kynde,
Where the sange royzl! 13, Christis blode 30 rede
Wherrpon he metrified after his mynde. [finde
A plesanter piace than Assbrige is, hard were to
As Skeltoo reherseth with wordes fewe and playne
In bis distichon, made on verses twayne.

Fraximus in clizo frondetque Viret sine rivo.

Non est sub dino similis sine fumini uiuo,

‘The pacion of foles he lefte nat behinde,
Item Apollo that whirled op his chare,
That made some 2o shurre and spufe in the winde
It made them to skip, ta atampe, ond to stare,
Which (if they be happy) haue cause to beware
In rymyngs and raylynge with him for to meil
Fordrede that he Terce them theyr. A.B.C. to spell.

FOETA SEELTON.

Wrri that [ stode vp, balfe sodaynly afrayie
Supplieng to Fame, [ besought her grace
And thet it walde please her full tenderly I prayd
Out of her 'bookes Appolio to rase,
Nay wyr che sayd, what 50 in this place
Of cur noble courte is ones spoken out
1t muste nedes sfter ren atl the worlde aboute.

Ood wole these wonles made me fuli sad
And whan that I sawe it wolde no better be
But that my peticion wolde nat be had,
What shoulde 1 do, but take it in gre?

For by Jupiter and his high matestye,
I dyd what i coulde to scarpe vut the scrolies
Apollo to rass vut of her ragman rolles.

Nowse here of it erketh me lenger to wryte,
To Ocenpacion, Ewyll agayne resort
Whiche redde on styll, as it came to her syght
Bendrynge my deuives I made in disporte
Ofthe mayden of Jent called comforte
Of loners testamentes and of thegr wanton willis
Amd howe Tollay lousd goodly Philtir,

Diodorus Siculos of my, transiation
Out of frasthe Lative into our Engiysabe playne,
Recountyng commodites of many a strange pacion
Who redeth it ones wolde rede it agayne
Six rolumes engrosed Logether §t doth contayne.
But whan of the laurel! she made rehersail
Al orators and poetes with other great and smal

A thousande thousands I trowe to my dome
Trompha trivmpbs they cried all about  [Rome
Of trumpettes end clarione the noyee went to
The sterry heven me thought shoke with the shout
The ground grored and trembled that noyse was

) stout [hooke
The quene of Fame commaunded, shet fast the
Acd therwith soduynely out of my slepe I woke

My minde of the great din was somdele amasod
1 wyped myn eyen for to make them clere
Than to the hedven sphericall upwerde I gased
Where I sawe Jazus with his double chere
Makynge his eimamk for the newe yere
He turned his tivickes his volurl] rau fast
Good lncke this newe yere the olde yere is past.
Menr £ibi it consulta petis? sic console ment,
Emuls sis Isgi, retro speculstar & sote.
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Skeltonis alloqaitur librum sunm,

Ite Britannorum lux o radiose Dritaonum
Carmina nostra pium Vestrum celebrate Catullum
Dicite Skeltonis Véster Adonis ernt.

Dicite Skeltonis Vester Homerus erat.

Rarbara cum tacio pariter iom currite Versa

Et licet eat Verbo pars mayima texts Britanno,
Non magis incompta nagtra Thalia patet:

Est magic incnita nec mea Calivpe.

Nec yus paenitent Huoris tels subire.

Nue nut peenitest robiem tolerare canitam,
Nam Maro dissimiles non tulit ille minas,
Immuuis nee enim musa Nesonis erat,

LENUOY.

Go little quaire -
Detneane you faire !
Teke no dispaire
Though I you wrate
After this rate
In Englishe letter
So muche the better
Weicome shall ye
To some men be
For Latin warkes
Be good for clarkes
Yet nowe and then
Some Latin men
May happely loke
Vpon yoar boke
And o procede
In you to rede
That o in dede
Your fame may sprede
Iz lengthe and brede
But that I drede
You shall baue nede
You for to spede

" To harnes bryght
By farce of might

. Agaynst enuy
And ohloquy
And wole ye why
Nat for to fyght
Agaynm dispyght
Nor to demyme
Batayle agayne
Scornfl] disdayne
Nor far to chyde
Nor for 10 hyde
You cowardly
Bat cogrteisly
‘That ! haue pende
Fuor to defende
Vnder the banner |
Of all good maner
Vnder protection -
Of sad corvection
With toleracion
Angd supportacion
Of reformacicn
If they cam spye
Circumspectly
And worde defaced
That myght be rased
Elx ye shall praye
Them that ye may
Continue styli
With theyr good wyil, .
Ad pereniswimam Masiestatem Regiam, pariter




250

eum Dommao Canlinal: Legalo a latere honorie
ficatiguimo &e,

LAUTEE ENTUOT.

PERGE liber, celebretn pronus regem venerare
Henricum actaium, resohans sus premis landis.
Cardineum dominum pariter venerando salutes,
Legatum a latere & fiat memor ipse precare,
Prebende, quam promiset mibi eredere quondam.
Meque situm veferas pignus sperare salutis
Inter spemque metum.

Twene hope and drede
"My lyfg I lede

But of my epede

How be it I rede

Smell sekernes.

Both worde and dede In noblenex,
Shouid be agrede
Or el ke

1

THE PROLOGUE TO THE BOUGE OF
: COURTE,

In Avtumpne whan the sobne in vyrgyna

Dy redyaute hete enryped hath our coine
Whaen Luna full of mulabylyte

A3 emperes the dyademe hath worze

OF gur pole artyke, smylynge halfe in scorne
At our foly, and our vnstedfzstnesse

The tyme whan Mars to warre hym dyd dres,

I cullynge to mynde the greate auctoryte
Of poetes plde, whiche full craftely
Vnder as couerle terroes as coulde be
Can touche a trouth, and cloke subtylly
With fresshe vitcraunce fult senteneyously
Dyucrse in style some spared not vyce to wryte
Some of mortalitie nobiy dyd endyte .

Wherby I rede, theyr renpome and theyr fame
Maye neuer dye, but ¢uermore endure
I wan gore moued to & forse the tame
But igboreunce full soone dyde me dyscare
And shewed that in this are [ was not sure
For to iilumine she sayd I was Lo dulle
Aduysynge me my penne awaye to puile

And not to wryte, for he so wyll atteyoe
Excedyng ferther tban his connynge Js
His heed maye Lie harde, but feble is brayme
_Yet Laue | knowen suche er this
But of reproche surcly he maye not mys
That ciymmeth hyer than he may fotinge haoe
What and ke slyde downe, who shail hym saue?

Thus vp nd downe my mynde was drawen and
That 1 ne wyste what ta do was beste [caat
So sore enwered that [ waz ot the laste
Enforsed 1o slepe, and for 10 take some reste
And to Iye downe as socne as [ my dreste
At Herwyche porte slumbrynge as I laye
In myne hostes house called Powers keye

Me thought I sawe, a shyppe goodly of sayle
Come saylyng forth into fhat hanen brond
Her takelyng ryche and of hye apparayie
She kast b anker and there she laye &t rode
Marchauntes her borded 1o s= what she had
Therein they founde royall merchaundyse
Fraghted with pleasure of what ye could deuise

SKELTON'S POEMS,

But than I thought I wolde not dwell bebynde
Amange ail otlter I put my eeife in prece
Than there conld I none aguentaunce fyode
There was moche noyse anote one cryed cese
Sharpely commoundynge eche man holde his pece
Maysters he mayd, the ghyp that ye rere se -
The Bowge of courle it hyghte for certeymte.

The owner thereof is lady of eetate
Whoos name to tell is dame csaunce pere
Her marchaundyse is ryche snd fortonate
But who will haue it muste paye therfore dere
Thi# roysil chaffre that is shypped here
Is called fauoure to stonde in her guod grace
Tban abould ye se there pressynge in w pace.

Of one and other thet wolde this lady se
Which #at behynde & tranes of sylke fyne
Of golde of tessew the fyneat that myght be
Inn & trone whiche ferre clere dyd shyne
Than Phebus in his spere celestyne
Whoos beautie honoure goodiy porte
I baue to lytcll connynge to reporte

But of eche thynge there as [ toke hede
Amonge sl other was wryten in her trone
In golde leters this worde whiche I dyd rede
Gerde ie fortune que est mauelz et bane
And as T stode redyng this verse my selfe afont
Her chyef geotylwoman daunger by ber name
Goue me a-taunte and sayd [ was to blame.

To be 50 perie 1o prese so proudely uppe
She sayd she trowed thot T had eaten canme
She asked yf cuer I dranke of sauces cuppe
And I than softely znywered to that clause
That 20 to saye, 1 bad gynen her no cause
Than asked she me Syt 50 God the spede
What is thy neme? end [ sayd it was Drede.

‘What moued the quod she hydder to come
Forsoth quod I to bye some of your ware
And with that worde on me she guue & glome
With browes bente and gas on me to stare
Full daynously and fro me she dyd fare
Leuynge me stondynge a3 a mased man
To whome there catce an other geutilwoman.

Degsire her name was and 10 she me tolde
Sayenge to me brother be of good chere
Abasshe you oot but hardely be balde .
Auaupce your selfe to aproche and come nere
What though our chafler he never sa dere
Yet [ aayse you to speie for ony drede
Who spareth to epeke, in falth he spareth to aped

Maistres quod I, T hatic none squentavoce
That wyli for me be medyatoure and mene
But this another I haue but smale substrunce
Perce quod Desyre ye speke not worth a bene
¥f ye haue not in fapth [ will you lene
A precious jewell no rycher in thh londe
Bone aventure have bere nowe hn your hoods,

Shyfle now therwith let se as ye can
[n Bowge of courte cheuysaunce to make
For [ dare puye that thers nys ertbly man
But and he cun bone auenture taks
There can no favoure nor frendshyp hin forsaka
Bone suenture ey bryuge you i suche case
That ye shall stonde in feuoure sod in grace,
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THE BOUGE OF COURTE.

Rut of one thynge I warne you er [ geo
She that styreth the shyp make her your frende
Maystres quod I, I praye you tel me why s
And how | may that waye and meanes fynde
¥orsoth quod she how euer blowe the wynde
Fortune gydeth and ruleth ail our shyppe
Whom she hateth shall ouer the shyp borde skyp.

Whome she laugeth of all pleasure ia riche
Whylen she langheth and bath juste for to playe
Whome she baleth: she casteth it the dyche
For whan she froupeth she thinketh to make a fray
Sbe cherysshed hyin and hym she chasseth away -
Alas quod I how myght 1 heue lier sure
In fayth quod she by bone auenture,

Thue in » row of marchauntes a grete route

© Sued to fortune that abe wolde be theyr fryade

They thronge ic faste and flocked her sboute
And 1 with them prayed her to haue in mynde
She promyscd to vs ail she wolde be kynde

Of Bowge of court she asketh what we wold haue
And we mxked faunoure, and favoure she v gane,

Thus endeth the Prologue

DREDE-

THE sa¥le s vp fortune ruleth our helme
We wante po wynde to passe now ouer sll
Faucare we haue toygher then any elme
That will akide and neuer frome vo fall
But voder harie ofletime lieth bytter gall
Far as me thoughte in our shippe [ did s
Fuil sbtell persones in nombre foure and thre

The ficst was Faucll full of faterie
With fuhies false that weil coude fayne a tale
The seconde was Suspecte whiche that dayly
Mywdempte eche man with fece deediy and pale
And Haruy Haster that well coulde picke m male
With other foure of theyt aflynyte
Dyaiayne, Ryotte, Dyssymuler, Subtylte.

Fortune theyr frende with whom oft she dyd
daynce
They conde net fayle they thought they were so

are
And oftentimes | wold myseife auaunce
Whth them to make solace and pleasurc
But my dysporte they coulde not well endure
They mid they hated for to dicle with Drede
Tima Fauell gen with fayre speche me lofede.

FAURLL.

Norrinak erthly that I wonder go sore
A1 of sur conninge that ix so excelfent
Deyote to haue with vs suche one in store
3o vertuousty that hath his dayes spente
Portune to you gyMiés of zrace hathe lente
Lo what it is 2 man to haue conuinge
All arthly tresoure it is surmountings

Ye be an apte man as ony can be found
To dweli with vs and seroe m¥ ladyes grace
Ye be to her yea worth a thausande poupde
[ herde ber speke of you within shorte space
When there were dyuerse that sore did you manace
And thoogh I aaye it, 1 was mysclfe your frend
For here be dynerse to you that be vokinde
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Hat this one thinge ye @ay be sure of me
For by that Lorde that bought dere il mankinde
1 cannot Satter | must be playne to the
And ye nede ought man shew to me your minde
For ye haue me whome faythfull ye shall finde
Whyles I baue ought by God you shalte not lacks
Ard if nede be, 2 bolde worde | dare cracke

Nuyg neve be sure whiles 1 am on your syde
Ye may not fall truste me ye moye ot fayle
Ye stamde in fanoure and fortune is yoor gyde
And ra she wyll so shall our greate shyppe wyle
These lewd cok witts shall mevermure preuaije
Againgte you hanlely therfore be nat afrayde
Fare wel) til} scone but no worde that J sayde,

DREDE.

THAN thonked I him for his great gentyloes
But as me thought he ware on him a cioke
That Iyned was with doubtfull doublenes
Me thoughte of wordes that I had full o poke
His stomake stuflid oftetymes dyde rehoke
Suspycyan me thoughte mett hym st & bragde
And [ drewe peve to herke, what they two sayde

In fayth quod Suspecte, wpake Drede po worde
of me

Why what than wylte thou letle men to speke
He sayth he ‘cannct well accorde with the
Twysshem quod Suapecte goo playe him [ ne reke
By Chryst quod Paucll Direde is soleyne freke
What lete s holde hym vp man for & whyle
Ye 80 quod Suspecte, he maye ve bothe begyle

And whan he came walkinge soherly
With whom, and, ba, and with a croked foke
Me thoughte his heed was full of gelousy
His even rollynge bis bondes fast they quoke
Aud to me warde the strayghte way he toke
God sped brother to me quod he than
And thus to talk with me be begun,

SUSPICION,

Y& remembre the gentyiman ryght now [pake
That commaund with you me tbought & party
Beware of bym for 1 make God auowa .
He wyll hegyie you end speke fayre to your face
Ye neuct dweite in suche an other place
For bere is nane that dere well other truste
But I wolde tell you & thinge and | durste

Speke he s fayth no wonde to you of me
I wour aad he dyde ye wolde me telt -~
1 haue o fauonre to you wherof it be
That | muste ahewe you muche of my counse]le
But I wonder what the deuyll of hell
He eayd of me whan he with you dyd wlke
By myne aduyse vse pot with him to walke

The soncraynst thinge that any wan may bave
Is Titill to saye, and much w here and s¢
For but 1 trusted you s God me saue
I wolde nothing so piuyne he
To you onely me thyuke | durste shryge me
For nowe am | plenarely dysposed
To shewe you thyngs that may oot be disclosed.

DRELE
TEAX I assured hym my fydelyte

| Hiz counseyle necete nouer to dyscure

¥f be could fynde ir herte to trujte me
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Els I prayed hym with all my besy core

To kepa it hymeelfe fur than he myght be sure
That no men erthly could hym bewreye
Whyles of hiz mynd it were lockte with.the keye

By God quod he this and thus it is .
And of bis mynde he shewed me al and some
Farre well quod he we will talke more of this
50 he departed there be wolde be come
I dare not speke I promised te be dome
Bat s [ stode musinge in my minde :
Haruy Haster came lepinge light s linde,

Vpen bis breste he bare n versinge boxe
His throte was clere and lustely coulde fayne
Me thought his gowne was all furred with foxe
And euer he sange, sithe I-em nothinge plaine
‘T'o kepe him from pikinge it was a grete paine
He gased on mie with his gotishe berde
‘Whan I Joked on him me purse was balf aferde,

HERUY HasTEA.

Stz God you save why loke ye 30 sadde
What thinge is that I maie do for you
A wonder thips'e that ye waxe not madde
For and 1 studie sholde, a5 ye do nowe
My witte wolde waste I make God aucwe
Tell me your minde me thinke ye make a verne
1 could it skan and ye wolde reherse

But to the pointe shortelie to procede
‘Wher hathe yoor dwelling ben er ye came here
Fores I tsowe I haue mne you in dede
Er thiv whas that ye made me roiall chere
Holde vp the helme loke vp gnd lete God atere
I wolde be merie what wind that ener blowe
Hege and how rombelow row the bote Norman

rowe.

Princes of youghte ¢an ye singe by rote
Or shell I saile with you a feloship assaie
PFor on the booke I canoot singe a note
Woide to Qod it wolde please you some days
A ballade booke before me for to Inye
And lerne me o ginge {ke mi fa 301}

And when I faile boblbe me en the ol

Loo what is to you a pleasure great
To bace Lt conioge and waies that ye hane
By Goddes scule [ wonder howe ye gete -
Soo great pleasore or who 10 yon it gaue
Sir pardone me f am an homelie knave
To be with you thus perte apd thus bolde
But ye be welcome t our housshalde

And T dare mie there is no men here inne
But wolde be glade of your companie
1 wiste peucr man that so soone cvude winne
The faucure that ye kave with my Indy
I prayc to God that it maie never dy
It ig your fortune for to haue that grace
Ap 1 be stued it in a wonder case

For as for me | serued here many a dale
And yet vnneth T can haue my jyuynge
But I requyre you no worde that 1 saye
Forand I knowe ony erthly thynge
That is agayne you ye shail haue wetynge
And ye be welcome syr so God e save
I hope bereafter a frende of you to have.

SKELTON'S POEMS,

DREDE. F

WiTH that as he departed 10 fro me
Anone there mette with hym 85 me thoughts
A man, but wonderly besene was be
He loked hawtie he sette eche man st noaghte
His gawdy garment with scornes was all wronght
With indygnacion iyned way Lis hode
He frowned as he woide swere by cocices blode.

He hote the Iyppe be loked passynge coye
His face was belymmed &8 byes had hym mounge
It was no tyme with by to jape nor toye
Bouye bath wasted his lyocr and his lonnge
Hatred by the herte wo had hym wrounge
That he {oked puale wes nsshes (o my syghte
Dysdeyne I wene his comerous crabes hyghte

To Heruy Hastar than he apake of me
And Tdrewe nere to harke what they twomyde |
Now quod Dysdayne a= [ shall spued be ‘ )
1 baue grete scorne wnd am reght euyl! spayed
Than quod Heruy why arte thou 30 dysmayde
By Cbryst quod he for it is shame lo saye
To e Joban Dawes that came but yestcrduye

How he is now taket in concéyte * l
‘This doctour dewcocke Drede 1 wene he hyght
By Goddes bonea but yf we haue some sleyte
1t is lyke he wyll stande in your lyghte .
By Ged quod Heruy and it so bappen myghte l
Lete v3 therfore shovtly &t a worde
Fyude some mene to caste hym ouer the borde

By him that me bought than quod Dysdayne
1 wonder gore he j5 in suche conveite
Turde quod Haster J wyll the nothynge sayne
There wmust for him be lsyde some prety beyte
We tweyny 1 trowe be not without dysceyte
FPyrste pycke n quarell and fall cut with him thea
And wo outface hym with a cande of ten,

Forthwith he made on m2 a proude wmmwte
With scortfuli loke mevyd all in moode
He wente about to take me in a fawte
He frounde he stared be stammpped where he stonde
1 loked on bym I wende he hed be woode
He set the syme proudly voder the gyde
And in this wise he gan with me to chyde.

DYSDAYNRE

REMEMBREST thou what thou sapd ypester
Wiit thon abide by the wordes aguice  [oyghte
By God I hane of the now grete dispito
I shall the angre ones in euery vaine
It i grete acorpe to e suche an haine
As thou arte ooe that came but yesterdaie
With v olde servauntes suche maisters to plaje

I tell the I em of eountensunce
What wenest [ were, T trowe pou know not me,
By Goddes woundes but for displesgunce
OF my gquerell soone wolde 1 venged be
Bat po force I shall ones mete with the
Come whan it will oppose the I shall
What saun euer saenture thereof fall

Trowest thou dreuill [ sasie thou gawdie knaoe
Tbat I haue deinte to se the cherimsbed thus
By Goddis side my sworde thy berde shall uhaus
Weil ones thou shalte be chermed I wus
Naie strawe for tales thou sheit not rule vy
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‘We be thy betters and s0 thon shalte vs take

1

Or we ahall the out of thy clothes shake.

DREDE.

WiTH that came Ryolte mabing sl at ones
A rustie galande to ragged and o rente
And on the borde he whirled 2 paire of bonea
uarter treye dews he clatiered as he woot
Noue haue ot ‘ell by saint Thomas of Kente
And eger be threwe and kyst I wote pere what
Hiy hery was growen thorowe out his hat

Thben I behylde how he dysgysed was
Hie beed was heuy for watchinge ouer night
Hit eyeu blered his face shooe like a gins
His powne 80 shorte that it oe couer myght
His rumpe he wente ao all for somer light
His bose was garded with a 1yste of greze
Yet s the knee they were hroken I wene

His cote was checkerd with patches rede and
Of kyrkeby kendall was kis shorte dermye [blewe
Ard ay he sauge ic fayth decon thou crewe
His elbowe bare be ware his gere so uye
His sose droppiage, his lippes were full drye
And by his agde bis whynerde and his pouche
The destyll myght dance therin for any crouche

Connter ke conde {O lux} upon a potle
And eestriche fedder of a capons tayle
He set vp frasshely vpen his hat alofte
What revell route quod he and gan to rayis
How ofte be hit Ienel on the tayle
Of felyce fetewse and Ivtell prety cate
Howe ofte he knockad ot ber klycket gate

What should [ telt more of his ryhandrye
I was xshamed so to bere hym prate '
He bad no pleasure but in barlotrye
Ay good he in the deuyiles date
What art thou | sawe the nowe but late
Forsoth quod I in this courte I dwel nowe
Welcome quod Ryote 1 make God auowe.

RYOT.

ARD syr ic fayth why comste not ve amonge
To malke the mery as other felowes done
Thoo must s®are snd stare e aldaye longe
And wake all nyght and elepe tyl] it be none
Thou mayste not studye or mose on the mone
Tbis worlde is nothing hut ete drynke and slepe
Ard thos with va good eompany to kepe

Plocke vp thyne herte vpon & mery pinne
And tet ve Isugh a plucke or twayne at pale
What the deuyll man myrth is here within
What lo man se bere of dyce & bale
A brydelynge caste for that is in thy male
Nowe baue at a1l thut [yeth vpon the burde
Fye om this dyce they be not worth a turde

Haue at the hasarde or at the dosen browne
Or ¢la I pas u penny to & pounde,
Now wolde Lo Qod thou weld leye money dowsn
Lorde how thet I wolde caste it full rounde
Ay in my pouche a huekel [ haue founde
The grmes of Calyce T haue 5o cO¥he nor crosse
Lam oot happye 1 renne ay on the losse

New rence muste | to the stewes syde
To wete yf malkyn my lenman baue gete ought
Tlete her 1o byre that men may cn ber ryde

253

Her armes easy feree and vere is squghte

By Goddis sydes syns I her thyder broughte
She hath gots me more money with ber tayle
‘Then hath some shyppe thet ioto bordews sayle

Had I as good an hors s ahe is & mare
1 durste auenture to journey to Fraunce
Who rydeth on her he nedeth not to care
For ghe is trussed for to hreke & launce
It in & curte] that well can wynche sod prauoce
To ber wyll | now all my pocerty lege .
And tyll 1 come 1 haue bere myne hat to plege.

DREDE

GONE is this kuaue this rybande foale and lende
He rapne a4 faste a3 euer that he myghte
Vnthryfynes in him maye well be shewed .
For whome tyborme groneth both daie and nighte
And as [ stode aud caste asyde my syghte
Dasdayne | sawe with Dyssymulacyon
Stondynge in sadde communicacyon

But there was poyntynge and noddysg with the
And mauy wordes sayd in secrote wyse {hede
They wandred sy sad stode styl} in no stede
Me thoughte alweye Dissymuist dyde deuyse
Me passynge sore myne herte than gan aryse
[ dempte and drede their talkynge was not
Anone Dyssimular came where 1 stode

Than iz his bede 1 sawe there faces tveyne
‘That one was leme and 1¥ke a pyned ghost
That otber loked s he wolde me haue slayne
And Lo e warde 4s he gan for to comt

.| Whan that be was cuen at me almoost

I sawe & koyfe hyd in his one deue
Wheron was wryten this wonle mymchefc

And in his other sleue me thought I sawe
A spone of golde, full of hony swete
To fede a fole, and for to preye & dawe
And on that glene these wordee were wrete
A false abatracte cometh frome & fals concrete
His hode was ayde his cope war roset graye
These were the wordes that he to me dyde saye

DYMYMULACYON.

How do ye malster ye loke so soberly
As I be saned at the dredefull deye
it is a perilons vyce this enuy
Alas & connyuge man ne dwelle maye
In 0o place well but foles with fraye
But as for that conninge hath no foo
Saue him that noughte can scriptute saith soe.

I knowe your vertuc and your lytterkivre
By that [ytell conpinge that [ bave
Yt be maligned sore [ you enaure
But ye haue crafte your selfe alwaie to sans
It is grete skome to &¢ a mirproude knaue
With a clerke that conning is to prate

‘| Let them go, lowse them in the deuilles date

For all be it that thie longe not to me
Yet on my backe I bere suche jewde delyny
Right now I speke with ene I trowe I se
But what & strawe | maye not teit all thiog
By God I saie there is grete berie hrenning
Betwene the personne ye wote of Jon
Afas I coulde not dele so with an yew
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1 wold eche mau were us playne ng 1
It is a worlde I saye 10 here of some
1 bate this fayninge fye upon it fye
A man ¢an not wote where to become
1 wis I coulde tell but humlery home
1 dare not speke we be so fayde awaite
Fur all our courte is full of desceita

-Now by saint Frauncys that holy man end frere
1 bhate this wayes agayne you that they take
Where I a3 you I wolde ryde them full nere
And by my troutbe but yf an ende they make
Yet wyll 1 saye some wordes for your sake
That ehall them angre I holde thereon a grote
Por some shall wene be banged by the throte.

T haue a stoppynge oyster in my poke
Trmste me and yfit come to & nede
But [ am lothe for to reyse s smoke
YF ye could he otherwyse agrede
And so I wolde it were 'so God me spede
For this maye brede to a confusycn
Without God make & good, conclusyon,

Nuye 2e where yonder stondeth the teder man
A flaterynge ¥nave and false he i God wote'
The dreuili stondeth to herken and he can
It were more thryfte he bought him a pew cote
Tt will not be, his purse is not on flote
All that he wereth it is borowed ware
Hiy wytte is thynne bis hode i threde bare.

More could 1 saye hut what thin iy ynows
Adewe till spone we shall speke more of this
Ye musie be mled as I shall tell you howe
Amendea may be of that is now a mys
And I s your syr so haue I blys
Te enery poynte thot I can do or maye

-.n! bane

[daye
Gyue me your houde fare well

good

DREDE,

SODAYNLY as he departed me fro
Came premynge in one in n wonder arays
Er | was ware behynde me he sayde bo
Than 1 asionyed of thnt sodeyne fraye
Sterte all at ones [ iked nothyoge his playe
For yf I had not quyckely fledde the ouche
He had plucte ont the nohles of my pouche.

He was trussed in a garmente strayte
1 beue not sene ruche 2n others page
. For he coude welt upon a casket wayte
His body alt ponneed and garded Iyke s cage
Lyghie 1yine fynger he toke none other wage
Harken quod he Jo here myne honde in thyne -
To v welcome thou art by saint 2uyntyne. '

DISCEXTZ.

Brr by that lorde that is one two and thrd
1 baue an errande to ronnde in your era
lie tolde me so by God ye may troat me
Parte remembre whan ye were there
There L wynked on you, wole ye not where
In (A} loco 1 roene xta (B)
Woo is hym that is blynde and maye not se

But to here the subtylte and the crafte
As I shall tell you yf ye will harke agayn
And whan T sawe the horsons wolde you hafte
To holde myns honde by God 1 had greate payne
Fur forthwyth there 1 had bym slayne
But that I drede, mordre wolde come oute
Who deleth with shrewes, hath nede to loke about.

SKELTON'S POEMS.

DREDE

AND us he rounded thus in myne ere |
Of falee coliusion conferyd by amsents
Me thought I 58 lewde felowes here and thers
Came for to slee me of mortall entente
And as-+they eame the shypborde fast I bente
And thoughte to lepe, and even with that woke
Caughte penne and ynke end wrote a2 Lty

boke

1 wolde therewith ng man were myscontente
Besechynge you that shail it se or rede
In suery poynte to be indyfferente
Syth all in substennce of alumbryng dooth pro-
I wyl not saye it i+ matter in dede [ende
Hut yet oflyme, such dremes be fouode trewe
Now constrewe ye, what ia the resydewe,

Thue endeth the Bouge of Courte.

SKELTON LAUREATE, &:.

HOW THE DOUTY DUKB OF ALBARYT LYLE A COW-
ARDKNYUHT, RiN AWAYE AHAMFULLY WITH
AN HUNDRED SHOUSANDE TRATLANDE WINTE
AND FAINT MARTED FRENCHENEN: BENDE
THE WATER OF TWEDE, &c,

Reiovse Fnglande
And vnderstande
‘These udings newe
‘Whiche be ua trewe
Az the gospell :
‘This duke so fell
S0 cowardly

With all his hoost
Of the Scottyshe coost
For all theyr boost
Fledde like a beest,
Wherfore to ieste

Is my delyght

Of this cownrde koygbt
And for to wright

In the dispyght

Of the Scottes ranke
Of Huntley hanke

Of Albany

Of lowdyan. Of Locryan
And the ragged ray
Of Galeway.

Dunbar, Dunde
Y e shall trowe me
False Scottes are ye
Your hactes sore faynted
And so attayuled
Lyke cowardes atarke
At the castell of Warke
By the water of Twede
Ye had euill spede,
Lyke cankerd curren
Ye loete your spurres
For in that fraye
Ye ranne awaye
With hey dogge hay.
For sir William Lyle
Within shorte whyle
That valiaunt konyght -
Putte you to flyght
By bis valysunce
Two thousande of Fraunce
There he putte backe
To your great lacke
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Apd viter shame
Of your Scottysshe pame.
Your chefe cheftayna
Voyde of all Lrayne
Truke of alt Albany.
Than shamefuly
He reculed backe
To his great lacke
Whan he herde tefl
That my lorde Amrell
Was comyng downe
To make hym frowne
And 10 make bym lowre
With the poble powre
Of my lerde Cyrdyuns!.
Ag au hoost royall
Afer the autcient manner
With sainct Cutberdes banner
And sminct William's alao
Yoor cupitayne ranne to go
To go to go o go
And brake vp all hia hoost
For ali his crake and bost
Lyke n cowande knyght
He fledde and durst nat fyght:
He ranpe awaye by night
But now must I )
Your duke ascry, of Albany -
With a worde or twayue
1o sentcnce playoe:
Ye duke so doutty
S0 sterne so stoutty
In aborie sentens
Of your pretens
What i the gronnde:
Breuely and rounde
To me expounde
Orelswyll I
Euydeatly
Shewe as it is
For the cause is this
Howe ye pretends
For to defende
‘I'he yonge Scottyshe kyng
But ye meane a thyng
And ye coude bryng
The matier about
To putte his eyes out
And put hym downe
And set hys crowne
On your owne heed
Whan he were deed
Such trechery : and tiaytory
Is all your cast
Thus ye have compast
With the Frenche kyng
A fala rekenyng
To ennade Englands
As ] vnderstande,,
Rut our kyng royall

"' Whowe game ooer aill

Noble Henry the eygiit
Shall cant & beyght

And sette suche a snare
That shall cant you in cara
Both kyng Fraunces and the
‘That knowen ye shali he
For the moost recrayd
Cownrdes afmyd

And falsest forsworna

That euer werc burue.

D ye wretched Scoties
Ye puannt pyspottes
It shalbe your lottes

-To be kuyite vp with koottes

Of haitera and ropes
About your traytours throtes:

O Scoties pariured
Unhaply vred
Ye may be assured
Your falshod discurced
It is and shal be.
From the Scottish se
Untoc Gabione
For ye be false echone
Faise and faise agayne
Neuer true nor playns
But flery, fatter and fayne
And euer to remayne
In wretched beggary
And msungy misery
In Tousy lothsumuesse
And scabbad scorflynesse
Apnd in abhomipacion
Of all maver of nacion
Nacion moast in hate
Proude and poore of state :

Twyt Scot go kepe thy den
Mell nat with Eoglyshe men
Theu dyd nothyng but barke
At the castell of Warke:

Twyt Scot yet agayne ones
We shall breka thy bones
And bang you vpon polles
And byme you all to collea -
With twyt Soot, twyt Scot twyt
Walke Scot go begge s byt
Of brede, at yike manpes hecke
‘The fynde Scot heeks thy necke
Twyt Scot agayne [ saye
Twyt Scot of Galaway
Twyt Scat, shake thy dogge bay
‘Twyt Bcot: thou ran away
We set nat a fye

By your duke of Albany
We set pat & prape
By such & dronken drane
We pet nat & myght
By auch a cowanle knyght
Suche s proude paiyarde
Suche & skyrgaliarde
Suche a storke cowarde
Suche a proude pultrowne
Suche e foula Coystrowne
Suche a doutty dagawayne
Sende him to Frauace agayne
‘To bring with bym more brayn#s
From kynge Fraunces of Frauns |
God seode them bothe myschavni:

Ye Scottes all the rble
Ye shail nener be hable
With vs for.to compare
What though ye stampe and stare
Ciod sende you sorow and eare

With vs whan suer ye mell
Yet we bear away the bell
‘Whan ye cankerd knaues
Must crepe into your caues
Your beedes for to hyde.

For ye dare nat abyde,

Sir duke of Albany

Right inconuenyently
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Ye rage and y& rane
And your worshyp deprage |,
- Nat lyke duke Hamylear
With the Romgyns thet made war
Nor lyke bis saonne Hanyball
Nor lyke duke Hasdrobell
Of Cartage in Aphrike
Yet nomwhat ye be lyke
In some of their condicions
And their fulve sedycions
Ard their deslyng double
And their weywarde trouble:
But yet they were holde
And maoly manyfolde
Their enemyes to asayle
In playn felde and batiayle,
RBut ye and your boost
Pull of bragge and booat
Apd full of waste wynde
Howe ye wyll beres bynde
And the deuyli downe dynge
Yet ye dare do nothynge
But lepe’ awny Iyke frogges
And byde you vnder Jogges
Lyke pygges and Iyke hogges
Aznd lyke maungy dogges.
What an army were yo?
Or what sctyuyte?
Is it you beggers braclas
Fuli of scabbes and scanles:
Of vermyne and of Iyce
And of ail mecer vyce.
Syrduke: nay syrducke
Syr drake of the lake: sir ducke
Of the donghyll, for small iucke
Ye haue in feates of warre
Ye make nought bat ye marre
Ye ure a fals entrusar
And a fah abusar
And an vpirewe Koyght
Thou kast to lytel} myght
Agayost Ecglande to fyght
Thou art & graceles wyght
To put thy mlfe to Byght
A vengeaunce and dispight
On the must neden lyght
That durst nat hyde the sight
Gf my lorde Amrell
Of chiualry the wel}
Of knighthode the floure
In enery marciall shoure
The ruble erle of Surrey
That put the in suche fray
Thou durst no felde derayne
Nor a hatayle mayhteyne
‘With sur stronge caplaine
For you mn home agayune
For feare thon shoulde be slayne
Lyk u Scottyshe keteryug
That durat abyde no reknyng
Thy hert wolde nat serue the
The fynde of hell mat steruc the
No man bath harde
Of auch & cowande
And such & med ymage
Caried in a coge:
As it were 8 cotage
Or of voche a mawment
Caryed in & tent
ln a tent: nay nay
But in 2 mountayne gay

Lyke a great bill » for « wyndmil

Thertin 10 couche styll

That » man bhym kyll

As it were 5 gote

In a shepe cote

About hym a parks

Of a madde wa

Men calf it & toyle

Theriz ivke = royle

§ir Dunkauye dared

And thus ye prepared

Youre carkas to kepe

Lyke & sely shepe

A shepe of Cottyswolde

From rayhe apd from colde

And from maynning of rappe

"And suche after clappesy .

Thus in guur edwardly casteil

Ye decte you to dwell

Such a captayve of fors

He made no grest s

If that ye had tane

Your lust deedly bane

With = gon stone

To moke you to grome

But hyde the ¢ir Topiss

Nowe into the castell of Bas

And lurke there iyke wn s

With some Scotiysbe as

With dugges dugges dugges

1 shrewe thy Scottishe lugges

Thy muepynnys snd thy erug

For thou can not bat breg

Lyke g Scottyshe hag

Adue nowe sir wrig wag

Adue sir dalyrag

Thy mellyng is but mockyng

Thou mayst give vp thy cockiog

Gyue it up. And cry creke

Lyke an huddy pele :
Whereto shuld T more speke

Of suche a farly freke

Of suche an horne keke

Of suche an bolde captayne

That dare nat turoe ayayne

Nor dorst nat crsk a worde

Nor durst net drawe hia swerde

Aguyngt the Ivon white

But ran away quyte

He rau away by nyght

Ia the owle fyght

Lyke a cowarde knyght

Adue cowande adue

Fals knight and mooste votrue

I render the fals rebelle

To the flinpande fende of helle.

Harke yet pir dukie & worde
In eruest of in borde
What baue ve villayn forged ?
And viruleotly dysgorged
As though ye wolde parbrake
Your zuauns to make
With wonls enbosed
Ungraciously epgrosed
Howe ye wyil vndertake
Our ayall kyng to make
His cwne reaime to formke

Suche lewd: laugage ye spake:

Sir Duokan in the deuill waye
Be we]l ware whet ye nay.
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Ye maye thet he and ye
‘Whyche be and ye? let se

Ye meant Fraunces'French kyng
Shulde bring about that thing

I my thou lewde lurdayoe

Taat neyther of you twayne

S0 hardy nor so bolde

His t to behold

If our moost royall Barry

Lyst with you tu varry

. Full soone ye should miscary

For ye durst nat tarry

With hym to stryue a stownde
If he on you but froonde

Nat for s thousande pounde
Ye darst byde on the grounde
Ye wolde ryn awsy rounde
Aund cowardly tourne your backey
For gll your comly crackes
And for feare par case

To loke hym in the face

Ye wolde defogle the place

And 1yD your wey apace
Thoughe I trym you thys trace
With Foglyshe sommwhat base
Yet sann voster grace

Therby 1 shail purchuce

No displesaunt rewards

If ye wele can regarde

Your cankarde cowsrdnesye
And your shamtall doublenesse

Are ye usd frantyke madde }
And wretchedly bestadde
To rayle agaynst his grace
That shali bring you full hace
And set you iu suche caxe
That bytwene you twayne
There shalbe dmwer a trayne
That shalbe to your payne
To flye yashulba foype
And neuer tounse sgwyne

What wold Fruunces oaor friar?

Ba suche a false lyar

So medde a cordylar

80 madde & mermounar

Ye muze somwhat to far

All out of joyat ye jar

Godl et you neuer thrine

Wene yz daucockes to drive

Qur kyng, oot of his reme

3o beme ranke Scot ge beme

Witk fonde Fraences French kyag

Our mayster ghall you brynge

I trust to Jowe estate

And mate you with chek mate:
Your braynes are ydell

1t is time for you to brydell

And pype in & quibyble

For it is impossible

For you to bring aboat

Oar kyng for to drine out

Of this bit realme royall

And Japde imperiall

5o noble x prince s he

Iu all actyuite

Of bardy merciall actes

Foriuate jo si! his faytes :
Amd nowe ] wyll me dresse

His ralisunce to expreme

L 1L

Though insoficient am T
His gruce to magmify
And laude equinalently
Howe be it loyally
After myne allegyounce
My pen | will suaunce
To extoll his noble grace
In spyght of thy cowardes face
I spyght of king Fraunces
Denoyde of &1l nobles
Deucyde of good corage
Dencyde of wysdome sage
Mad: frantyke, aod sausgs
Thas he dothe disperage
Hi» blode with fonde dotage:
A prince to play the page
It & n rechelesse rege
Apd & lunatyke ouernge
‘What thongh my etile be rude?
With trouthe it is ennewde
Trouth ought to be rescude
Trouthe should nat be subdude
But nowe will I expounde
What noblenesse dothe sbounde
Apd whet honour is foande
And what verioes be resydent
Io our royall regent *
Our pereleme president
Qur kyng most excellent:
In merciall prowes

* Lyke rato Hercules

In prudence and wyedom

Lyke mnto Salamon

La kis goodiy person

Lyks voto Absolon

In [oyatte and foy

Lyke to Ector of Troy

And bis glory to fncres

Lyke to Scipiades

In royal mageste

Lyke vnto Ptholome

Lyke to duke Josne

And the valisuct Machube:
That if I wolde reporte

All the roiall sorte

Of his obilyte

His magnanymyte

His apimosite

Hin fragalite

His lybernlite

His afahilite

His humanyte

His atabilite

His humilite

His benignite

His royall dignyte,

My lernyng 1s to seoall

For to recount them alf,
What losels than are yo

Lyke cowardes a2 ye be

To rayle on his astate

With wondes inordinate.
He rules his cominalte

Witk al! benignite

His noble baronaga

He patieth them in corage

To eaployte dedes of armys

To the domage and harmys

Of auche s bt his foos

Wheraoer be rydes or goos

]
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His mgbiectes he dothe supporte
Maintayne thoin with comforte
©f his moste princely porte
As ali men can reporte:
Than ye be a knappishe wrte
Et faitez a {uy grant torte
With your enbosed iawes
To rayie on hym iyke dawes
The fentde scrache out your mawes:
Al! his snbiectes and he
Mcost louyngly agre
With hole hart snd true mynde
They fynde his grace so kynde
Wherwith he doth them bynde
At houres to be redy :
With hym to lyue and dye
Their badyes and their gode
And to spende their hert hiode
With hym, iv all dystresse
Alway ic redynesse.
To assyst bis noble grace
In spyght of thy cowardes face
Moot falee attaynted traytour
And false forsworne faytour.
Auaunte cowarde recrayed
Thy pride shalbe alayd
With sir Fraunces of Fracoce
‘Wa ghall pype you o daunce
Shail tourite you to myschauns:
I rede you luke about
For ye shalbe driven cut
Of your lgude in shorte space
We will 3o folowe in the chace
That ye shall haue no grace
For to wouroe your face
And thus sainct George to borowe
Ye shall baye shame and sirowe.
LENUGY,
- Go Iytell guayre quickly
Shew tlem that shall you réde
Huw that ye are lykely
Quer all the worlds to sprede:
The fais Scotter for dred
Witk Lhe duke of Albany,
Beside the water of Twede
They fied full cowardly.

Though yonr Englishe be rude

Barreyne of eloquence

Yet brevely to conclude
Grounded is Your rentence

On troutbe, vnder defence

- Of all trewe Englyshemen
‘This mater to credence
That { wrate with my pen.

REELTOR JAUREAT: QBiEQUIOUS AMND LOYAL

TO MY LORDE CARDYRALS RICHT NODLE
GRACE, &c
LENUGY.
Go Iytell quayre apace
In moost humble wyse
Beforo his nohle grace
‘That caused you to deuise
‘This lytel enterprise
Aud hym moost lowly pray
Ia his mynde to comprise
Those wordes his grace dyd saye
©Of an ammas gray,
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Je, Poy enterment
En sa bune grace.

TOE BOKE COMPILED BY MAIFTER SEELTOF,

POET LAUREATE CALLED
SPEAKE PARROT.

My name is parrot, & hird of peradise

By nature deuvised, of & wouderous kynd
Dienteii dieted, with digers delicate apice

Tyl Enphrates that floud, driceth me into Inde
Where men of that countrey, bi fortune me fiod
And gend e, to great ladyes of estate

Then parrot must haue an alnon or & dete

A cege curiovdly caruen, wilh silner pin
Praperly peinted, W be my couertowre
A myrrour of glasse, that I mey tote theria
These mnidens fu!l mekely with many o diuer fiou
Freshly they dretse, and make swete my boure

“With speke parrot. I prai you, ful courteously the

Parrot in & goodly byrd, a prety popagey  [wy

With my becke bent, my litle wanton eye
My federa freshe, as is the emrawde grene
About my necke s circnlet, lyke the rycbe rabye
My lyttle legges, my fete both fete mnd clesne
I am a minion, to wayt vpan the quene
My proper parrot, wy lytle pretty foule
With ladies ] learne, and go with tham to scole.

Hagh, ba, ha, parrot, ye can laugh pretely
Parrot hath not dined, of ol this long dey
Lyke your pus cat parrot can mute and cry
In Lattyn, in Ebrew, Araby and Celdey
In Greke tonge, parrot, can both speake nod mye
As Percius that poet, doth report of me
Ruis expedivit psitace suum Chaire.

Howse Frenche of Parrise, purrot cun learne
Prononsynge my purpoee, after my properte
With perliez bien, parrot ou perlez rien
With Duche, with Spagisly, my tooge can agre
In Englisk, to God parrot can supple
Christ seue king Henry the eight our rotal hing
The red Tose in honour, to florish and spriog.

With Katherin incomparablé: our ruial quese
also . grace
Thet pareles pomgarnet Christ saue ber noble
Parrot sauies, babler cestiliano
With af damo de costo, in Turkey and in Trace
Vir copsilil expers, as teacheith me Horace
Mole ruit sus, whose dices at pregosunte.

My Indy mpicters, deme Philology
Gaue me a gift, in my pest when I lay
To learne 3l language, and it to speke aptely
Now pandez mory, wax fracticke rom men saye
Proneles or freneses, nay not hold her way
An aimon nowe for parrot, delicatly drest
In salue feste dies toto, their doth best

Muoilerata iuvant, but toto doth excade
Discression is mother of noble verluesall
Niden agan, in Greke tonge we rede
But reason, and wit wanteth their prouineiali
‘When wiifulnes, is vicar generzll
Hec res scu tengitur, parrot par ma foy
Ticez yous parrot, tenez yous coye,
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Bety, bery, besy, and besiues apayne .
Run pensex vur parrot, what meoeth this besines
Uitnlus in Oreb, troubled Arvus brayn
Melchisedecke mercifull, made Moloc meroiles
To wise is po vertue, to medling, to rentles
In measure is treasure, cum aeosu martursto
Ne tropo sagng, o€ tropo mato

Armm was fired, with caldies Are called Ur
Job vas brought up, in the land of Hus
The linage of Lot, toke supporte of Amur
Jerehoseth is Ebrue, who list the law discus
Peace parrot ye prale, as ye were ghrius
Howwt the lyner god, van bemrick ic seg
1n popeting .frew peres, whan parrot was an £g.

What i this to , ODET ib & whinnin meg
Hop Labin of Lowdeon, wold haue a bit of bread
The Jebet of Baldock, was made for Jacke leg
A narow rofethered, ond without an hed
A bagpype without blowyng, mandeth in pa sed
Some run to far before, srme run to far behinde
Bome be to churlish, and sume ba to kynd.

Ie dien serueth for ertrych fether
1c dieb, is the language of the land of Beme
In Affric tongne, Byrea is a tonge of |ether’
1u Pelestina, there in Jerusalem
Colluatrum mow for parot, whit bred and swels
crape
Our Thomase she doth Lrip, our Jenet she doth

shail
Parrot bath a blacke beard, & a faire grene tayle

Moryah myne owne shelf, the ostermonger suy
Fate, fale, fate, ye (rysh warer log
In flettering fablen, men fynde but tytel fayth
But moveatur terrn, let the world wag
Let eyr orig wrag, wrastle wyth air declavag
Euvery man, sfter his maner of wayes
Pawbe vene aruer, 50 the Weiche man sayus

Suche abredis of sentence, strowed in the shop
Of anneient Aristippus, and auch other mu
1 pather together, and close 1 my crip
Of my wanton conceyt, unde depromo
Dilemwta docts, in pedagogic
Sacro vatom, wherof to you | breake
I pray you, Ict pacrot haue Iybertie to speke:

But ware the cat parrot, ware the false cat
With who iy there, a mayd, nay, nay, T trow
‘Ware ryat porrot, ware ryot, ware that
Meats, mente for parrot: meate 1 zay how
Thos divers of language, by learnyng | grow
With bas e swete putrot: bas me swete swete
To dwel smonge ladies, parrat is mete.

Parrut, parrel, parrot, praty popiday
With my beke I can pyke, my Iytle prety too
My delight is solas, plexsure: divport and play
Lyke a wanton whan [ will, I rele to and frov
Parrot can say, Cesar, ane, aleo ,
But parrot, hath no fasour to Esebon
Aboue all other byrdes, set parrot alone.

Ulula, Esebon, for Jeremy doth wepa
Bicn in in sadnes, Rachel ruly doth loke
Madicnita, Jetro, our Moyses kepeth hys shepe
Cedeon it ron, thet Zalmane vndertoke
Oreb and Zeby of Judicum rede the boke

239

Now Gehal, Amon, and Amoloch, harke, harke,
Parrot pretendeth to be a bihil clarke.

O Esebon Esebou, to the is come agayne
Seon the regent amoreorum
And hog that fat hog, or basan dothe retayne
The crafty coistroinus canaveorum

| And anmsilum, whilom, refugium miseroram

Non phantm sed prophanum, stapdeth in littla
ated

Ulutn Esebon, for iept iv starke ded.

Estbon, Maribon, Wheston, nexts Barnet
A trim tram for an hors mil it wer a nise thiog
Deinten fur dammoysels, Chafler far fet
Bo ho doth barkwel, bat hough ho ruleth the ring
From scarpary to tartari renoun therin doth spring
With he seid, & we maid ich wot now what ich
2uod wagmus est dominus ludes Scaricth.  [wot

Ptholomis, and haly were cunnyng and wyse
Tn the vol vel, in the quadrant, und in the astroloby
To prognosticate troli the chacuce of fortunss dise
Some trete of their tirikis, some of astrology
Some psendo propheta with chiromency
If fortune be frendly, and grace e the guyde
Hunoure with renowne, will reane of that aide
Manon calon
Agaton quod parato. In Greea
Let parrot I pry you, haue liberty to prate
Far surea lingua greca, ought to be magnified
If it wer cond perfitely, and after the rate
Adlingua Iatina, i schole matter occupied
But our Grekin, their Greke so wel have applied
That they cannut say in Greke, 1iding by the way
How hosteler, fetche my hore a bottel of hay.

Neither frame a silogisme, in phriesesomorum
Formaliter & grece, cum medio termiuy
Our Grekes ye walow, io the washbol argolicorum
For though ye can te]l in Greke what is phormio
Yet ye scke out your Greke, in Capricornio
For they scrape out good sciipture, and st ia &

]
Ye go about to amend, and ye mar sll.

Some argue, secundnm guid ad simpliciter
Aud yet he would be rekened, pro Ariopagits
And some make distinctions, maltipliciter
Whether ita were before non, or non befure ita
Netlier wise nor weil lerped but like bermuphro.

dita
Set Sophia anide, for every Jacke raker.
And enery mad medler must now be s maker.

1n achedemia porrol, darc no probleme kepe
For grecisari, so ocrupieth the chayre
That latinum fari, may fal tu reat and sl
And nylogisari, was drowned at Sturbridge feire
Triuinle, and quatrinisls, so wore now they srpair
That prrrot that popagay, hatb pity to beholde
How the reat of good lerniog, in roulled up and

trohle

Albertus de modo eignificandi
And Donatux, be dryuen out of schnle
Prifians hed broken, now handy dandy
And interdidascolos, is rekened fur » File
Alexander, & mander of Menanders pola
With da consales, is cost out of the gate
And de mcionales, dare oot ahew hin puts,
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Plaut si in his convedies, a child shal now rebera
And medil with Quintilian, in his declarations’
That pety Calon, can scautly construe s verse
With Aueto, ia Greco, wnd suéh splempn saluts-

cions
Can skantly the tennis, of his conjngacions
Ketting their mindes, so much of eloquence
That of theyr scole maters, lost is the hole wen-
tence

Now o nutmeg, w nutmeg, ¢um gariophole
For parrot to pike vpon, bia brayne for to stable
Swete aynumum stickes, and pleris commusco
In paradise, that place of pleasure perduruble
The progeny of parrottis, were faire and fuucrable
Now in vallc Ebrou, Parrot is fayne to fede
Christ crosse amd seuct Nicolas, parrot be your

good pede )

The myrrour that I tote in, quasi diaphonum

Vel quas spreulum, in Enigmate

Blencum, or elles, Emtimaticurn

For logicions to loke on, semwhat sophistica
Relorcions and oratoury, in freshe bumanite
Support partot, I pray you which your suffrage

orpat
Of confuse tantum, wvoyding the checkmate

But of that suposicion, that called is arte
Confuse distrabitive, us parcol hath deuired
Lst euery msan, after his merit, take hys part
Por jo this proces, parrot nothing hath surmised
No matter pretended, nor nothing enterprysed
But that metsphora, alegoria with sll
8hall bs his protection, his paais and hiz wall,

Por parrot iz no churlich chough nor no Beked

y
Parrotfu no pendugum, thet men call & carlyng
. Parrot is no woodcocke, nor no butterfly
Parrot is 00 ftamring stare, thet men call a star-
ling
But parrot is mice own dere harte, and my der-
ling .
Melpomene the feiv ronid, «he burnished his beke
1 pray you let parrot baue libertie to speke.

Parrot is u fayre byrde for a lady
God of kis goodnes fremed #nd wrought
Whan parrot is dead she doth not putrify
Ye ail thinge mortall shall turn ¥nto nonghte
Except ninnnes soule, that Christ so dere bought
That neuer mey dye, nor Deuer dye shail
Muke much of parrot, that popegay royal.

Por that pereles prynce, that parrot did creat
He mude You of nathing, by his magisty
Pointe wel this problems, thet parrot doth prate
And remsernbre among, how parrot and ye -
Shal lepe from this life, oy merye as we be
Pompe, pryde, honour, ryches nad worldly luste
Parrot saith plainly, sball tourne all to dust,

Thut parrot doth pray you
With heart most tender
Ta relen with this recule now
Acd it to remember
Pritacus erce cauo nee #1ot mew carmina phebo
Digna seic Tamen et
Pleps cumene deo,
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Sceandum Skeltonida famigeratnm
In piersorom Cathalage nummeratam
Galethes,
[taque Consolamini jnvicem
In uerbis istin
Candidi Jectores callide callete
Vestrum faocete, pyitacum,
Gulathea.
Now Yus me parrot, kus me, fuw, kas, s
Godds blesging light on thy swete litle mus
Vita & snima
Zoe kai pryche
Aquinstes  Amen,
Concubant grece, Nen
ert hic sermo pudicus

Actics dictamina
Ergo Suus plumbilamise
Vel spuria Vitdamins
Auertat hoc Vxania,
Amen amen
And eet to a. d,

And then it is amend

Our new found &. b. c.
Cum ceteris
paribug

ON THE DEATH OF THE NUBLE PRINCE
KYNGE EDWARD THE FORTH,

PER SEELTOKIDEK LAUREATUM.

Muercuing wei, ye that be my frendes

This worlde hath formed me down to fil

How may I endure when that euery thynge coda
‘What creature is borne, 1o be eternall

Nuw there is no more but pray for me all

Thus say I Edward, that late was your kyng
And xxiii, yeares rufed this imperiall,

Some nto plessare, and some to no likyng
Mercy I aske of my misdoyng

What auaileth it, friends to be my fo

Sith I can not resist, nor emend your complain.
Buia ecce nuse in puluere dormio, (ing

I alepe now in molde, a4 it is nytumil
As earth vnto earth, hath hin reverture

} What ordeyned God, to be tecrestriail

Without recours, 10 the earth of cature

Who to liue euer, may be sure

What in it to trust, on motshilits

Sith that in this world, outhing may indure
For now am I gone, that lete was in prosperite
To presume thereppon, it is but & vunitiel
Not eertaine : but as a chery fayre ful of wo
Raygred not I of lute : in greate felicite

Et ecce nunc in puluere dormio,

Where was in my [yfe, much one aa 1
While lady fortune with me had continuaunce
Graunted Dot she e, to have victory
In England to mine, and to contribute Fraunce
She toke me by the hand, and led me a daunce
And with her sugred Lips, on me smyled
But what for ber dimtembled countenzunce
I could pot beware, til I was begiled
Now from this world, sbe hath me excild
When I was lothesl, hens for to go
Apd T am in age, but as who salth s child
Et ette aune in puluers domaio. -
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AGAIRST THE SCOTTES,

I tadd ynonugh, 1 held me not contente
Withont remembranuce, that I should dye
And more cuer to incroche, redy was I bagte
I kmew not how long, | should it accupy
1 made 1be tower stronge, I wyst not why
1 knew not to whow, 1 purchased Tetersatl
1 amended Dover, on the mountayne hya
Avd London [ provoked, to fortify the wal
I mude Notingam, a place rayal
Wyndsor, Eitemn, and many other mo
Yzt ut the last, [ went from them al
Et gere pone in polaere dormio.

‘Where is now, my conquest and victory
Where i my riches, and my royal araye
Where be my coursers, and wy borsed hys
Where is my myrth, my solas, aud play
As wanite to nought, al is wandred away
O lady Beme, longe for me may ye eal
For Tam departed, til dowes day,

But love ye that Jord, that is soreraygme of all
Where be my cartels, and buildinges royall
But Winsore alone, nowe | have no mo

Aod of Eton, the prayers perpotnall

Bt ecce nonc in puluere dormic,

Wby sboulde & man, be prouvd or presume hye
Saioct Bernard, therof nobly doth treata
Sythe a man, is nothing but o sacke of stercorri
And shall retarne, rato wormes meate
Whys, what came of Alexander the great
Or elme of stronge Sampaon, who ean tell
‘Wher no wormes ordencd, theyr flesh to freat
And of Salomon, that wey of wit the well
Absolon, profered his beare for to sl
Yet for al his beutie, wormes eat him also
Aad ! but late in honour did excell
Btecos punc in pulasre dormio.

I have played wy pageyond, now am I paste
Yewot well all, [ was of g grest yeld
Thig ul thing concluded, shalbe at the lnst
When death approcheth, then lost i the felde
When sithen this worlde, ma no longer up helde
Nor nougbt wold conserue me, here in my place
In manus toas dowine, my pirite vp I yealde
Huombly begeching, the God of his grace
O ye cortesse commens, your hartes ynbrace:
Besjugly now to pray for me alwo
For right wel you hoow, your kyng 1 was
R exos nuoc in pulasre dormic.

ims.

SKELTON LAUREATE AGAINST THE
- SCOTTES

Aguinst the proud Scottes clatteryng
That never wyll lenve Lheyr tratlying
‘Wan they the fekde, and lost their kynge
‘They may wel 1ay, fye on that winning.

Lo these fond Scottes.
And tratling Scottea
How they are blind.
In their owne minde
And will pot know,
Their cuerthrow

At Branuston more,
They are »0 towre

8o frantile mad.

They say they had
And wan the felde,
With spedre and shistd
That is ag trew,

An blacke is blew,

And grens is gray.
What ener they say
Jemmy in desd.

And clozed in leads
That was theyr own king.
Fy on that winning,

At Floddou hills,
QOure bowes our bytley
Slewe all the flours,
Of theyr hououra,
Are not theye Scottes,
Foles and sottes
Suche boste to make.
To prate and crake
To to brace
All voyde of grace
S0 proud of hart,

8o cuerthwart

8o out of [eme.

8o voyd of shame

Ax it is enrold.
Wryttensnd told .
Within this quaira,
Who list to repair
And ther in reed.

Bhal find jn deed

A med reckening.
Considering all thing
That the Scoties may sin.
Fye on the winning

WHER THE WCOTTE LYUERD.

ToLx Jernmy, ye scornefull Scat

1a it come vnto your lot

Ar solempna sammer for to be

It greeth nought for your degre

Our kyog of England for to fight

Your souernine lord, our prince of might
Ye for to saend, such & citacion

it shaneth al your noughty nacion

In comparison, but kyoge koppyug
Unta onr prince, apointed kyng

Ye play Hop Lebbyn of Lowdean

Ye shew ryght wel, what good y¢ can
Ye may be lord of Locrian

Chryst sence yog, with » frying pan

Of Edingborow, and sainete Jonis towoe
Adieu syr sommer, cast of your crowne,

WHEN THE 8COT WAS §LAYNE,

CoONTINVALLY [ shall remember

The mery moneth of Seplzmber

With the xi. day of the sama

For tban began, our myrthe and game
8o that now I houe deuized

And in my minde, 1 hans comprised
Of the proude Scot, kyug Jemmy

To wryte some lyliell tagedy

For no manner considergtion

Of any sorowful Ismentation

But for the special eonsolacion

Of al our royal Euglysb nacion
Melpomage, O muss tragediall

Uute your grace, for grace now I cali
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To guyde my pen, and my pen to enhibe

Blumine me, your poet, and your seribe

That with mixture of aloes and bitter gall

I may compound, confectures for accordiall

To angre the Scottes, and Irish kiteringes withal

‘That late were discomfect, with battajle mareial
Thalia, my rouse, for yon alse call

To touche them with taunten of your armonye

A medley to make, of minth with sadnen

The hartes of England, to comfort with gledusa

And uow to begyn, T wyil me adres

To you rehersyng, the somme of my proces,.

EKyYNGE Jamy, Jemmy, Jocky my joye
Summond cur king, why did ve g0
To you, nething it did sceord
To summoen our king, your souernigne lorde
A kyng a summer, 1t was great wonder
Kuow ye not suger, aad salt asonder
Your summer to saucye, to malepert
Your harrold in armes, not yet halfe expert
Ye thought ve did, yet valiznntlya
Nor wortb thre skippes of a pye
Byr akyr galyard, ye were 5o skit
Your wil, than ran before your wyt.

Your lege ye layd, nnd your aly .
Your frenticke fable, not worth a fly
Frenche kyng, or one or otber
Regarded you should your Jord your brother
Trowed ye sir Jemy, i noble grace
From you sir Scot, would tourne his face
With gup syr Seot, of Golmwey
Now in your pryde fall to decay
Male vrid, was your fals entent
For to vffende yonr president
Your Iord, your hrather and your regent.

In him is figured, Melchisedecke
And ye were disloyall Amalecke
He iz oure noble Scipione
Annoynted kynge, and ye were nome
Thoughe ye votrulys your father baue slayns
His tytie 5a true, in Fraunce to raygne
And ye proude Scot, Dunde, Dunbar
Pordy ye were, his homager
Ard suter to his parliament
For your vntruthe, now are ye shent
Ye bave yourself, somwhat to bold
Therfore ye lost, ydur copy hoid
Y were bonde tenent, to his estats
)05t is your game, ye are checke mata
Unte Uie castell of Normam
] understande, to sone ye came
At Branxxton more, and Flodden hilles
Our Englysh bowes, our Engiysh byllen
Apainst you gaue so sharpe a shower
That of Scotland, ye lost the Aower
Tie white lyon: there mmpaunte of moode
He raged and rente out yoor hart bloude
He the white, and you the red
The white there slewe the red starke ded
Thus for your guerdon quyt are ye
Thanked be God in trinjte
And swete sainct George our ladyes knyghte
Your eye ia cute, adewe good nyghte,

Ye were starke mad to make a fray
His grace beyng oot of the way
But by the power and might of God
For your tayle ye mode = rod
Yr wapnted wit, sir at a worde
Ye Just your spurs: ye lost your sword

SKELTON’S POEMS,

Ye might haue busked you to huntdy bankes
Your pryde was peuysh to play suche prankes
Your pouerts could not atiayne
With our kyng royal, war to maintaine.

Of the kyng of Nauerne, ye myght take hoed
Ungractously bowe he dothe speede
An double dealyuge, 6o he dyd dreame
That he is kynge, withoute a reame
And for exaumpte, he woulds none take
Experiens hath brought youo in such & brake
Your wealthe, your joy, your sport, your play
Your braggyng bost, your royal aray
Your beard ao brym, as bore at baya
Your seuen systers, that guo so gay
All hrue yo lost, and easto awaye.
Thus fortune hath turned you: [ dare wdl maye
Now from a kyng, to a clot of clay
Oute of robes, ye were shaked
Aud wretchedly ye lay, starke all naked
For lacke of grace, hard was your bap
The popes cures, gaue yoo that clep,

Of the out yles, the rough foted Scottea
Wa haue wel eased them of the bottes
The rude rancks Scottes, lyke droncken Danes
At Englysh bowes haue fetched theyr bancs
It is not sitting, in tower and towne
A summer, to were & Kynges crowne
Fortune on you, therfore did frowae
Ye were to hye, ye are cast downe
Syr azmner now, whers is your crowne
Cast of your crowne, cast vp your crowne
Svr Summer, now ye hayve lost your crowna
Zuod Skelton laureate, oratours to kynges most

royal estate.

SCOTIA redactam formam pronincie
Reyis parchit nutibus Anglize:
Alioquin (per desertum sin) super cherubim
Cherubin, serapliim, seraphinque argo, &e

URTD DIVERS PEOPLE THAT BEMOAD THIY
BYMING AGAINSTE THE BCOT JEMMY.

1 AM pow constrayned
With words nothynge fayned
This inuective to make. Por som people mke
That lyst for to inngell
And waywardly to wrangell
Apainste this my makynge
Their males thereat shakynge
At it reprehending. And venemously stingyng
Rebukynge and remordyng
And nuthynge necordynge
Cause they haue none other
But for that he was hys brother
Brother vnnaturall. Unto our kyng royall
Against whome he dyd fighte !
Falslye agaynst all ryghte
Lyke that vatrue rebell
Falsle Cayne aganynst Abell,
But who so thereat pyketh mood
The tokens are not good
To be true Knglysh blood
For if they understood
Hia traitourly diepight
He wus a recrayed kuighte
A pubtill sysmatike
Righte neare an henitike
Of grace out of the state
And died excommugiote
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And for ke was a kynge
The more shameful rekenynge
Of hyme sheulde men reporte
1z earnest and in sporte
He scantlye loueth oure kynge
That grudgeth a2 this thinge
That caste suche ouerthwartes
Percase haue hollowe hartes.

$I YERTTATEM DICO, QUARE MON CREDITIS MIHTI.
CHOBRUS BE DY§ CONTRA SCOTTEY, CUM OMNI
FROCEMIUNALL FESTIUTTATE SOLEMPNIBALIT
HOC BPITOMA. XIi. DIE SEPTEMBRIS. &c.

SALUE feste dies toto rescunbilie euc
2oun Soottus Incobus obrutus esse cadit

Barbara Scottorum gens perfida plena malormm
Vincitur ad Norrem, uertiter ingque fugam

Vusta palus sed campestris {borie memoratur
Branxion mors) scobting terra peruss fuit

Scottica castra fremunt Floddun submontibms sltis,
Rua valide inuadens dissipat angle nanus

Millia Scottornm trusit gens nnglice passitn
Laxuriat tepido sanguine pinguis humus

Pars aniroas miseri tniseras, misere sub umhmas
Pars tuit in fouews, pars sublit latebras

Jam quid agit Iscobus, damnorum germine cretus
Persidus. Vi nemroth lapsus ad ima ruit

Die modo Scottoram dudum malesane melorom
Rector nane regetis mortuus exce iaces

§ic Leo te Rupidus Leo candidus inclitus ursit
fvo Lea in Rabins vjtina fats luis

Anglia duc choreas resonent tua tympana peallas
Da Iaudes Domine. Da pin vote Deo,

HAC LAUREATUS SMELTONIS RBGINE ORATOR
CHORUS DEDIS. &c §UPEA TRIVMFPHALL YiC-
TORIA CONTRA GALLOS, &, CANTAULT 20LEM-
NITFAE HOC ELOGIUM IN  PRUFESTO DIV
1OHANNIS AD DECOLLATIONEN.

SALDR fegta dirs Wio memorabilis euvo.
Sua vex Henricus Gallico bells premit
Henrirus rutilans Octauns hostis in armis
Tir winne gentis meenis stravit humi
Sceptriger Auglorum belio validissimus bector
Francorm gentis colla superba terit
De Cleremount clarus dudum dic gaile superbe
Vaode auperbus eris? carcere nonnc gemis?
Discite Frencorum gens cetera capta, Britansum
Noscite mugnanimun:, subdite vosque sibi
Gloria Cappadocis diuse miles que Marim
15us hic sub ope Galiiea rogna reget.
Hoe insigne benum divioo Numice gestum
Anglice gens referat semper, ouansque canat
Per Skeltonida laureatum,
Oratoram regivm.

HEUR AFTER FOLOWETH THE mu,mn:ruun,
WARE THE HAWKE,

Prologus Skeltooidis laureat: super Ware the
whe.

Tais worke deuised iz
Fur wuch an do amis

And specially to controule
Suche ay baue cure of scula
That be s farre abused
They canaot be excused

By reasan nor by lewe

But that they play the dawe
T hawke or elsse to hunte
Prom the auker to the funte
Witk crye vnreuerente

Before the sacramente

Within the boly charch boundis
That of cur fuith, the ground iz
That prycat that hawkes 10
All grace is farre him fro

He semeth & slamatike

Or ¢lsse an heritike

For faith in him is fayote
Therefore to miake complaynte
OF suche myseduised :
Parsons, and disgised

This boke we haue denised
Cvmprendiouslye comprised
Nc good priest to offend

Dot such dawes to amend

In hope that no man shall

Be miscontent withall,

I shell yon make relacion
By waye of apostrofaction
Under supportacion
OFf your pacient tolieracion
How 1 Skelton lanyeat
Deygised and aiso wrate
Upon & lewde curate
A parson beneficed
But nothing weil aduised
He shail be as now namcles
But he shell not be blameles
Nor be shell not be shameles
For sure he wrought amis
To bawhe in my churche of Dis
This fonde frantike fauconer
With hys poluted pawtaer
As pricst ynreuerent
Straight to the sacrament
He made his howke 1o fly
With hogeons showte and crye
The hye sulter he strypt neked
There oa he stode and craked
He shoke down ai the clothes
And sware horrible othes
Before the fuce of God
DBy Moyees and Arons rod
O that he thence yede
His hawke should pray and fede
Upon a pigeous mawe
The bloude rae downe Bw
[Fpon the suler stone
Tize hawke tyred on & bonoe
And in the holy piace
She muted there s chace
Upcn my corpores face
Such sacrificivm landis
He roude with such gambawdis,

OBSERYATE.
His second hawke waxed gerye
And was with fiying wery
She had flow in so oft
That on the rode 1ok

. She petked her to reat

The fanconer then was prest,
Came rupning with o'dow
And eryed stow stow stow
Buot sbe would not bowa
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He then to be tare

Called ber with a Jure

Her mente was very erude
She had not wel endade

She waa not cleane epsaymed
She was not wel recleymed
Hat the Rwconer unfayned
‘War much more febler brained
The hewke had no jyst

To come to his fyst

She loked ay she had the fronce
'With that he gave bar & bounce
Ful vpon the gorge

I wyl not fayne porforge

The hawke with that clap

Pell down with euil hap

The church dores wer sparred
Fast bolted apd barred

Yet with a prety gin

I fortuned to come in

This rebell to beholde
‘Whereof hym I controald

But he sayd that he wolde
Agayost my mynde and will
In my churche hawke styll.

CONYIDRBATE.

On wainct John decollacion
He hawked on this facion
Tempore, vesperarum

%, non secundom Sarum
“But lik¢ & marche haram

His brayoes were 30 parum
He sayde he would not let
His houndes for to fet

To hunte there by lyberta

In the dispite of me

And to halowe there the foxe
Dorne went my offeryog box
Boke bel and candell

Al that he might Landeil
Cruas staffe, lectripe and banuer
Fel done on thys manner.

DELIRRRATE,

Witb trolly eitrace and trouy
They raoged hankin bouy
My church a!l about

Thys fawconer gan sthouta
These be my gospellern
‘These be my pistillers
Theme be my queristern

To belp ma to singe

My hawkes to mattens ring
In this priestly giding

His hawke then flew vpon
The rode with Mary and Jobn
Delt he not lyke a fon
Delt he not lyke a daw

Or elsse is this Qoddes law
Decrees or decretals

Or holy sinodais

Or elsse prouincins

Thus within the wale

Of holy churche to deals
Thus to ringe a peale

With his hawkes belles
Doatles suche Josels

Mauke the church to be

Tn smal aucthorits

A curute in speciall

To anapper and Lo fall
Into this open crima

To Joke on this were time

YIGILATE.

Put who eo that lokes

Io the cificiais bokes

Thver her may see and resd
That this iv watter in deed
How be it mayden meed
Mede them to be agreed
And so the scribe was fasd
And the Pharuseys

Than durst nething ay
But st the matter slip
And made troth to trip
And of the spiritoal] law
They made but s gew gaw
And toke it oat in drynke
And this the cuowe doth shriok
The chureh is thos wbused
Reproched and polluted
Correction hath no place
And al for lacke of grace

DPRPLOBRATRE.

Loke pow io Exodi
And de arca domini
With regum by and by
The Bibel wyl not lye
How the temple was kept
How the temple was ywept
Where sanguis tavrorum
Aut sanguis vitulorum
Wea offered within the wals
After ceremonials
When it wae poluted
Bentepce was execated
By way of expiacion

THULNITATE.

‘Then much more by the rode
Where Christes precious blowd
Daily offred is
To he poluted this
Apd thet he wished wilh all
Tuat the dﬂ;nlu donge downe might

3]
nto my chalia at mas
‘When consecrated was
The blessed sacrament
O priest unreverent
He wayde that be would hunt
From tbe aulter to the funt

REFORMATR

Of no tyrande I rede
That &0 farre dyd excede
Neither yet Dioclminn
Nor yet Domisian
Nor yet croked Cacus
Nor yet dronken Baccus
Nutber Olibrius nor Dionisias
Nother Phalary
Reoherved in valery
Nor Sandsospall
Unhappiest of all
Nor Nero the wornt
Nor Clawdius the cunt
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Nar yet Egeas Unde hoe, domine Dagsrcoka,
Nor yet sy Pharumbras \.Vara’ the hawke,
Nother Zorobabell Saye tn me Jocks Haris

Nor cruell Jesabell

Nor yet Tarquiniua

Whome Titus Livine

In writings doth enroll

I bave red them poll by pall
Tha storye of Aristobal

And of Constantinobel
Whiche citye Miscreantes wvan
And slve many a christen man
Yet the Sowden nor the Turke
Wrought neost such a worke
For to lel their hawkes fiye

In tha charch of Saint Sophy
With much matter more

Thet I kepe in store

fuare acosparis ad sacrunentum altaris
-For no reuens thow spares
To shake my pygeoos federiz
Super srcem federis
Unda hoc, doctor Dawcocks
Waro the hawke,

Sir dominus vobiscum par socupium
Ye made your hawke to cum
Desuper candelabhrum
Chriski crucifixi
To fede vpon your fstye
Dic inimice cracia Christi, Ubi didicisti
Facere boe, domina Dawcocke
’ ‘Ware the hawke.

Apostata Juliaous
Nor yat Nestorisnuy
Thou shalt no where reds
That they dyd such a deds
Tu let theyr howken fiy
Ad ostium tobermenti
In quo est corpus Domini
Caue hoe, doctor Daweocks

Wore the hawke,

Thin douttesse ye raued

Dis churche ye thus depraned

‘Wherfore ne | be saued

Ye are therefore be knnued

2unre, ynia eunngetia

Concha, et conchelin

Ancipiler, et sonalia

Cetera, quogue talin

Tibi mant equalia

Unde hoc domipe Nawcocke
Ware the hawke.

PENSITATR

Then in & tabel playne
1 wrote & verse or twayna
‘Wherest he made disdayne
The pekyshe prracnu brayna
Coulde not reache nor attaize
‘What the ventence menta .
He sayde for a croked inlent
The wordes were paruertad
And this he ooerthwarted
Of the whiche processs
Ye tmaye knowe more £xpremse
It it please you to Joke
In the residue of thin booke.

ARIRE AFTER FOLLOWETH THE TLNLE.

LOXE on this tabul
‘Whether thou art abal
‘To reda or Lo rpel
What thess verses tel

Sizeulo lutueris esl colo bunrasrd

Et relis et rulis et reliqualia
From Granado Lo Gaiis

From Winchelsoe to Wales
Non est brainsicke tales
Nee minus racionalis. Nec magis beslis
That singges with a chalis ’
Comstrues hoe doctor Dawcocke

‘Ware the hawke,

Mawmd witles smery soyth .
Hampar with your hammer ypon thy styth
And make here of a sickel or a saw
For though ye live n bundred yece ye shal

dye a daw
¥or vulete doctor indiscrete

Nixpbedras visarum caniuter tauntantes,
Raterplas Natmobrianum suday itnugenas,
16109 11,18 . 4, 13, 3. 8. L. teguslet.
Cartols stet precor bmc vello temeranda petulco
Hos mapiet numeros non bomo ax mala bow,
Ex parta, Rem carte aduerte mpurte, pone
mosn arethusam hanc.

Whereto shoulde I rehers
The sentence of iy vers
In them be no scholes
For braynaicke franticke foles
Construas boc, domine Dawcocke,
‘Ware tha hawke,
Maister Sophito
Ye simplex, silogista
The denctyshe dogmatista
Your hawke on your flata
To bawke when your lista
In ecclesin ista domine cacapisti
‘With thy hawke op thy faty
Nunquid sic dixist. Nunquid sic fecisti
Bed vbi hoc leginti
Ant vonde hoe, doctor Dawcocke.
‘Ware the hawke.
Doctor Dialetica
Where finde you in Ipotetica
Or in Cathagoria, Lalina, siue dorica
‘To vae your hawkes, forica
lo propicistorio, tanquam, dinresstic

SHELTONIN APGSTROIMHAT AD DIUUM 10RANNEM-
DECOLLATUM IN CUIDY PROFESTO FIEALT HOC
AUCUFIVN,

O mxuoRAFDA dies qua decolare Tohaonen Acu-
pium facit haud quandam quod fecerit infra accle-
siam de dis uiolane sus sacra sacrorum rector de
Whiphostocke dcctor cognomine Duucocke, et
dominus Wodeocke, probatis. prohat hic. probat
haee hoe,

Libertas veneranda pils concessa poetia, discendi
eat quecnnque placent guecunque jovabunt te vel
quecunque valaot justas defendere caumas vel
quecungque volent stolidos mordere petuleos.
Ergo dabis venium, .
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QUOD JKELTOR LAURRAT,

All noble men of this take hede
Apd beleve it a3 your crede.

To hastye of sentence
To fearse for none offence
"To scarce of yuur cxpens
To large in necligence
To slacke in recompens
To hawte in execlience
To lighte intelligrice
And to lyghte of credence
Where these kepe residence -
Reason is banyshed theacs
And also dame Prudence
With sober pacience,
Ail nohble men of thia take hedw
And baleue it ay your crede

Then wythocte colimeyon
Marke well this conchision
Thorowe suche ahusion
And by suche ilusion
Unto greate ¢onfusion

A nobell nean mny fall
And hys honoure eppali
That yf ye thinke this shal]
Not rub you on the gail
Then the deuill tuke all

All nobell men of this take bede. ke,

QL 0N ANELTON FAUREATE.

Ye may heare now, in this thime
How cuery thing, must bgue a time.

TiME is » thicg, that zo man may revist

Time ia transitory, and irrecocable -

Who saith the contrary, time pasaseth as him ligt

Timne must be token, in season couepable

Take time when time iv, for time is ay mutable

All thing hath time, who can for it prouide

Bide for time who wil, for time wil no man abide
Tyme to be-sad, and time to play and sporta

Time to take rest, by way of recreation

Tyme to study, end time to use comfort

Tyme of pleasure, and time of consolation

Thus time hath his time, of divers maner facion

Tyme for to eate xnd dryvks, for thy repaat

Tyore to be liberall, and time to make po wast
Tyme to travel, and time for to rest

Time for to speske, and time for to hold thi peace

Fime woulde be vred, when tinae is best

Time to begiz, and time for to cease

And when time is, put thy seif in prease

And when time in, 2 holde thy selfe a backe
The rotes leke their sap, in time of vere

In time of sommer, fAoures fresbe and grens

Jn tims of haruest, men their come shere

In time of winter the north wind waxeth kene

8o bitterly biting, the Boures be not sene

The kalendis of Janus, with his frostes hore

Tlat time is, when people must live npon the store

Quod SEelton laureat

A PRAYER
Tu THE FATHEJL OF HEALEN.

(¥ pantant luminary of light interminable
Celestiall futher, putenciail God of might

SKELTON'S POEMS.

Of heaven and earth. O Lonle incompersble

Of gl patfections the essenciall most perfighte

Q Maker of mankind, that formed day and pight

Whose power impetisl, comprebendeth mery
place

Mine hart, my mind, my thought, my hole delif>

1s after this lyfe, to se thy glorious face,

‘Whose magnificence, is incomprehensible
Al arguments of resson, which far doth excede
Whose deite doutles, is indinteible
From whom a) goudnes, and vertue doth proceds
Of thy support, al ereatures have nede
Asgist me good Lord, and graunt me of thy grue
To line w thy plessure, iv word thought sod dede
And after this Iyfe Lo see thy glorious fuce.

TO THE EECONDE PARMONE,

O RENIGNE Jesu, my souertin lorde and kyonge
The orly sonne of God, by filincion
The second psrson, without begiuning .
Both God and man, cur faith maketh ploin refatien
Mory the mother, by way of incamaocion
Whese glorious passion, our soules duth reuise
Again wl bodely, and ghostly tribulacion
Defeud me with thy pitecus wonndes fue

O pereles prynce, paynted to the daath
Rafuily rent, thy body wan and blo
For my redempcion, gave vp thy rytal bresthe
Was nener sorow, Iyke to thy deadiy wa
Grannt ipe, vut of thiv world when 1 shal go
Thige endies mercy, for my praservatios
Agaiust the world, the fivsh, the deuill alo
Defende: me with thy pitsous woundes fue

TO THE HOLY GHOIT.

C PIRY sentence, inflamed with el grace
Eunkyndeling hertes, with brandes charitable
The endlesse rewarde of pleasure aud solace
Tothe Pather,and the Som, thou art communieabie
In veitate, which iz insepergble

Q water of iyfe, O wel of consolacion

Against al suggestions deadly, and dampnable
Rescn me good Lorde, by your preseruscion.

To whome is appropryed, the Holy Ghost by
The third paraoce, vne God in Trinite {oama
Of perfyt Toue, thou g1t the ghostlye flame
O mirrour of mekenes, peace gnd traaquillty®
My comfort, my coumel, my parfit charity
O water of lyfe, O wel of eonsolacion
Against &ll storms, of hard ndversitie
Rescu me good Lord, by thy preseroation.

Amesn.
2uod Skelton Inurcate.

Here after foloweth the boke called Elinoa
Rumming. .

THE TUNNYNG OF ELYNOUR
RUMMING,

PER 4ERLTQN LAUREATE.

Tres you I chill
If that ye wyll

* A womsz who aold sle pesr Leatherhed in

Surcey. €,




ELINOUR RUMMING. .

A =bile be still

Of = comalye gyll

That dwelt oo a hyll
But she is not gryil

For she is somewhat sage
And well worpe in age
For her vissge

It woulde amswage

A maanes courage

Her lothelye leare
Isnothynge cleare
Bot vglye of cheare.
Droupye and drowsye
Scurvy and lowsy
Her face 21l bowsy
Comelye crinckled
Wonderousiy wrynkied
Lyke a rosta pigges eare
Brystled with hare

Her Jewde lyppes twnyne
They slever men sayne
Lyka a ropye reyne
A gummy glayre
She is vglye fayre
Her nose some dele hoked
And camoutlge croked
Neuer stoppinge
But euer dropping
Her skin lose and flacke
Grained like & sacke
With a croked backe

Her eyen gowndye
Are full vosowndy
For they are blered
And she graye hesred
Jawed igkea Jetty
A man would heve pity
To se how she in gumbed
Fingured and thumbed
Gently Joynted
Gresed and annointed
Up to the knockles
The bopes her bucklea
Together made faste
Her youthe is form paste
Folmd lyke o plane
Legges like a crane
And yet she wyl iet
Lyke a tolly wet .
In her farred flocket
And gray rasset rocket
With simper the cocket
Her huke of Lyncale grane
It hadde bene hers | wene
More ther fortye yeare
Apd so it dothe appeare
Amd the greue bare thredes
Looke [yke sere wedes
Wythered Jyke haye
‘The woll worne awaye
And yet ] dare saye
She thinkelh her selfe gays
Uppon the holye daye
When she dothe her araye
And girdeth in ber getes
Stitched and pranked with pletes
Her kirtell Bristowe med
‘With ¢lothes vppon her heade
That tbey way a sowe of leade

Wrythen in & wonder wise
After the Saraxins gise
‘With a whim wham

Knit with & trim tram
Uppon her brayne panns
Like an Egiptisn

Capped eboute

‘When she goeth oute

Her aelfis for to shewe

She driveth downe the dewe
With a puire of heles

A3z brode as two wheles

She hobbles a3 & guse

With her blauket hose

Her shone smered with talow
Gresed vpon dyrt

‘Thatl baudeth her akyrt

TRIMUS PABSUL.

And this comsly dame
I vnderstande her name
Is Flynoure Rumminge
At bome in her wannyng
And ps men gay
She dwelt in Sothray
In & certaine slede
By syde Lederhede
She iz & tonnitho ggb
The deuell and she be sib.
But to make vp my tale
She broeth noppy sle
And mazketh therof poorte zale
To tranellers, w tinkers
To sweters, to awinkers
And all good afe drynkers
That wyll nothinge spare
But dryncke tyll they stare
And bringe them selfe bare
With now awag the mare
And let vo eley care
As wise us an hare
Come who 1o wil
To Elinour on the hil
With #1 the cup £l
And sit there by still
Earelye and late
Thither commeth Kate
Cislye and Sare
With theyr legges bara
And also theyr fete,
Hardely full voswete
With their beles dagged
Theyr kyrtelles sli to ingged
Theyr smockes &ll to ragged
With titters and tatters
Brynge dyshes and platters
With all theyr mighte runnyng
To Elynoure Rummynge
To hane of her tunninge
She leaneth them of the same
And thus beginneth the game
Some wenches come vnbrased
Wyth theyr naked poppes
That Bippes and fappes
It oygges and it wapges
Lyke tawny saffron bagges
A sorte of foul drabbea
All scuruy with scabbes
Some be fiye bytfen
Some skewed sy @ kytten
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Somme with a sho cloute
Bynde their beades sbouta
Bowme bave oo berelace
Theyrlockes about their fmce
Theyr trenses untruste

All full of voluste

Some looke strawrye
SomMe CAWTyt MAWTye

Full untidye tegges

Lyke rotten egges

Such a lewds sorte

Te¢ Elynoure rescrte

From tyde to tyde

Abyde shyde

And tn you shall be teaide
Iowe her &le is soulde

To muwte and to malde

AECUENOS PAMDS

Some have ne moaye
That thither commye
For their ale to paye
That is & shrewde aray
Elincure sweared naye
Ye shall not beare awaye
My ale for noughte
By hitn that me boughte
With bey dogge haye
Have thess dogges awaye
With getie me a stafle
The swyne eate my draffe
Strike the hogges with u clubbe
They haue dronk vp roi suilting tab
For be there never su much prese
Thews swine go the hys dess
The sowe with her pygges
The bore hia toile wrygges
Agmiost the bye beneh,
With fo, ther is & steoch
Gather vp tbou wench,
Seest thon nol what is fall
Take vp drit end all.
And beare aut of the bal
Qod geue it il previpg.
Clenly as eusl cheuing .
But let us tarne plain,
Ther we left aguine
For ss ill & pateh oy that.
The hens ruz in the masifat
For ihey go o roust
Burnight ouer the ale toust
And donge whau it commes
In the ale tunnes
Then Elinour taketh,
“The mash bol and shaketh
‘The hennes donge away.
And skemmeth it in & Lmy
Wherc as the yeat is
With her maungy fistis
And womtime she blens
The donge of her hannes
And the ale together,
And sayth gossip come hither
This ale shal be thicker
And Aoure the more guicker
For 1 may tel yon
Ilearned it of a Jowe
Wham | betgan to brewe
And ] bave foande it trew
Drinke nowe while it is new

And ye mey it broke
1t shall make yoa [uke
Younger than ye be
Yeres two or thre .
For y& may prove it by me
Bebold she sayd and ase
How bright I am of ble
Ick am not cast awsy
That can my husband saye
Whan we kysse and playe
In fuste and iu likynge
He calleth me his whiting
His muilinge and his nittine
His nobbes and his counye
Hia sweting and bys homny
With basse my prety bonay
Thou erte worthe good and monny
This make I my falyre fancy
“T'yil thut be dreame and dronnye
Far after all oure sport
Than will he rout aud soort
Then swetely together we ly
As two pygges in o stya

To cease me semeth bart
And of this tale to jeast
And for to leaue this letter
Bevause it is no betrer
And becuuse it is no swetler
We wy!l no ferther ryme
Of it, at this time
But we wy! turne playne
Where we lefi aguyne.

TRATIVE PAsATS.

Some instede of ceine aml monoy
Will come and brenge her s conny
Or clse a pot with bonmi
Some u knife ard some a spehe
Fome brynge their hose, some ther shome
Some ran a gnod ot
With a skyilet or a pot
Some fyil their pot l’fﬂt
Of good Lemster woll
An huswife of truste
Whan ahe is a thrust
Suche » webbe can spyn
Her thrytte is full thyn
Soine go strayghte thyther
Be it alaty or slider
They hoide the hye waye
They cure not what men smye
Be that us be maye
Bome Iothe to be espyde
5 yme etart in at the backe syde
Ouer the hedge xnd pale
And all for the food ale
Some renne tyll they swels
Bryng with them malt or whets
And dame Elinoure entreat
Ta byrle them of the best
Than cometh an other gest
She swered bry the rode of rest
Her lyppes are so drye
Without drynke she must dys
Therefore fyll it by and Ly
And haue here s pecke of Ty
Anone eometh anotber
As drys as the otber
And wyth 1:er dotbe bryng
Mele, malt, or other thing
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Her harnest girdle, her walding ringe
To paye far hir seot
As cometh 1o ber jot
Som bringeth her husbandes hood
Because the ale is good
Awmother brooght her kis cap
Tu offer to the ale tap
With 8axe ant with towe
With hey and with bowe
Byt we down a mwe
And dryocke tyll we blowe
And pype tirive tytlowe
Some [ayde to pledge
Theyr tatchet and their wedge
Their hekel and their rele
Their rock, their spinning whele
And somne wenl 50 Barrow
They laid to pledge their wharrow
Thetr ribakin and their spindetl
Theyr nedel snd their thimbell
Here was scante thryfte
‘Whan they made such shyfte
‘Their thrust was 10 great
They asked never for meate
But drincke still drynke
A fet the cat winke
Let va washe oure gommes
From the dry ¢rommes

QUARTUS PAIMDA.

Some for very nede
Lay down a skain of threde
And some u skain of yarue
Bothe beanes and pease
Sroall chaffer dothe ease
Sometime, how and than
Ancther there was that ran
With a good brassepan
Her coloure was full wan
She ran in el the haste
Unbrased and valaate
Tawuys swart and ewallows
Lyke a cake of tallowe
1 aweare by all ballowe
It was u slare to take
T'he deuill in a brake.

And than came haltynge Jone
And broughte a gembone
Ofbakon that was reastye
But Lorde s sho was testye
Angrye as » wapye
She began to yane and gaspy
And bad Elynoure go bet
And fyll in good mente
It was dere that was farre fet

Another bronghte a spycke
Of u bacon Bicke
Her tongue wus verye quicks
But sbe spake mmewhat thicke
Her felowe did stemmer acd ntut
But the was a foale slut
For her mouthe fomed
And ber tellye groned
Jone sayne she had entens a fyent
By Christe sayde she thou lyest
I haue as swete n brenthe
Ag thou with shemefull deatbe
‘Then Elinour smyd, ye callettes
I shall broaks your palsties

Withoot ye nowe cease

And so was made the dronken peacs
That thider crme droncken Ales
And she was fill of tales

OfF tidinges in Walew,

Arrd of saizet James in Gales
And of the Portyagales

With lo yosaip 1 wis

Thus aud thoe it is

There hath ben greate warre
Betwrne Temple barm

And the cresse in Cheape

And there came 30 heape

Of mil sipnes in & routs

She speaketh thus in her shoute
Snenelynge in her nose

As thoughe ahe had the pose
Lo bere is an olds tippet .
And ye wil geue me a sippet
Of your atale sle

God sende you pood sale

Amd as she was dryckyuge
5he 11 ip » wynkynge

With x barye hoode

Bhe pyste shere she stoode
Than began whe to wepe

And forthwith fell on slepe
Elynoure tooke her vp

And blesed her wyth a cup
Of new ale in cornés

Ales fovnde therem oo thornes
But suppel it vp ut ones

She foundigherin ‘po bones

QUINTLE PARSYA.

Now in cometh another rebel
Fyrst one with a ladell
Another with o cradell
And with o syde sadel
And there begag » fabel
And clatterynge snl a babell
Of foles uilly
That bad » fole with willy
With iast you, and gup gillye
3he coulde not lye stillye
Then came in & genet
And sware by sainct Bepnet
1 dranke pot this senoet
A draughte to my paye
Elynoure I the pmy
Of thyne ale let v assaye.
And haoe bere » pilch of gray
I wesre akinnes of conye
Thet causeth I loke 3o donny *
Another than dyd hyche her
Aod broughte a pottel pycher
A tonnel, and a bottel
But she had loat the stoppel
Ste cnt of her sho sole
And stopped therwith the hole.

Amonge all the hlommer
Another bronght & skommer
A frying pan snd a slice
Blynuure made the pryce
For good ale eche whit.

Thag starte in mad Kyt
That had Iytle wyt *

She semed some deals saks
And hreught vp n peny cheks
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Tao dame Elinoure
For &« dmughta of lycour.

Than Margery milke ducke
Her kirtell she did vp tucke
An ynche abous her kne
Her legges that ye might se
But they were sturdy and slubbled
Mighty pewtels and clubbed
As fayre and a» white
As the fota of a kite
She was somwhat fonle
Croke necked lvke an owle
And yet she brooghla ber fees
A cantel of Essex chese
Wan well a fote thicke
Full of maggottes quicke
It wms huge ad graate
And mightye stronge mente
For the deuijll to eate
It was tartz and punyete
Ancther sorte of sluttes
Some broughts walnutes
Bome appies, some pasres
Some brought their clippinge sherea
fome broughte thys and that
Some broughte 1 wote neare what
Some broughte theyr hushandes hat
Some podynges and ynkes
BSome tripes that stinkes

But of all tbys throoge
One came them amonge
She vemed halfe 2 lecha
And began to preach
Of the tewesday in the weke
Whan the mare doth keke
Of the vertue of an wneet leke
Of her husbendes breke
With the feders of & quaile
She could to bourde om sayle
And with good ale barme
She could make a churm
To healpe with all a stylche
She samed to be a wyiche
And spother brought twi goalings
That wer noughty froslings
Some brought them in a wallet
8She was a cumlye callet
The goslinges were untide *
Flinour began to chide
Thay be wrethocke thou haste brout
Tuey ar shyre shaking nought -

SEXTUN PASIDS.

Mzuod ruggy, thither akipped
She was vglye hipped
And vglye thicke lipped
Like an onion sided
Like tan ledder hided
She had her so guided
Betwene the cup and the wall
‘That she wus there with all
Into a palsey fall
With that her hed shalked
And her handes qnaked
Ones hende wolil haue akad
To we her nuked
8he dranke 3o of the dreggey
The dropay was in ber legges
Her face glistring lyke glavss
All foggye fat abe wus

5he had also the gonts

In all her joyntes aboute

Her breLh was soure and siale
And smelied sl of ale

Suche a bedfellawe

Wold make one cast his craw
Hut yet for all that

She drancke on the mashe fat
There came an olde rybibe
She halted of a kyba

And had broken her shyn

At the threshold commyng in
And fell 10 wyde open

That one myght se her token
‘The deail Lhera vn be wroken
What nede all this be spoken
She yelled lyke a caife

Rysc vp on God's halfe

Sayde Elynours Rummynge’

I be ahrewas the for tby cummyng
Ax she at her did plucke
Quake, quake, sayds the ducks
In that lampatrame lap

With fye, couer the shap
Wyth sum Aip flap

God geue it yit happe

Bayde Elynoure for shams
Lyke an honest dame

Up she slearts, halfe lame
And skantlys coulde go

¥or payne and for wo

In came apother daot
Wyth a goee and & guut
8he bad a wile werant
Ghe was nothynge pleasaont
Necked lyke an olipbant
It was & bullifsot
A gredy cormerante
Another brought ber garlik beds
Angther brought her bedes
Of jet or of coale
To offer to the nle pole
Bome brought a wimble
Eome brought & thymble
Some brought & silke lace
Some brought & pincasas
Some her husbandes gowna
Somne  pillowa of downe
Some of the
Aud !l this shyfts they make
For the good ale ke

A straw said bele stande viter
For we haue egges and butter
And of pigecns a payre

Then sterte forthe o Gagigge
And abe brought a bore pigge
The Resh thereof was raoke
And her breath strongly stanhe
Yet or she wente she dranke
And gats her greate thancks
Of Elynoure for her ware
That she thither bare
To paye for her shure
Nowe trulye to my thiakpnge
This in solempne driskyng

BEFTIMUS PASSUE.

Sofl quoth one high sibbil
And let me with you bibill
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Ehe sute downe in the place

With a sorye fuce

Whey wurmed aboute

Garnisbed was her moute

Wlth here and there a I.nucul

Lyke a scabbrd muscul

This ale sayde she is noppy

Let us sippe and soppy

And not spit a droppy

For so mote | hoppye

It coleth well my coppy
Dame Elinoure sayde she

Hone hare is for me .

A cdoute of London pinnes

Aond with that she leginnes

The pot to ber plucks

And dranke a good lucka

She swinge up a quarte

At oner for her part -

Her paznche waw so puffed

And a0 with ale stuffed

Had she oot hyed apace

She had defoyled the place
Thao bezan the sport

Amonga that dronken sort

Dama Elynoure myde they

Lende here » cocke of hay

To make all thynge cleane

Ye wote well what we meane
But syt amonge all

That sate in that hall

Thera waa a pricke me deintie

Sate ivke a saintye

And begen to paintye

A# thougbe she woulde fainty

She made it 13 koy

As a lege demoy

She was not halfe 5o wise

As she was peuysh nyse

She sayde neuer & worde

But rose from the horde

And calted for our dame

Elyooure by name

We supposed 1 wys

That she rose to pisss

But the verye grounds

‘Was for to compounde

With Elynoor in the sponee

To paye for her expence

1 haye no penny nor grote

To pay sayd she, God wot

For wahinge of my throte

But my beden of amber

Bere them to your chaomber

Then Elynour dyd them hide

Wythin her beddes ryde

Eut some tbap sat righte sad

That nothynge had

There of theyr one

Neyther gelt nor pawne

Sache were there mennye

‘That bad not a pennye

Bat whan they should walke

Were fayne with a chalka

To.acgre on the bolke

OF acore on the tayle

Guod jpéve it ¥1] bayle

Fbr. gy fyngers yiche

1 bave writien to mych

Of this mad mummyng

Uf Elynoure Rommynge

Thus' endeth the gest
OF this worthye fest,
@uod Skelton lsureat.

LAUBEATT AKRLTONIDIS TN DESPECTU BALIG-
NANTIOH DINTICGN.

QvrAMYIs insanis, quamvis marcescis inanis
Inuidi cantamus, hete loca plens locis

Pien men soucient

Omnes feminas, quee vel nimis bibule mnt, vel
quee sordida labe squaloris, eot quam Spurca
fmditatis mncl.}la, aat verbom laquacitate notantur,
poeta invitat ad avdiendam bone libellum, &e

Ebria, squalida, sordida fisming, prodige verbie
Hue currat, properet veniat sua facta libellns
late volutabit: Pman sua plectra soneodo
Matarinm rirus cantabit carmine rauco.

FINIB. .
Rund Selton lanreate,

HERE AFTER FOLOWETH A LITLE BOLE WHICH
HATH TO RANE,

WiY COME YE NOT 1D COURT,
Compiled by Mayster Skelion poets laureate,

The refucent micror for all prelats acd presidents
ay well spirituall as temporall sadly to loke
vpon, devised in English by Skelton.

Al nohle men of this take heda
And beleus it as your crede,

To hastye of sentance
To fearce for none offence
Ta acarce of your expence
To large in negligence
To slacke in recompence
To haut in exceliencs
To lyght intellygence
And to lyght in credence
Where these kepe resydence
Reanvn is banihed thence,
And also dame Prudence
W yth sober Pacisnca

All noble men, &c,

Than without collusion
Marke well thys conclusion
Through such abusion
And by suche illusion
Unto great confusion
A noble man may fall
And his honoure sppall
And yf ye thynke thyn skal
Not rubbe you on the gall
Than the deuyll take all, &ec.

Heme vates ille, de quo loquantur in illis.

FoRr nge is a page
Por the court fuil unmeets
For age cannot rage
Nor basse her swecte tweeta
But whan age seeth that ge
Dothe asswage snd refrayne
‘Than wyll age have corage
T come o conrt agayne.
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*. But
Helas, mge ousrage
To madly decayss
That age for dottage
1s recooered now a dayes
Thus age graunt domage
1s vothyng set by
And rags in areTage
Duath renne lamentably.
Ba

That rage most make pillage
‘T'o caiche that cutche mays
Aund wyth soche forage
Hunte the bothage .
That hartes wyl ronne awaye
Bothe hartes and hindes
'With all good mindes
Fare well, iban haue good day

'Than bage good day adew
For defaute of rescew
Some men muy happely rew
And theyr hendes mew
The time doth faste entew
That bales begin to brew
1 dreds by swete Jesu
Thins tale will be to trew
In fayth dicken thou crew.

In fayth dicken, thou crew, ke,

DicxEn, thon erew doutles
For truelye to expresss
There bath be moch exces
With banketyng hraynlews
‘With ryoting rechles
With gembaudyng thryftles
With spend, and waste witles
Treating of truce restlesse
Pratyng for pexce peaslogse
They countring at Cales
Wrange va on the wales
Chief councelour was careles
Gronyog gronching graceles
And to nooe entent
Cur talwod is ail breat
Our fagoties are all spent
We may blow at the cole
Our roare hath cast her fole
‘And Mocke huth lost ber shoo
‘Whet may she do thertoo
An end of an old song
Do right sed oo wrong
Jus right ap & rEmmmes horme
For thrift is threde bare worne
Our shepe are shrewdlye shoroa
And trouthe is all to torne
‘Wisdome is laught to scome
Fauel in false forsworna
Jauel is nobly borne
Hauel and Haruy hafter
Jacke Trauell nad Cole crafter
‘We shall heare more hereafter
With polling and sbuuynge
With borowyng and crauyng
With reuyng ond rmuyag
With swearing and ataryng
There vayleth no reasonyng
For wil doth rule al thyng
Wrl, wyl, wyl, wyl, wyl,
He ruleth alway atyl
Good resson and good skyll . .

They may gurlicke pill
Cary sackes to the mil
Or pescoddes they may shil
Or els go roste o stone
There is no man but one
‘That hath the strokes alone
Be it hlacke or white
All that he doth in right
Asright as a cammocke cvoksd
Thys bil wel ouer Joked
Clerely perceine we may
‘There went the hare awaye
The hare, the fox, the gray,
‘The hart, the himde, the bucie
(GGod senxd va hetter lucke.

God send vs better lucke, &o

Tt Andrew, twit Scot
Get heme, ge scoure thy pot
For we haue spent our shot
‘We shall haue a tot quot
From the pope of Rome
To weaue all in one lome
A webbe of Lylse wulce

Opus male dulce.

The deuill kysse his cule

'Por whiles he doth rule

All is warse and warse
The deuill kysse his arse
For whether be bletse or curse
[t can not be muche worse
Froe Baumberow to Bothambmr
Wa hane cast vp otre war
And roade & worthy truse
Wyth gup lauel quse
Gur mony madly seot
And more maodly spent
From Croydon to Kent
‘Wote ye whither they went }
From Winchelsy to Rye
And all not worthe » fye
From Wentbridge to Hull
Qur army waxeth dull
With turne ull home sguyme
And neuer a Scot slayoe
Yet the good erde of Sarray
The French men be doth fraye
And vexeth them day by duy
‘With all the power he maye
Tbe Frenchemen ha bath fainted
Aund wade thejr hertes stiained
Of cheualry ke is the four
Our Lord be his seccoure
The French ten he hath so mated
And their coarnge abated
That they ace but halfe men
Like foxes in their den
Like cankerd cowardes sll
Like heoos in a stone walle
They kepe them in their holdes
Lyke hen herted cukoldes

But yet they ouer alioote us
With erownes and with scutus
With scutes and crownes of golds
] drede we are bought and solde
1t is & wonders warke
They shoota ull at one marke
At the cardionls hat
They shote all nt that
Out of their strooge townea
They shiots st bim with crownss .
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With crownes of gold emblased
‘They make him 50 amased
And his eyen ro dased
‘That he ne see ¢an
To koow God nor man
He in met no biye |
Io his ierarchy
Of frantike freneay
_ And folgsh fantasy

‘That in the cbambre of stars
All matters theré he mare
Clapping bis rod on the borda
No man dare spenke a word
For he hath all the saying
Without any rensying
He rolleth in his recordes
He saith, bow say ve my fordes ?
I3 not my reason gnod -
Good euin good Rabin hood
Some say yes. Andsome
Bit still av they were dome
Thus thwarting over thome
He ruleth al the rosie |,
With bragging and with boste
Borne vp on ¢uery gyde
With pompe and with pryde
With trompe vp alleluya
For dame Philargerya
Hath se his bart in hold
He loueth nothyng but gold
Apd Asmodeus of hel
Maketh his membres swel
With Dalyda to Mell
That wanton damsell

Adew philesopbia
Adew theclogia
Weleome dame Simonia
‘With dame Castrimergia
To drynke and fur to eaie
Sweet [pocros and swele meate
‘To kepe his fleshe chuate
In Lente for a repaste
He eateth capona atewed
Fesaunt, and partriche mewed—
Spareth neyther mayd ne wyfe
This is & postels lyfe

Helas my hait iy sory
Tao tall of vayne glory
But now vpon this story
1 wyl) no further rime
Tyll anotber time

Ty} anuther Lime.

WHAT newes what newes

Bmull newes that true is

‘That he worth twa kues

Bat et the paked stewes

I vnderstande howe that

The sygn of the Cardinall hat
That inne is now shit vp

‘With gup whore gup, nowe gup
Gup Uilliam Trauillian

‘With iast youo I say Jullion
Wyll ye beare no coles

A mainy of maresollcs

That occupy their holes

Foll of pocky moles.

‘What beare ye of Lancashire
They were not payd theyr hyre
They wrg fell an any fyre

¥oL. 11,

What heare ye of Cheshyre
They haue layde sll in the myce
They grodge and sayde
Their wages were pot payde
Some sayde they were afrayde
OfF the Scottishe hoste
For all their crake and boate
Wilde fire and thunder
For all this wordiy wonder
A hundred myle o sunder
They were wlhan they were next
That is a truc text
What beare ye of the Seottes
'They make vs all sottes
Poppyug folysb dawes
They muke #3 to pyli strawes
They play their old praokes
After hantly bankca
At the streme of Banokes burne
‘They did v a shrewde turie
Whan Edward of Knrparvan
Lost all that his father wan -
What here ye of the Jord Dakers
He maketh va lacke rakers
He wayes we are hut erakers

. He catleth v& Eagloud men

Stronge harted Iyke an hen

For the Scottes and he

To weil they de ageee

‘With do thou fur mee

Anl [ ghal do for thee

Whilen the red hat Joth endure

He maketh himself cocke sure

The red hat with his lure

EBryngeth nl thinges ¥nder sure
But as the world nowe goase

What heare ye of thelord Rose

Nothyng to purpose

Not worth a cockly fose

Their hertes be in their hose

The erle of Northumberland

Ijare toke nothing on haud

_ Our barons be sv bolde

Into & mouse hole they wold

. Runpe away and ereep

Like a mainy of sheep

Pare pot loke out & dur

For drede of the maystifc cur
For drede of the bouchers dog
Wold wirry them like an hog

For and this curre do gnar
They must stende alji a far
To holde vp their hand at the bar
For all their nople blowde
He plackes them by the hond
And shokes them by the care
And bryng them in suche feave
He baiteth themn lyke a beare
Lyke an oxe ora bul
Their wittes he sayih ore dul
He naith they bave no brayne
‘Their estate to maintnine
And muke to bowe their knce
Before his maiestee.

Judgen of the kinges lawes
He countes them foles and dawse
Bergeauntes of the coyfe eka
He mveth they arc to scke
In pleating of their case
At the commune place

T

2
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Or ot the Kinges benche
He wripgeth them such a wrenche
That all our learned men
Dare oot set theyr peune
To plele a true triall
‘Within. Weaunin ter hall
In the Chauncery where ha sittes
But suche as he admittes
None 50 bardy to speake
Ha saith, thou buddy peake
Thy learning 3 to lewd
Thy tounge is not we)l thesrde
Ta weeke before our grace
And openly in that plsce
He rugen and [ie mues
And catls thum cankerd knaues
Thus royaily be doth deale
Under the kinges brode seale
And in the Checker he them checkes
In the Ster chambre he nods and backs
And beareth him there 5o stout
That no man dare rout
Duk-~, earle, barun, nor lorde
But to his sentence must accorde
Whether he be knight or squyer
All men folow his desyre
‘What say ve of the Scottish kyng
That ix another thing
He is bpt en youglyng
A tall worthy striplyug
Her ia n whispring and a whiplyng
He shonld Le bither brought
But and it were w. 1l sought
1 trow all will be nought
Not worth a shitlel cocke
Not.worth a soue calstocke
There goeth wany a Iye
Of the duke of Aibany
That of showld gu bie head
Apd brought ip quicke or dead
And all Scotland oures
The mountenavnce of two houres *
But ar some men fayu
T drede of some faise trayn
Bubtelly wrought shalbe
Under o fained tregte
But within monethes three
Men may happely we
The trechery, ani the prankes
Of the Scottisbe bankes
What heare ye of Burgonions
And the Spanyaides onions @
They haue slain cur Euglishmen
Aboue three acore and ten
For al your amites
No better they agree
God sane iny lon] Admirell
What heare ye of Muottrel ?
Ttere wyth 1 dare nat mel
Yet what beave ye tell
Of onr graund counsel ?
I could say some what
But speake ye no more of that
For drwde of the red Lat
Take peper i the nose
For than thyne head of guse
OF by the hard orse
But there iy some Lranars
Betwene swome and some
That makes our sire to glum

It is some what wrong-

"That his berde is 30 long

He morneth in blacke clothiog
I pray God saue the kyng
Where euer he go ot ride

1 pray God he his guide

Thus will I conclude my stile
And fall to rest a whyle

And m to rest m while, &e.

O¥NCE yet agayn
Of you I wold fraine
Why come ye not o courte
To which court?
To the kinges court
Or to Humpton court #
Nuy to the kinges court
The kynges court
Bhould haue the exellence
Bt Hamplon court
Hath the preemincnce
And Yorkes place
With my [ordes grace
To.whose magnificence
1s all the confuence
Sutes sund supplications
Embassades of all nagions
Straw for law canon
Or for the law commaoo
Or for lawe cinill
It shall be as he wyll’
Stop at law tancrele
An chstract or a coucrela-
Be it soure he it sweely
, Hin wiedome is 50 discrete
That in & fume or an hete
‘Warden of the Fleta
Set him fast by the fete
And of his royal poure
Whan him lyst to loure
Than hauve him to the Téoure-
Saunz sulter remedy
Haue him furth by and by
To the Marshalsy
Or to the Kinges benche
. He diggeth so in the trench
Of the eourt royall
‘That he ruleth them all
So he dothe mdermynde
And such sleightes dothe fynde
That the kinges mynde  *
By him s cubuerted
And w0 streatly coarted
In crwdenging his tales
. That al is but nutshules
That any other sayth
He hath in him such faith
Now, yet al this might be
Suffred and taken in gree
If that, that he wrought
To any pood end wer brought
But afl be bryngcth to aneght
But God that wne deare bought
He beareth the king on haud
That he must pyl his land
To mnke his cofirs vych
But he layeth al in the dyche
And vaeth such ahusidbn
‘That in the eonclusion
All commeth 1o confusion
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Perceiue the cause whye
‘To tell the trouth plainiye
He ia 50 nmbicious
So shameles, and a0 viciona
And so supersticious
And 60 wuch oblicious
From whens that he came
That be falleth in Acisiam
Which truely to expresse
Ts s forgetfulnes
r wyliful blindoes
‘Wherwith the Sodomites
Lost their inward sightes
The Gommoricos also
‘Were brought to deadly wo
A scripture Tecordes
A cecitate cordis
In the Latyn aynge we
Liberm nos Domine
But this mad Amalecks
Like to Amamelek

- He vegardeth lordes ot
. No more than pot shordes

He is in sche elacion
Of his exaltacion
And the supportacion
our scueraine lorde
That God to reconde
He ruleth at at will
‘Without reason or akyll i
Howbeit they be prymordyall
Of hys wretched originall
And his base progeny
And his gresy geneaiogy
He eame of the savke roiall
That was cast out of & houchers stall.
But howe euner he was borne
Meén would bave the lesae scarne
If he could consider
His byrth and rowme together
And cali to his mynde
How noble and how kynde
To hym be hath founde
Our souernyne lord, chief ground
Of all thys prelacy
And set hym nobly
In great gucthorite
Out from a low degre
Which he con not see
For he was parde
No doctour of deuinitie
Nor doctor of the law
Nor of pone other saw
But a pore mainter of arte
God wot had [ittle part
Oftke quatriviste
Nor yet of triuials
Nor of pbilosophye
Nor of philology
Nor of good pollicy
Nor of estronomy
Nor acquainted worth a ity
‘With Lhonownble Haly
Nor with ruyal Ptholomy
Nor with Alhumasar
To treate of any slar
Fyxt ar els mabil
His Latin toange doth hobbyl
He dotir bt clout and cobbel
In Tullis facultie
Called humanilie

Yet proudly he dare pretend

How no man ¢an him amend

But have ye not heard thiy .

How an one eyed man is

Wel sighted, when

He is amonge blynd men,
Than our proces for tu stable -

This man was ful vaable

To reche Lo such degree

Had not our prince be

Royall Henry the eyght

Take him in such conceyte

That he set him n heyght

In exemplyfieng

Qreat Alexandor the king

5o writing as we finde

‘Which of his royal miade

And of hie noble pleasure

Tra ding out of 3

Thought to do a thyng

That pertaineth to a kyng

To make vp one of nougth

And made to him be brought

A wretched pore man

Which hia Lining wen

‘With planoting of leckes

By the dayes and by the weekes

And of this pore vassal

He made & kyng royal

And gauve him a vealme to rule

That occupyed a showel

A mattoke, and & spade

Belore that he was made

A kyng, as I baue told

And ruled as be wold

Such is a kynges power

To make within an hower

And worke guch a miracle

That ahatbe a spectacle

Of renowme and worldly fame

In likewise now the same

Cardinall, is promoted

¥et with lewd conditions hoted

As hereafter bene nated
Presumpcion and vein glorie

Enuy, wrath, aod lechery

Couetes, and gluttony

Blothful to do good

Now frantike, now starke wode
Shuld this man of such mode -

Rule the swerde of myght -

How can he do right

For he wyll as soone smyght

His freend, = his foe

A procerbe long2 » g0
5&t vp ye wreiche on hye

In u trone triumphantly

Make him a great cutate

And he wil play checke mote

With royall maiestee

Count hyrs seif as good as he

A prelate potenciall

To rule vader Beliyall

As ferce and sy cruefl

An the feende of hel

His seruanntes merall

He dothe renile and hralt

Lyke Meahoond in a play

No man dare bim withsaye

He bath dispigit and scorns

At them that ba wel boroe

ﬂ':“:“ oy

~
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He rebukes them and raylen
Ye horsons, ye vassoyles
Ye knaues, ye churles sonnes
Ye ribands, not worth two plumms
Ye rainbeaten beggats reiagged
Ye recrayed ruffins all ragged
‘With stoupe thou heuel
Renne thou iavel
Thou peuish pie pecked
Thou lose] long necked
Thus dsily they be decked
‘Taunted gnd checked
That they are 50 wo
They wot not whether to gu
No mao dare come Ly the speche
Of this gentel Jacke breche
Of what estate he be
Of spirituat digoitie
Nor duke of hye degree
Nor marques, earle, nor lord
Whichk shrewdly doth accord
Thua be borne so hase
All noble men should out face
His countinsunce lyke u kayser
My lord is not at layser
Sir ye must tary a stound
Ty better layser be found
And sir, ye must daunce attendangce
And take pacient suflferaunce
For my lordes grace
Hath now no Lime cor spree
‘To speake with you, as yet
And thus they shal sy1
Chuse them syt or flit
Stand, waike, or ride
And his laiser abide
Parchaunce half a yere
And yet never the nere
This daungerous dowsipers
Like » kioges pere
And within this sixteen yere
He wold have ber right fayo
To baue ben & chaplayn
And have taken riekt grest pain
‘With a pore knight
What sc ever he hight
The chief of his cwn counsel
They cun not well tcll
Whan they with him should mel
He is 50 fierce and fel
He vayles and he rates
He calleth them doddy pates
He grinnes and he gapes
As it were Jacke Napes
Such a med Bedlem
.For to ruie this realm
It is & wonderous case
That the kinges grace
Is toward him 0 minded
And s farre blivded
‘That he can not perceive
How be doth him disceyue
I doughbt lesst by sorsery
Or such other loselry
As witch craft, or charmning
Por be is the kinges deriyng
And his sweete hart rote
And is gouerned by this mad koote
For what is a man the better
For thekyoges letiar

Por he wil tere it & sunder

Wherat much I wonder

How such & hoddy poule

5o boldiy dare controule

And 3o mulapert]y withstand

The kynges owsne hand

And settes pot by it a mite

He sayth the kyng doth wiyte

And wryteth he wot not what

And yet for all that

The kyog hit clemency

Deapenseth with his demensy
But what his grace doth thizke

I haue no pen or ynke

That therwith can mel

But wel T can tel

How Franoces Petratke

That much noble clerke

Writeth how Charlemeine

Cauld not him self refrayne

But was raujsht with = mage

Of & byke dotage

But howe that came abouke

Rexde ye the story out

And ye shal Gnde surely

1t was by cicromensy

By carectes and coniuracion
Under s certayne conatellscion
And a certyne fumigacion

Under a stone an & gold tyng
Wrought to Charlemain the kyng
Whiche constrayned him forcebly
For to loue u certaine bady
Aboue af other inondinatlye
‘This is no fable nor no lie

At Acon it was brought to pas
As by mine auctor tried it was
But Jet my masters mathematical
Tel you the rest, for me they shalk
They hiue the ful intelligence
And dare vee the experience

_In there obsolute corscicnce

To practique such abalete science
For 1 abhor to smatter

Of one 50 denillyshe a matter

But T will 1uoke further relacion

Of thin Isagogicell colation

How manter Gaguine the crownicler

Of the fentes of war

That were done in Praunce

Maketh remiembraunce®

How kyvg Lewas of late

Made up a grest eatate

Qf a pore wretched man

Wherof much care began

Wherof much care began

Jobannes Baloa waes his nume

Mine suctor writeth the same

Promoted was he

To s cardinale dignitie

By Lewes the kynge sforasayd

With him so wel apayd

‘That he made him hys chaunceler

To muke a¥i, or to mar

And to rale »s bim liste

Tyl he checked at the fxta

And agayne sl reason

Committed opst tresson

And aguinst his Jord soutrain

Wherefore he vuffrad paia

’
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Was heded drawen apd quarterd
And dyed stinkyogly martred
Loe yet fer all that
He ware & cardinals hat
Ia him was small fayth
As mine suctor rayth
Not for that 1 meane
Suche a casuelty should be sesns
Or snche chaunce should fal
Unto our ¢ardinal.
Almightye God I trust
Hath for him discusts
That of force he masts
Be faythfoll, true and iuste
To oure most Toyal kynge
Chief rote of his makyng
Yet it is a wilye mouse
That can bylde his dwelling honse
Withiu the cattes eares
‘Withouten drede or feare
It i8 & nice reconing
To put &l the gouermyng
All the rule of this land
Into one mans hand
One wise mans head
May itand somwhat in stade
Bat the wittes of meny wyse
Munch better can denise
Dy their circamapection
Ard their sd direction
To cause the commune weala
Lunge te endnre in heals
Christ kepe king Heory the eyght
From trechery and disceipt
And graunt him grace to know
The faucen from tha crow
The wolle from the Jambe
From whens that maintife came
Let him neuer confounde
The gentil greybound
Of this marter the ground
s rasy to expound
And sone may be perceyued
How the world is conueyed
But barke my frend one worde
In earvest or in borde
Tel me now in this dede
Is majster Mewt as dead
The kinges French secretary
And his yntroe eduenary

_ For he sent in writing

To Fraunces the French kyoge

OFf onr masters counse! in eueri thing

That wea a perillons relen‘gng
Nay, nay, he is not den

But he was 50 payned in the bead

That be shall pever eat more bred

Now he is gone to apother steda

With a bul under tead

By way of commission

To a strannge jurisdiction

Called Diminges Dule

Farre beyonde Portyngale

And hath his pasporte to pas

Ttra sanre matas

To the deuil syr Sathanas

To¢ Plute and syr Bellyal

The deuils vicare geperall

And to hiw colledge connentuall

As wel calodemoninl

Az to cacademoniall
To puruay for our cardinall
A palace pontificall’
To kepe his court proginciall
Upon articles indiciall
To contend and to etriue
For his prerogatiue
Within thet consistory
To make sotnmons peremptorye
Before some prothonotory
Imperial or papnl
Upon this matter misticall
I baue told you part, but not all

Here after perchaunce 1 ahall
Make a large memariall
And a farther rehersall
And more paper L thinke to blot
To the court why I came aot
Desiring you aboue all thing
To kepe you from Jaughyng
Whan ye fall to redyng
Of thiz wanton scrowle
Aud pray for Mewtas soule
For he is wel pact and gone
That wold God euery chone
OFf his affipitie
‘Were gone as wel as ha
Amen, amen, sy ye
Of your inward charitie,

Amen.
Of your inwanl charkie.

IT were greate ruthe
For writinge of truthe
Anye manne shoulde be
In perplexitic

Of displessure

For I make you sure
Where trouth is abhord
It is a playne recorde
That thete wantes grace
In whose place

Dothe occapys

Full vngraciously

Fals Battery

Fals trechery

Faln hryberye

Subtyle 8ym Sly

With mad folye

For who can best {yn
He is best set hy )
‘Than farewell to thes
Welthfull felicites

For prusperitie .
Awaye than wyll flae
Than mure we agree
With pouertye

For misery

With penurye
Miserably

And wretchedly
Hathe made Askry
And oute erya
Folowynge the cham
To dryue away grace
Yet sayest thou percase
Wo can lacke no grace
For my lordes grace
And my ladyes grace
With trey. dense ase
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And ase in the face

Bome haute and some bace

Bome daunce the trace

Euer in one case

Merke me that chase

In the tenpis play

For sinke quater trey

1r & tal man

He rob, but we ran

Huy the gye and the gun

‘The graye goose is no swan

The walers were wan

And beggers they ban

And they cursed Datan

De tribu Dan

That this worke began

Palam et clam

With Balak nnd Balam
The golden mm

Of Flemmyng dam

Sem, Japheth, or Cam ?
But how come to pas

Your cupboorde that was

I turned to glusse

From wiluer to brusse

From golde tv pewter

Or els to a pewter '

To copper, to tyn

Ta leaile, or alcamin

A goldzmyth your mayte

But the chefe of your fayre

Might stand now by potters

And smche an sel trotrers

Pytchors and potshordea

Thin shrewdiy accordes

To be a cupborde far lordea
My lord now and sir knyghte

Good cuen and good nyghte

For now sir ‘i'ristram

Ye muxte weare buckmum

Or Cenuns of Cans

For silkra or wane

Our royals that shone

QOur nobles are gone

Amonge the Dargonions

And Spanyanles onyons

And the Flanderkyna

Oyl sveateas and Cate spinnes

They are happy that wynues

But Englande may well my

Fye on this winnyng aiway

Naw pothing, but pay pay

With laughe and lay downe

‘Borough, citie and towna
Good apringe of Lanam

Muzte counte what became

Of his clothe meukyng

He iz at, such takyng

‘Though his purse wax dul

He must tax for his wul

By nature of @ new writ

My lerdes grace nameth it

A quia non satisfacit

In the spight of his teeth

He must pay agayne

A thousand or twayn

Of his gold in store

And yet he payde hefore

And hundred ponnd and more

Which pincheth hym sore

My lordes grace wil bryog
Downe thys hye spryage
And brynge it so lowe
1t shal not euer Aow .
Suche a prelate | trow
Were worlliy o row
‘Tharow the streyie Marocke
Ta the gybbet of Baldack
He wold dry vp the strenmes
Of pine kynges realme
Al rivers and wela
Al waters Lhat swels
For with va be so mels
‘That withio England dwels
1 would be were somwhere cla
For elaby and by
He will drinke v¢ 10 dry
Aopd sucke v& 90 nye
That men shall scuntly
Haue penny or halyeonye .
God saue hys noble grace
And graunt him & place
Endlesss to dwel
‘With the deuill of bef
For and he were there
‘We nend geuer feare
Of the feeodes blacke
For I vndertake
He wold so breg and crake
That he wold than make
The deuils to quaks
To shudder and to shake
Lyka = Ber drake
And with a cote mks
Brusae them on a brake
And binde them to a stake
And set. hel on fyre
At his owpe desire
He iu such a grym syre
And such a potestolate
And suche a potzstate
That ha wold breke the hrayoes
Of Lucifer in bis chaines
And rule them eche one
In Lucifera trone
I would he were gone
For amouge vs is uone
That ruleth, but he alone
‘With oute il good reason
Aud a'l oute of season
For Folam Peason
‘With him be not geson
They grow very ranke
Upon every banke
Of his herhers greene i
With my Iady bright and sheens
On their game it is secn
They play not al clezn
And it be as 1 weene
But as touching diseretion
With svber direction
He kepeth them in subiection
They can haue no protection
To rule nor to guide
But »il must be tryde
And ebide the ¢correction
Of biin with ful affection
For as for wytte
The deujll epeed whitle
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Wt braiosicke and braynlesse
‘Witles and reachlessa
Careles aml shamelesse
Thriftles and gracelease
Together are bended
And a0 condiscended !
That the commune wellh
“Shal sener haue good helth
But latterd and tugged
Ragged, and rugged
Shaurn and shyrne
And all threde bare worua
Such gredines
Such nedipes
Miserablenes
With wretchednes
Hath brooght in distres
And much heauines
And great dotour
England the flour
Of relucent hongur
do old commemaracion
Most royal English nacion
Now ail is out of facion
Almost in desolacion
1 speske by protestacion
God of his misermcion
Send better reformacion
Lo, for to do shamfully
He judgeth it no foly
#ut to write of his ahame
He sayihe we are to blame
What a frensi io thiz  +
Na shame to do amyn
And yet he in 8 shamed
To be shamefully named
And oft prechgurs be blamed
HBycause they baue prociamed
His madnes by writing
His simplenes resiting
Remording and biting
With cbiding aod with fiting
Bbewyng bim Guddes laws
He calleth the preachors dawes.
And of holy woriptures snwes
He counteth them for gigawa
And putteth them to scileoce
And with wordes of violence
Like Pharao, void of grace
Did Moyses sore manase
And Aroun sore he tbret
The word of God to let
This Mamnet in likewise
Aguinat the church doth rise
The preschours he doth dispise
With crakyng in such wise
S0 bragging all with bost
‘That ne preachour almost
Dare speake for bys lyfe
Of lordre grace, nor his vyfa
For he hath such a bul
He may take whome he wul
And a# many as him likes
May eat pigges in Lent for pykes
AfRter the sectes of berctikes
For in Lent he wil eate
Al maner of fleshe meate
That he can any where gesit
‘With other abusions great
Whereof to trete
1t wold make the denill to rwet

For all priuileged placen
He brekes and defaces
All places of religion
He hath them ia deriston
And meketh such prouision
To driue them at diuision
And finaliy in conciuzion
To bring them tu confusion
Sainet Albons to recorde
Wherof this vogmcious lorda
Hath made bim self abbot
Against their willes god wot
Al this he doth deale
Vader strength of the great seafl
Aod by his legacy
Which madly he doth applya
Unto an extrauaguncye
Pyked out all good law
With reasond that ben raw
Yet whan he toke fivst his bat
He »aid he knew what was whst
Al justice he pretended
Al thinges should be amended
Al wronges he wold redress
Al injurien he wold repres
Al periuries he wold oppressa
And yet this grceles elfe
He in periured himselfe
Ab plainlye it dothe appere
Who Het lo enquere
In the regestry
Of my lord of Cantorbury
To whome he was professed
In thre pointes expressed

The first to do him rewerence
‘The second to owe him obeditnca
The third with whole affection
To be wnder his subiection
But now he maketh obiection
Under the protection

*Of the kinges great seals

‘That he setteth neuer s deale
By biu former othe
Whether God be pleassd or wroth
‘He maketh 30 proud pretance -
‘That in his equipalens
He jfudgeth him equicalant
With God omnipotent
But yet beware the rod
And the stroke of God

The apostel Peter
Had a pore miter
And g pore cope
Whan he was create pope
Fyrat in Antioche
He did neuer approche
Of Rome to the see
Wyth sache digoitie

Sainct Dunstan what was he
Nuothing he saieth lyke to me
There i3 a dinersitie
Betwene bim and me
We passe hvm in degre
Ag legntus & latere

Ecce sacerdos maguus
That wyll bed vs and haoge v
And stroightly strangle ve
That he mnyes fang ve
Deere and decretall
Constitucion prouincisil

e
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Nor nol awe canonicall
Sbat let the preest pontificall
“T'o sit in caues sangainis
Now God amende that is amis
For | suppose that he is
0Of Jeremy the whisking rod |
The flayle, the scourge
Of almighty God
This Naman Sirus
So fel and 80 irous
80 ful of melanchaly
Wilh a flap before his eye
Men wene that he s pocky
Or els his surgions they lye
For os far as they can spy
By the craft of surgery
It is manus Domini
And yet this proud Antiochus
He is 50 ambicious
Sao elate, and so vicious
And se crwd harted
That he will not be conuerted
For he setteth God a parte
He is now 50 cuerthwart
Ard 50 payned with panges
That a2l his trust hanges
In Belthosor, which hesled
-. Domingo's nose, thal was wheled
That Lumberdes nose mesu [
That standeth yet awry
1t was not healed alderbest _
It wtandeth somewhat on the west
1 inesne: Domingo Lomelyn
That wos wonte to win
Mucte mony of the kyng
At the cardes ond haserding
Taithasor that healed Domingos poss
Trom the puskilde pocky pose
Now witls his gnmmes of Arahy
Hath promised to hele our curdinals eie
. Yet sume surgions put a dout
Lest he will put it elean out
And make liym lame of bis nether lims
God send hym sorow for his sinnes
Sum men might aske s question
By whuse suggestion
I toke on hand thie warke
Thus boldly for to barke
And men liste to harke
Avrt my wordes mmarke
1 wyl answere lyke s cletke
Fur truly and vofayued
I mn foreebly constrained
At Juuinals request
To wryght of this glorious gest
Of this vaine glorious beest
His fome to be encrenst
At eneyy solemnpne fesst
Buia difficilc est
Sativam non seribere ?
Now master doctour, how saye ye
Wlat 50 ener your name be
What though ye be namelesse
Ye shall not escape blamelesse
Nor yet shel scape shamelesse
Mayster doctor in your degre
Your zelf madly ye oner see
Rlame Juuinail and blame not me
Maister doctor dirfeurn
Omne sainj vicium, &,

. Nibilo melius aut madicatum

An JuuinaH doth record
A smal! defnute in 5 grest lorde
A Iytle cryme in a greatbe estate
Is muche more inordinate
And move horrible to behalde
Than any other a thousand fold
Ye put to blare ye wot nere whome
Ye may weare a cockes coome
Your fohd hed in your furred bood
Hold ye your tounge ye ean oo good
And at more conuenient time
1 may fortune for rime
Somwhat of your madnesse
For smail is your sednesse
To put auy men in lacke
And say ¥} behynde hys backe
And my wordes merke trulye
That ya cannot byde therehy
Por Smegma non st sinamomum
But de absentibus nil nisi bonum
Complaine or do what ye will
Of your complaint it shal not skill
This is the tenor of my bil .
A dwaucocke e be, and so shalbe still
Sequitur epitoma )
De mortbilloso Thoma
Nec non cbeceno
De Foliphemo, &c.

PoRRro perbelle dissimulatom
Iilum Pandulphum tantam legatam
Tam formidatum nuper prelatuny
Namen Syrum nunc longatem

Ir sclitedine jum commoratum
Neapolitanc morbo gravatum
Malsgmate, catoplasmati statvea
Pharmocopole ferre formtum i
Nililo magis alleviatum

Heiictis famulis ad famulsture '
2uod toiletur infamie
Sed major patet insanin
Amodo ergo Ganea
Abhorrent ille Ganeus
Dominug male Cretecus :
Apting Dictus Tetricus !
Phenaticus freneticus
Graphicus sicut Melricus

Autumhat,

Hoc genus dictaminis

Non egit examinia

In centiloquio nec centimetro

Honorati Gmmmatici Mauti.
Decasticon virtlentum in galeratum,

Licaonta marinum, S,

Prah dolor, ccce maris lupys &
nequissimus, ursus

Canilicis vitulua Britonumque
bubulcus inigungs .

Conflatas, vituins, vel Oreb vel
Snimana, vel Zeb.

Gerduus, & crndelis Asaph qui
Datan reprohatus

Elsndun 8 Aehitophel, regis
teclus omne Britanmem

Ecclesiay, qui namque Thomas
Confundit ubique

Non sacer iste, Thomas
Sed duro eorde, Goleas

2uem gestat Malus
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mathane caret {obsecro culus
Fundens Aspeitum {precor)
buge versum lege cautum
Asperiuz nihif est miserc
Apostropha ad Londini cives (citando mulum
ssinc aureo golerzto) in occuraam asini, &e,
EXCiTAT asinus multum mirabile, visa
Caicibus O vesito cives goeurite Asello
Bui reznum regemque rezit qui vestm gubernat
Predia, divitias, nummos, grany, spoitando.
Dixit allurlens, immo flludens perodoxam de
®Mino gureo galerato. Axxiii.
Hev vatis ille, de quo loquuntur mille,
FINIS,

MEIAE AFTER FOLOWETH A LITLE BOKE CALLED
COLYN CLOUT,

CONMPILED BY MASTEA SHELTON PORT LAD-
BEATH.

2nis consurgat mecura adversun malignantes? aut
quis stabit mecum sdversus operantes iniqui-
inten ! Nemo domine

Waat ean it aoalle
To dryue forth usoayla
Or to make & myle

Of en herynges wajle
To ryme or to royla
To write or to indyted, ¥

Eyther for delite
Or els for dewpite
Or bookes o compile
Of diners manex of style
Vyce to reuike
And sione to exyle
To teache or to precha
As reason wyll rench
Saye thys and saye that
His heod is o fat
He wolttcth nower what
Nor wherol he speaketh
He cryeth and he creketh
He pryeth and he peketh
e chydes and he chatters
He prates and he pajters
tle clytters and he elattern
He mesdles and he smattery
He glases and he flatters
Or if he speake pleine
Than he lacketh brayne
He i3 but a foole
Let him go Lo sepole
A three fonted atoole
That he may downe syt
For he lacketh wit
Aond if that he hit
The nayle on the head
It standeth in no stede
The deuyli they say is dead
The denil ia dead,

1t may wel #o be
Or ele they wold see
Otherwise and fice
Prom worldly vanitie
And foule covetousnes
And olher wretchedned
Fickell falseneste

Varysbienema
With vnstablenesse
And if ye stand § out
Who brought this ryme about
My name is Colyn Clout
I propose to shalte out
All my couning bagge
Lyke o clarkely hagge
For though my rime be mgged
Tattered and isgged
Rudely rayne beaten
Rusty and moothe eaten
If ye talke well therewyth
It hath in it some pith
For as farre as I can see o
It is wrong with eche degree &
For the temporalty 13 &~
Accusalh the spiritnelty
The spirituall agayn
Doth grudge and compliain
Upon temporall men
Thue eche of other blother
“The tone against the tother
Alas they make me shoder
For tn hoder moder
The churche is put in fwlte
The prelates ben so haut
They say and loke 30 hys
Asthough they wold fiye
Aboue the aterry sky
Lay men say indede
How they take no hede _
Theiv acly shepe to fede MW
Bat pluax:e away and pyl f
The fleces of their wall
Unnethes they leve a locke
Of wull amonge their flocka
And as for theyr eonoyng
A glumminy aud a mummyng
And make therof s jape
They gaspe and they gape
Al t¢ hane promocion
There is their whole deuocion
With money, 1f it will hap
To cath the forked cap
Forsoth they sre to lewd
To say s all be shrewd
What trow ye they say moregy
Of the byshoppes lure o
How in matters they bt raw
They Iumber forth the law {
To herke Jacke snd Gyl -~
W han they put vp 8 bil ~
And judge it a3 they will -’
¥or other mens skifl =
Expeunding out their cleuses
And leaue their owne cacsy
In their principal cure £
They make but iytle sure £
And meddels very light
1o the chuecher right ¥
Bat ire and veoire
And sol fa, 80 aiam#e 1
That the premenire
T like to be set a Hrey
Ip th:eirjurisdicﬁons&
Through temporzll atlictions '\ .
Men say they haue prescriptions w
Against the spititnsl contradictions
Accompting them as fictions ¢
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And whiles the heades doe this
The rempaunt is amis
Of the clergy all

. Both great apd small

1 wot peuer how they warke

But thus the people carke

And surely thus they say

Byshoppes if they may

Smal houses wold kepe

But slumbre forth and slepa

And asmay to crepe

‘Withio the noble walles

Of the kinges halles

To fat their bodies full |

Their soules lame and dul

Ared buue ful litle care

How euit their shepe fare
The temporulity say plain

How hishoppes disdain

Sermons for to make

Or such labour to take

And for to say trouth

A great part is ful slouth

But the greatest part

Ia for they haus but kmal art

Aud right selender cunnyng

Within their hendes wunning

But this reason they Lake

How they are able tp make

With their gold and treasure

Clerkes out of measure

- And yet that is a pleasure

How be it some there hea
Almaost two or three

Of that dignity

Full worshipful Clerkes

As nppeareth by their werkes
Like Aaron and Ure

The wolfe from the dore

To wary and 40 kepe

From their gostly shepe

And their spiritual lammes
Bequestred from mmames
And from the berded gotes
‘With their bery cotes

Set vought by gold ne grotes
Their names if | durst tel.

But they are lothe to mel
And Jothe to baug Lhe hel
Aboot the cattes necke
For dred to have 8 cheeks
They are fain to play, denz deck
How be it they are good men
Much harted Iyke an hen
Their lessons forgotten they hane
That Backet Uwm gaus
Thomo manum mitlit ad fortis
Spernit darna spernit opprohria
Nulla Tbomam frangit injuria
But now euery spirituall falber
Men say they hed mather
fipende muche of their share
Than to be combred with cara
Epende, nay but spare
For let see who that dare
Shoe the mockish mare
They make her winch and kicke
But it is not worthe a leeke
Boldnese is to mecka

The charcha for to defendy
Taka me a5 | intande
For lothe 1 am to ofende
In thiys that I baue pends
I tell you s men say
Amend when ye may
For usque nd montem fare
Mev say ye cannot appare
For some wy ye hunt in parkes
And hanke oo hobby larkes
And other wanion warkes
When the pight durkes., '
What hath laymen to doe
The gray gose for to shos
Lyke boundes of hell
They cry and they yell
How that ye sell
The grace of the Holy Gost
Thus they make their bost
Through every cost
How some of you do et
In Lanton season fiesh meat
Fesauntea patriche and cranes
Men call you therfore prophaces
Ye picke no shrympes nor prenes
Saltfish, stockfish nor herring
It is not for your wearing
Nor in holy Lenton seamon !
Ye wil neither beanes pe peagon
But ye loake to be let kose
To & pygge or {0 & goose
Your george not endewed
Without a capon stewed
Or n stewed cocke
Under her surfled wmocke
And ber wanton wodicocke
And how when ye geve orders
In your prouinciall borders
As insipientes
Some are imsuficientes
Some parumn sapicntes
Some nihil intelligentes
Some valde negligentas
Some oullum sensum habentes
But bestially and rutaught
But whaa they baue once caught
Dominus vobiscum by the bed
Than renne they in eners stede
God wot with dronken nolies
Yet take they cures of sgules
And woteth neyer what they rede
Pater noster nor Crede
Construe not worth a whistle
Nether Gospel nor Pistle
‘Theyr Matting madly syda
Notbing deuoutly praid
Their leasming is so wmall
Their prymes and houres fal
And lepe gut of their lippes
Lyke sawdost or dry chippes
I speake not now of al
But the moste parte in general
Of suchs vagabundus
Speaketh totus mundus
How some syog lot abundus
At ruerye ale stake
With welcome hake and make
By the bread that God brake
1 am oty for your sake
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I speake not of the god wife
But of their aposties lyfe
Curma ipain wel illis

Bui mament in villis

Est nxor vel ancills
‘Welcome Jucke and Gilla
My prely Petronylia

And you wil be stilla

Yon shall haue your wylla
Of such pater noater pekes
All the worlde speaker.

In you the faut is supposed
For that they are not apposed
By iust examinacion
By conning and conuersation
They baue none instruction
To make a trus construction
A priest without a letter
Withoat his vertue be greater
Doutlesse were moch Better
Uptn him for to take
A mattocke or & rake
Alas for very shame
Some cau ot declyne their name
Some catnot » ¥ rede
And yet will not drede
For to kepe & cure,

And in nothing is snre
This dowine vobiscum
As wyse 8 Tom & thmm
A chaplayne of buste
Layth all in the dost

Thus I Colin Cloat
As 1 go about
And wandryng as I walke
1 heare the peaple talke
Mex say for syluer and golde
Miters wre bought snd sold
There xhall nu clergy apposs
A myter nor & crose
But a full puree

A mtraw for Goddes cates
What are they the worme
For a simoniake,

s but & hermoniake
And no rmore ye maks
OFf symony men say
But a childes play

Ouer this the forsayd laye
Report buw the pope maye
A holy suker call
Gut of the stony wall
And bym = bysshopp make
if he cn him dare take
Ta kepe 8o hard & ruke
To ryde vpon a mule
Wyth golde all be
In purple and paule be Inpped
Some hatted and some capped
Rycbely be wrupped
God wot to theyr great paynes
In rotchettes of fine raynes
Whyte as morowes mylke
‘Their tabertes of fine silke
Their stirops of mixt golde begarded
‘Their may no cost be spared
‘Their moyles golde doth ente
“Fbeyr neighbours dye for meat,

What cere they though Gill sweat

Of Facke of the Noks
The pore people they Foke
‘With sommons wnd citaciens
Aud excommunications
Abouts churthes and market .
The byshop ob his carpet
At home full soft doth syt
This is u fenreful fyt
To hemre the peopls langle
Now warely they wrangls
Alas why do ye not haxile
And them all capngle
Full falsly on yau they lye
And shamefully you msory
And sy as vatruy
Ay tbe butter Ay
A man might say in mocke
Ware the wethorcocks
Of thes steple of Poules,
And thas they burt their soales
In sclannderyng you for truth
Alan it is great ruthe
Some say ye it in trones
Like prymces aquilonis
And shryne your rotten bones
With pearies and precious stones
But how the commons grones
And the peopie mones
For preestes and for Jooas
Lent and peuer payde
But from day to day delnid
The commune welth decayd .
Men say ye are tunge tayde
And therof spealke nothing
But dissimuliog and giosing
‘W herfure men be suppasing
That ye geue shrewd counsel
Aguinst the eommune wal
By potlyog and piilage
In cities and village
By taxyng und tollage
Yo baue monks to Laue tha colerage
For cogeryng of an old cotiage
That commitbed is a collage
Juo the charter of dottage
Tenure par pervice de soitage
And pot par service de socage
After old segoyours
And the learning of Litleton tenour
Ye have so cuerthwarted .
That good lawes are subberted
And good reason perucried
Religious men are fayne
For to turne ngayue
In seculn seculorum
And to forsake their corum
And vagahundare per forom
And take a fyne mertoram
Contre reyulam morum
Aut blacke monstoram
Aut cannoirorom
Aut Bernandinorum
Aut crocifixorum
And to aynge fiom place to place
Lyke apostatass
And the selfe rame gume
Begon apd now with shame
Amaongest the sely nuones
My ledy now uhe runnes
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Dame Sybly cur abbesse
Dems Darotho sad Indy Rewpe
Dame Bure our pryoresss
Out of theyr cloyster-and quere
With an beauye cheere
Must cast vp their. blacke raylege—
What Colin there thou shailes
Yet thus with 7l dayles
The lay fee pecple raylen

Ard gl they Inye
Oz you prelates and say
Ye do wrong and ne righte
Ta put them thue to Jight
No Matins at midnight
Boke and chalis gone quite
Plocke away the leades
Quer theyr heades
And sel awey theyr bels
-Aud ol that they haue els
Thus the people tels i
Rayles Iyke rebeln
Rede shrewdly and apels
And wyth foundations mels
And talke lyke titivelles
Hew ye breake the deades willes
‘Turne monasteris into water millis
Of an abbey ye make a graunge
Your workes they say are straunge
8o that theyr founders sonles
Haue Jogt theyr beade roules
The mony for theyr massen
Spent among wanton lasses
The Diriger nre forgotten
Their founders Iye there rotten
But where theyr soulea dwel
Therwith 1 wil not mel
‘What could the Turke do more
Wyth all hys false lore
Turke, Sarazen or Jew
I report roe to you -

O merciful Jesu
You support and rescite
My atile for to directe
1t may take some effect
For | ahhorre to wryte
How the lny fee despite
You prelates that of ryght
Should he lanternes of Jight
Ye line they say in delyta
Drowned iu deliciis
To gloria et diviciie
Into honaruble honore
In gloris et splendore
Fuigurantes hoste
Viventes peram caste
Yet swete meat hath soure mgee
¥or ufter gloria laus
Christ by crueltie
‘Was nayled vpon a tree
He payed a bitter pencion
For mans redemption
He dranke eisel apd gell
To redame ve withatl
But swete Ipocras ve dryoke
‘With let the cat winke
Ich wot what eche other thynk
How be it per assimule
Some men thinke that ye
Shall have penaltia
For your iniquity

Note what [ say

And beare it wel awaye

If it please not the clogys
It is good for astrologis

For Ptholme told me

The Sunne somtime to bes
In Ariete

Ascendent a degree -
What Scorpion descending -
Wes a0 then pretending

- All faeail for one

That skall sit on = irone
And roie ull thinges alone
Your teeth whet on this bone
Amongst you euery chone
And Jet Caliyn Clout baue noae
Maner of crore to mone
Lay salre to your gon som
For els as I sayd before
After gfiria lans
May comne & soure ssuce
Sory therfore am 1
But tronth can neuer lye
With language thus poluted
Haoly church is bruted
Acd shamefully confated
My pen now wyll I sharpe
Aud wrest vp my barpe
With sharpe twinking trebels
Aguynst al sach rebels
That labour to confound
And bring the church to the groend
As ye may daily see
Howe the laye fee
Of one affinites
Consente und a
Agnynst the churche to be
And the dignitee
Of the byshoppes fee
And eyther ye be to bad
Or els they are mad .
Of thin to repart
But vnder your supparte,
Tyll my dying day
I shall bothe wryte snd my
And ye shall do the sams
How they are to blame
You thus to diflamre
For it maketh me md
How that the people are glade
The church to depraue
And some there are that rane
Presaming on thefr wit
Whan there is neuer = whit
To maintaine srgumentes
Against tie sacrarmenics
Some muke epilogation
Of highe predestination
And of residenstion
They make interpretation
Of an awquard facion
And of the presrience
Of dinine essence
And what ipostetis
Of Christes manhode is
Suck logike men wyl chop
And in their fury hope
‘When the good ale sop
Dothe deunce in their fore top
Both women and men
Such ye may wel know and ken
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That agayn presthode
‘Their malice spred nbrode
Railing hainously
And disdainonsly
OF priestly dignities
But their malignities

And pome have s smacke
Of Luothers sacka
And w brenning sparke
of :.ul.herl warke
And are somwhat, suspect
In Luthers sect
Aud some of them barke
Clatter nnd carpe
Of that heresy art
Calied Wicleninta
The deuelishe dogmatista
And some be Hussians
And some bee Arrians
And some be Pollegiany
And make much varisny
Betwene the clergy
And the temporalty .
How the church hath to micksl
And they haue to litel
And bring him in materislitics
And qualified qualities
Of pluralities
Of trynlitjes
And of tot quoktes
They commune like Scottes
As commetb to their lottes
Of prebendaries and deones
How some of them gleanes
And gathered up the store
For to cateh more and more
OF peruons and vicarien
They make many outcryes
'They cannot kepe theyr wines
From thom for theyr lynes
And thus the losels strives
And lewdly says by Christ
Agaynste the sely priest
Alas and wel awaye
‘What ayles theym thus to saye
They mought be better aduised
Then to be disgised
But they baus enterprysed
And shamefullya surmised
How preiscy in sold aud boaght
And come vp of nought
And where the prelaizs be
Come of Jow degre
And st in maiesty
And spirituall dignity
Farwel henignity
Farwell simplicitye
Farwel humilitye
Farwel good charity

Ye are so puffad wyth pryds
That no man may abide .
Your bigh and lordly lokes .
Ye cant up then your bokes v/
And vertue is forgotten
For then ye wyl be wroken
Of euery light quarel
And cal a lord a jauel
A knight o knaue to make
Ye boste, ye face, yo crake
dnd vpoo you lake

To rule king and kayser

And if you rmaye have layser

Ye bryng sll to nought

And that is all your thought

For the lordes temporull

Their rule is very small

Almast nothing at al

Men say bow ve appal

The noble bloud royal

In ernest and in gatme

Ye are tha lesse to blame

For lordes of nobls blonda

If they wel understand

How conping might them suaunce

Theywould pype you another daunce

Rut vuble men borne

To learne they haue scorne

But bunt and blowe an horne

Leape over lakes and dikes

Set nothing by politikes

Therfore yo kepe them bacs

And mocke them to their fose

'Thie is & petious case

To you that ouer the wheele

Lordes must couch and knele

And breake theyr hose at the knee

As duily men may sce

And to remembrauncs cell

Fortupe %o turpeth the ball

And ruleth po ouer all

That honour hath a great fall,
Shal I tel you mare, ye ubal

1am loth to tel all

But the communalty ye call

Idols of Babilon

De torra Zsbulon

De terra Neptalym

For you love to go trim

Brought vp of poora estate

Wyth pryde inordinate

Sodaynly rimtarte

From the dong cart

The matlockes and the shuls

To reynge and to rule

And haue no grece to thyoke

Huw they were wont to deynke

Of n lether botteli

‘Wilh a knauish stoppel

Whan mamockes wav your meate

With mould brend to eat

Ye would none nther geata

Torhew and to gnaw

To il therwith your maw

Lodged in the strawe

Couching yeur drousy heades

Somtime in lousy beddes

Alas this is out of minde

Ye grow now out of kynde

Many one haue but wintle '

And meke the commons blinde

But qui e existimat stare

Let him wel beware

Least that hia fote stip

And baue nuch a trip

And falle in such decay

That all the world myght say.

Come down on the diuels way
Yeat oner all thet

Of byshopa they chat

That though ye ronnd your beare

Ap yoche aboue yeur care
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And sures patentes

And parom intendentes

And your coursers be trapped

Your eares they be stopped

For maister adutator

And doetnur assentator

And blandior Llandiris

With mentor mentiris

They folow your desyres

That ye can nut expie

And so Lbey biere your eye

How tbe male doth wrye
Alss for Guds will

Whye sytte ye prelatas syl

And suffer all thia yil

Ye bishappe of estates

Shoulds open the brode ymies

For your rpiritusl charge

And confort at large

Like laulernes of Light

In the proples sighte

1n pulpetles anteutike

For the wele publike

Of prieathod in this case

And alwayes to cliase

Suche manner of siamatikee

And hatfe hereliken

That wold intoxicate

Thbat wold conquinnte

That wold conlaminate

And that would violate

And Uhat would derogats

And that would ahrogats

Tive church is high sstate

After this manner rataa

The whyche shoulde be

Bothe franke and free

And have their tiberty

And of autiquity

It was ratefyed

And nlag gratefyed |

By boly vinodals

And buls papals.

An it is res certa :

Conteygoed in Magna Carta.
But maister Damian

Or wyme other oo

That clerkely is, and can

Wel scripture sxpound

And textes grounde, )

His benelice worth teo pound

Or skamt worth twenty marke

Avd yet a noble cierke

He must do this werke

Az 1 know a part

Sume maysicrs of art

Some doctours of low

Some Jearned in othar saw

A in diuinitie

That hath no dignitie

Buk the pore degree

Of the vniuersitie

Or elosa frere Fredericke

Or ela freme Dominike

Or [rere Hugulinog

Or frere Aguatinus

Or frere Carmelus

That gostly ¢an Leale va

Or elsse if we maye

Get » frome Groye

Or elane of the order

Uppon Grenewiche border
Called observaunce

And o frere of Frannee

Or elywe the poore Scat

[t muste come to his lot

T'o ehote fucth his shot

Or of Babad| beside Bery

Ta poatell vpon & kyry

That woulde it shoulda be nated
How scripiure should be coted
And 80 clerkle promoisd

.And yet the frore doted

Men my
But your soetority
And your ooble fee
And your dignitie
Should be imprintad better
Then all the freres lettar
For yf ye wolde tgke psyne
To preache a worde or twayne
Though it were peuer 30 playne
‘With clauses two or thres
So as they mighte be
Compendiousiye tonneyed
Those wordes should be more weid
And better perceyued -
And thankfully receyued *
And better shoulde remayoe
Amonge the people plsyne
Thet wolde your wordes retayne
Ard reberse thenr agnywe
Tharr a thousend thousard olher
The baber, barke and blather
And make & Walshman's hiose
Of the text and of the glose
For protestation made
That | will not wade
Farther jo this brooke
Nor farther for to looke
In denising of this boka
But anewer that 1 may
For my self alwaye
Eyther analogica
Or els rathagorice
o that in divinitee
Doctors that learned be
Nor bachelers of that faculty
That hath taken degre
Io the wniuemitie
Shall nov be uhjected for me.
But doctour Bullatus
Parum litteratus
Dominus doctorstus
At the brode galos
Doctour Daupatoe
And bacheler bacheleratas
Dronken as & mowse
At the ale house
Taketh his pillion and his cop

At tha.good ale tap

For lacke of good wyne

An wyse as Robin swine
Under & notarien signe

Was made a dinine .
Ar wize as Walloms calfe
Must preacbe » godles haife
In the pulpyt solempnly
More mest in a pillory

For by sainct Hillery
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He can nothing smatter
Of logike nor scole matter
Neythet sifogisare
Nor of emptimeniare
Nor knoweth bis eloquenca
Nor his predicamence.
And yet he will mel
‘To amend the goapel
And wil preach and el
What they do in bel
And he dare not wel peaen
What they do in hauen
Nor bow far Temple bare is
From the seuen starres
Nowe will I goe
And tel of cther moe
Bempes protestando
De noo impugnamdo
The foure orders of fryers
Thonghe some of them be lyers
Ax limiters at largn
Wyll charge and discharge
As many a fryar Gud wot
Preaches for his grote
Flatteryngn for a new cote
And for to have hys fees
Some to gather cheese
Lothe they are to lese
Eyther cyme or maalt
Sometime meale and sanlt
Sometime a bacon Bicke
That is three Gngers thycks
Of larde and of greace
‘Their conent to encreace
I put you out of doubt
This cannot be hronght aboat
But they their tonges file
And make a pleasaunte style
To Margerye ond tu Mande
Howe they hane no fraude
And somtyme they prouoke
Bothe Gyl and Jacke at noke
‘Their daties to withdmw
That they ought by the lswe
Their curaten to content
In open time and in Lente
Gal wot they take great payne
To Batter aud to feyne
But it is un olde sayd saw
That neede linth no lawe
Some walke aboute in melottes
In gray russet and hery cotes
Bome wil neyther golde ne grotes
Bome pluck a partrich in remotes
And by the barres if her tayle
‘Wil know a muen from a rayle
A quail, the raile, and the old ranen
Bed libera pos & malo. Amen.
And by dudom their clementing
Againgt curates repine
And say proprely they are sacenlotey
Ta shryue, suoyle and reles
Dame Margeries soule cut of hel
But whem the frier fel in the wel
He could not sing himselfe therout
Bot by the helpe of Christian elout
Anctber clamentine alao
How frere Fabion, with other me
Eairit de pamadiso
Whan they again thither shall come
B¢ hoc petimus consilium

And through all the world they go
‘With dirige and placebo.

Bot now my minde ya voderstand
For they muste take in hand
To preach and to witheland
Al maner of sbiectione
For bishops hage protections
They say to do corrections
Byt they haue no affections
To take the sayd directionn
In such mauer of cases
Men say they beare uo facer
Too>capy such places
Te sow the sede of graces
Their hartes are mo faynted
And they be so attoynted
With coueitous and ambici
And othar supersticion
That they be deafe and dum
And piay scylens and glum
Can say unthing bt mam.

T'hey vccupy theym.so
‘With singing placebo
They wil no farther go
They had lever to pleasa
And take their worldly ease
Than to toke on hand
Worshyp to wythstande

Such trmpoml war and bate
A3 nowe is made of late
Agninst hely churche estate
Or 1o mayntayne good quarelley
The Iny men call them barrelles
Full of glotony
And of hypoerisye .
That counterfaytes and paiots
Az they were smintes
In matters that them lyke
They shew them politike

Pretending graultie
And sygnyorylie .-
‘With all solempnitie
For their Indempnitie
For they will haue no lerse
Of & peny, nor of a crosse
Of their prediall landes
That cometh to their handes
And ms farre ar they dare set
Al is fyshe that cometh to net
Building royally
'Thier mancions curioasly
With turrsttes and with toures
‘With halles and with boures
Btreching Lo the ptarres
With glasse windowes and barres
Hangyng sbout the wailes
Clethes of golde and palley
Arras of ryche araye
¥reshe an floures in Maye
Wyth dame Dynna naked
Howe lustye Venus quaked
And howe Cupide shaked
His darte and bente byd bowe
For to shote a crowe
At her tyrly tydowe
And how Paris of Troye
Bannced a lege de moy -
Made lustye sporte end ioye
With dame Helyn the queena
With such storyes by deem
Their chambres wel be saza
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With triumphes of Cesar’
And of kis Pompcius war
Of renowne aud of fame
By tuem to get & nanie
Nowe pl! the world stares
How they ryds in gpondly chares
Conueyed by olyphactes
‘With lauriat gurlantes
And by voycornes ,
‘With their semely Lornes
Upon these hegates riding
Naked boyes striding
‘With wanton wenches winkyng
Now truly to my thiukyng
That is » specalacion
And 8 mete moditacion
For prelates of estate
‘Their courage to abate
From worldly wontonnex
‘Their chambre thus to dies
With such parfetnes
And all such holynes
How be it they let down fall
Their churches cathedral
Squire knight and lord
That the church remord
With all tempornl peopla
They runpe agminst the steeple
Thus talkyng wnd tellinge
How some of you are mellynge
Yet soft and fayre for swellyng
Beware of a queanes yelling
It is & besy thing
For one msn to rule n kyng
Adone and make rekenyng
To gouerne ouer all
And rule n realme royall
By one manoes wit
Fortupe may chaunce to it
And when bhe weneth to syt
Yet may he mysse the quisshon
For I red a preposicion
Sum regibus dimicerse
Et omuibus dominare
Et supm te nravare
Wherefore be bathe good vra
That can himselfe assure
How fortune wyl endure .
Than let reason you support
For the communalte
Thet they haue great wonder
‘That ye kepe them 8o voder
Yet they merunyle so muche lesso
For ye play so at the chesse
As they suppose and gesae
That some of you but late
Hath played 5o checkmats
With lordew of great enate
ARer such a rate
Thnat they shall mel nor meke

- Nor vpon Lhem take

For kyng nor kayser sake

But at the pleagure of ona

That ruleth the rest alone,
Helas, 1 saye Helas

Howe maye thiz come to pases
at & man shall heare n masse

And not s0 hardy on his head

To loke on Gnd in forma of hrend

But that the parysbe clerke

. There vpon mum herke

Aud graunt him st his sakyng
For to sce the sacryng
Aud how may this accard
No man to our sonermyne borde
So hardy Lo make sute
Nor w ex cute
His commaundement
Withaut the assent
Of our president
Not Lo expresse to his person
Without your assentacion
Graunt him his licence
Ta presce to hin preseace
Nor to speake to him secretly
Openly oor preuyly
‘Without hig president be by
Or els his substitute
‘Whome bo wyt depute
Neither earle ne duke
Permitted by sainct Luke
And by swect sainct Marke
This ia & wonderous warke
That the people talke this
Somewhat there is amis
The devill cannot stop their mouthes
But they will talk of suche uncoutiws
Al that euer they ken
Against all spiritual men.
‘Whether it be wrooge or ryghte
Or els for diapighte
Or howe euer it hape
Theyr tounges thus do clap
And tbrough such decraction
They put you Lo your aclion
And whether they say truely
As they may abide therby
Or els that they do lye
Ye know better than I
But paw, debetis scire
And groundlye sudire
In your convenire
Of this praemunire
Or els in the myre
They say they will you cant
Therfore stand sure and fast.
Stand wure and take good fotiog

- And let be al your moting

Your gasing and your toling
Ard your patcial promotiug

Of those thot ataud in your grace
But olde seruauntes yo chase
And put them out of their place

,Make ye no murmuracion

Though T write after this facion

Though I Colyn Clout

Amobpg the whole route

OF you that clearkes be

‘Take vpon me

Thus copiously to write

I do it not for no despite

Wherfore teke oo disdaine

At my stjle rude and playre

For I rebuke po man

Thet vertucus ja, why than

Wieke ye your anger oo me

For those that vertuons be

Have no cause th soy

That 1 speake out of the way-
Of no good byshop speake I

Nor good prest of the clargy
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Sood freve nor good chaonon
Good nunne, nor good canon
Good monke, ror good clerke
Nor of no good werke
But my recoontyng s
OF thein that do amie
In speaking and rebetling
In hindering and diszvailing
Haly church onr motber
e sgninst another
To vse such dispising
Is all my whole wryting
To hinder no man
As nesye as f can
For no man hage ! named
Wherfore shawld I be blsraed .
Ye ought to be nshamed
Agains me to be grewed
And can tell no cause why
Bat that I wryte trulye
Then if any ther be
OF high or low degres
Of the npiritalty
Or of the temprrmitye .
‘That doth thinke or wene
That his conacience be oot clene
Aad feleth hymeeife sicke
COr toucbed on the guicke
Sach grace God them mend
Themeelf tv amend
For 1 wyll not pretand
Any man to offende
Wharfore as thinketh me
Great yheotter they bee
And Tyte grace they have
‘This treatise to deprave
Nor wil heare ne preaching
Nor po vertuous teaching
Nor wil haue no resiting
Of any vertucas wryting
Wil know none intelligence
To refourme their negligence
Bat lige stil out of facion
To their owne damnation
To do shame, they hage no sham:
But they wold ne roan should theim hlame
They haoe an euil pame
Bat yet they will occupy the same
With them the worde of God
In connted for no rod
They count it for a railingé
That nothing is ausyling
The prexchers with euil hailing-
Shal they vaant vs prefates
That be their prymatens:
Not sc hardy on their pates
Harke how the losel prates
With a wide wesgunte
Augunte sur Guy of Gaunt
Avzunte lewde preest avaunt
Ataurt syr doctoure Dyuers
Prate of thy mattens and thy masse
And let oure mattern passe
How darest thou Dancocke mel?
How darest thou loseil
Alligute the gospel
Against vy of the rounpel
Aunant to the deutl] of hel
Take him warden of the Flete
Set him faste by the fete -

b
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I 32y lyuetensunt of the Toure
Muke this lurden for to loure
Lodge him in litle ense
Fede him with beanes and pease
The Kinges bepch or Marshalay
Haue him thether by aod hy
The villaioe preacheth openly
And declareth cure villany
And of vur fre simplenense
He sayrs that we are rechless
Aand full of wylfulnense
Shasneles, and mercilep
Incorrigible wnd insaciate
And afier this rate
Agsinst v doth prale
At Paules croase or els whers
Openly at Westminster
And saynt Mary spittel
They set not by us m whistel
At the Austen fryers
‘They count vs for lyers
At st soyt Thomas of Akers
They carpe v4 lyk- crekers
How we wyl rule al at will
Without good reason or ekyll
And say how that we be
Full of parcialitie
And how st & pronge
We turne right to wrong
Delny causes 30 longe .
That right ne men can fong
They say many matters be borm
By the right of & mmmes horoe
Is not this a shamelull soorned
To be treated! thus and torne,
How may we thus indure
Wherfore we make you sure
Ye preachers shalbe yawde
Rome shalbe aawde
As¢ noble Ezechias
The boly prophet was
And rome of you shall dye
Lyke holy Jeremy
Same hanged some sinyn
Bome heaten to the brayne
And we wil rule and rayne
And our matters mainlains
Who dare say there sgayne
Or whe dare dysdaine
At your pleasure snd wil .
For be it good or be it yil
Aa it is, it shalbe stil
For al master doctour of ciuilt
Or of diuine, nr doctonr Dryuil
1et kim congh, roughe or sneuil
Renne (Fod, resne denil
Renne who may renne best
And Tet take all the reat
‘We sct not A nut ghel
The way to heaven or to hel. -
Lo, this i the gise now a dayed
It is Lo drede men sayes
Lenst they bee sadncies
As they be sayd sayne
Which determine playne
‘We shoulde not riee aguyna
At dresdful domes feye
And 8o it semeth they play
Which hate to be rorrected
When they bee infected
u
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Nor wyll suffer this boke
By hoole ne by crooke
Prynted for to be
For that wo man shoald ses”
Nor rede in any scrolies
Of their dronken nolles
Nar of their noddy polles
Nor of theyr sely soules
Nar of mine witles prtes
OF divers grest estates
As wel! a5 other men
Now tc withdraw my pen
And now a while to rest
Me semeth it for the beste.
The fore caste] of ory ship
Hball glide and smothely slip
Out of the waues wode
Of the stormye flonde
Shole anker and Iye at zods
And sayle not farre o brode
Til the eomie be clers
‘That the lode starre eppere’
My shyp now wyl 1 pere
Towarde the port Salu
Of our Shufour Jesu
Such grace that he us stnde
To rectify and amend
Thinges that sre amis
Whan that his pleasure is,
In apere imperfecto
o apere semper perfecto
Et in opere plusqnam perfecto

————

HERE AFTER FOLOWETTH
A LITLE BOKE OF PHILIP SPAROW,

COMPILRD Y MASTER $KELTON, POET LADRBATE.

Pra cebo
‘Wkho is there who
Di le 1i,
Dame Margery
Fa re my my
Wherfors and why why
For the eoule of Philip Sparow
That was Lete slaine at Carow
Amobge the nutnes blake
Far that sweet soules sske
And fur al Sparowes soulea
Eet in our head roclas

ater poster qui

ith an Aue maria

And wilh the corarr of a creed
The more shalbe Four mvead,

WHax | remembre sgayne
How my Philip was siaine
Neuer halle the paine
‘Was Letwene you twayne
Pyramus and Thesbe
As than befell to me
1 wept and 1 wayled i
The teares down hayled +
But nothiog it suxiled
‘To call Philip agayns

— Whom Qib our cat hath slayne.

Gib [ way cur cat
Worrowad her on that
Which | loved beste
It cannot he exprest
My scrowiu] hewvynes »
But al without redres n

1

) SKELTON'S POEMS.

For within that stound &
Half slumbryng in a wuk‘h Lawreend
1 fell downe to the groand
Unaeth I kest mire eyes
"Toward the cloudy skyes
But when I did bebold
My Sparow dead and cold
No creature but that wold
Haue rewed vpon me
To behold and sz
What heauines did me pange
Wherwith my handes | wrange
Thsat 1oy senowes cracked
As though I hed ben racked
So payned and so strained
That no life weloye remained
I sighed and I sobbed
For that I was robbad
Of my Sparcwes life
O mayden, widow amd wife
Of what estate ye e
Of hye or low degre
Great somw then ye might se
And lfearme to wepe at me
Such payoes did me freat
‘That mine barte did beat
My visage pale-and dead
Wanne, and blue as lead
The panges of hateful death
Wel nye stopped my bresthe.
Heu hen me
That I am woe for thee B
Ad dominam cam tribularer clamari
OF God puthiog els eraue 1

Bur Philips soule to kepe
From the mareey deepa
OF Acherontes wel
This ia & foud of hel
And from the greate Pluto
‘The prince of endles woe. .
And from Foule Afecto
With visage biacke nnd blo
Apd from Moeduse thel mare |
ut lyke g feende doth stare
And from Megeras cddes
From ruflinge of Philips fethery
And from ber Ery sparkliDges
Pur burning of hia winges
And from the smokes soore
Of Proserpinas boure
Ard from the denney darke
Wher Cerberus doth barke
Whom Theseus did afray
Whowm Hercules did out tray
As famout poetes anye
For that hel hounde
That Iyeth iz chaynes bound
With gastiy heades three
Te Jupiter pray wee
That Phillip preserued maye bee
Amen eay ye wyth me,
Do mi nus
Helpe now sweet Jou
Levavi oculos meos in montis
Wold God § bad Xenophontis.
ORr Socrates the wyss
To shew me their deuisa
Molerately to take
Thys sorow that [ make [N
For Philyp Spasowes sake ™
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Bo feruently T shake
i fele my body quoke
Bo vrgently 1 sn broughte
Into carefil thought
Like Andromaca Hectors wife
Way weary of her lyfe
W hen she had Ioat ker joy
Noble Hector of Troy
Tn like maner aiso
EFocreaseth my deadly woe
For my Sparow is go
1% was w prety a foule
it wold syt on a stools
And leamed after iy scoole
For to keeps his cut
With Phillip kepe your cut.
It had & veluet enp
And wold #3t upon my isp
And seke after vmal wormen
And sonitime white bread crommes
And many times zod ofte
Betwene my brestes soft
It wold iye and rest
It was propre and prest
Bometime ho wold gaspe’
When ht mw & waspc
A fiye.or a gnat
He would fy ot that
And pretety he wonld pant
When he saw an ant
Lord how he woid pry
After the butter Ay
Lord how be wold hup
Aler the grengop
And whan 1 ulyd. Phyp Phip
Thea he wold leape and skip
And take me by the lip
Alas it wyl me tloe
That Philip is gone me fro
Siio iquits tes -
Alsa I was euil at sase
De profaundis clamavi
When [ ww my Sparow dye,

Nowe alter my dome
Dame Sulpicis st Rome
‘Whose name repistred wae
For euer in tables of bras
Because shee did pas
In puesy to endyte fa— € ¢
And eloquently to write
Thongh she wold pretend
My Sparow to ¢comineril
1 trow she could not hmende
Reporting the vertups ol
Of my Sperow royal

Feor it would come and go
And fle so to and fro
And on me it woid {espe
Whan I wae asleape
And his fethers shake
Wher wyth hee wold maks
Me oftun for to wake
And for to take bim in
Upob my naked shin
God wot we thought na sym
‘What though be orept 50 low
It was no hiart I trow
He did nothicge perdos
But gyt Ypon Doy hoem

Philip though hee were nise
In h¥ym it was 5o vise
Prillip had leave to go
To pike my little too
Philiip myght be bold
And do what he wold
Philip would seke and take
All the fiees blake
That he could there mspye
With his wenton £ye
Operma
lasifa fa
Confliebor tibi domine toto cotde mes
Atas I wold ride and go
A THOUSAND mile of gmunde
If any suck might be founde
It were worth an hondreth pounda
Of kyng Cresus golde
G of Artalus the old
‘The ryche prynee of Pargame
Who so list the story to see
Cadinua that his sister sought
And he ahould be boughbte
For gold uod foe
He should coer the wee
To wete, if he coulde bryng
Auy of the sprynge
Or any of the bloude
But wha so voderstode
OFf meding arte
Iwold 1 hud & parte
Of her grifty magike
My Sparow than stoulde be quycke
Wyth & charme oy twaine
And pley with the sgayne
But =] this if in vaine
Thus for to complaine
I toke my sampler ones

Of putpose for the DotesrF e ¢ ¢ v s o aves

To sow wyth stiches of nilke
My Sparow white as mylks
‘That by represcatecion
Of his image snd facion
To me it might iraposte
Some plessure and comfort
For tny sclace and sporte
But whan [ was sowing his beke
Me thouglit my Sperow dyd speake
And opey his prety bill
Saying, maid y= are inwil
Agsin me for to kil
Ye pricke me in the bead
Witl that my nedJe ware red
Me thought of Philype bloude
Mine here right vpatode
And wos in such o fraye
My speclie wan taken awaye
1 kost downe that there was
And rayd alas, alns
Haw commeth this to pas
My fugers dead and ¢cold
Could vot my sampler held
My nedle and threde
I thrus awaye for drede
The best now that 1 may
1s for his scule to pray.

A poria inferi
Good Lord hane mercie
Upon my Sparowes sould
Writlen in my bede rogle
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Ay di i yo cem
{;phe& Cum and Sem,

a goi B cat
Shew me the right path

! To the hilles of sarmonye
Wherfors the birdes yet cry
Of your fathers bale
That was somtime & flots
And now they Iye and rote
L1at some poetex wryte
Deucations doud it highte
But as verely, as ye be
'The natorel! sonnes three
Of Noe the patriarke
That made that gregt arke
Wherin he had apes and owles
Benstes, byrdes and foules
That if ye can fynde
Any of my Sparowes kyode
God sende the soule good rest
1 woulde yet hauc a nest
As prety mud as prest
Az my Spirow was
But my Sparow dyd pas

a4

. All Sprrowes of the wod

T'hut were dnce Noes
Was never none 5o good
King Philip uf Macetony

" Had no such Philip as 1

No no sir hardely.
That vengeaunce [ wske aod cry
By way of exclamarcion
On al the whole nacion
Of cattes wilde and tsme
God send them sosow ud shame
That cet specislly
‘That stew 80 cruelly
My litle prety Sparow
‘That 1 brought vp at Carow,
O cat of churlyshe kynde
The feend was'in thy minde
Whan thqu my byrd vntwynde
I wolde thou heddest bes blynd
‘The leopardes sauage
The lyons in thejr rage
Might catche the in their patves
And goaw the in their jawes
These serpentes of Lileny
Might sting the venemousty
The dragons with their tunges
Might poison thy liver and funges
The manticors of the mountaynea
Migive feed them ot thy braines
Melanchates that hoand
That plucked Acteon to the grounde
Geue bim his morntal wound :
Cheunged to a deere
The story doth appere
YWas channsed to an harte
&0 thon foule cat, that thou arte
The selfe spame hounde
Might the confound
That his own lord bote
Mighuw bite gsunder thy thmte
 Of Inde the gredy gripes
Mizht teare out all thy tripes
OF Arcady the bearen
Might piucke awaye thine sares
The wilde wolfe Licaon
Bite asondre thy bucke bone

Of Ethna the brroning hyl
That dey and night brenneth styll
Sct in thy tayle & Ginse
That a! the world may gase
Atd wander vpon thee
From Qceion the greate sea
Unto the les of Orchadye
From Tibery fery
To the piayne of Salisherye
8o tmiterously my bird to kyll
That peuer cught the euill witl
‘Wes neuer bird in o .
More geatil of corage
In doing bis homage
Unto hiy soueraine
Al ! say agmyne
Death heth departed vs twayne
The false cat hath the slaine
Fure well Phillip adewe
Our Lorde thy soule rencews
Farewe!ll without restore
Farewell for euermore
And it were a Jew
1t woid make ooe rew
To se my sorow new
‘These vilunus false cattes
Were made for mise and rattes
And not for byrdes stmasfl
Alas my face wuxeth pale
Telling this pyteous tale
How my byrd so fayre
That was wont to repayre
Arnd go in ot myspeyre
And erepo in at my gor
Of my goune before
Tlickeripg with his winges
las my hert it stynges
Remembring prety thynges
lus myne hart it sleeth
Philips dolefal death
n b yemembre it
How pretely it wonld it
Muiny tymes and oft
Upon my finger aloft
played with bim titte] tattel
nd fed bim with my spateel]
ith his bil betwene my lips
It was my prety Phips
Many a prety kusse
Had [ of his swete musse
Ard nuw the cause is thus
That he is slayne me fro
To my greet payne and wo
Of fortune, this the chaunce
Standeth at varyaunce
Oft time after pleasaunce
Trouhle end greusunce
No man can he sure
Alway to have pleasura
As wel perceiue ye muy
How my disport and playe
From me wus taken awaye
" By Gyb our ¢at sauage
That in forions rage
Ceught Philip by the head
Aud slue bim there starke dead.
Kyrie eleyesun
Chrinte efeyeson.
Kyrie eleyeton,
{ FoRr Philip Sparowes soule
‘ $et in our bend rouls
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Let us vow whisper
A pater noster,)

Lowds gnima mex deminum.
To weep with me Joke that ye come
All mazer of byrds in your kynd
See none be left behyed
To morning loke that ye fawl
With dolorous songes funersll
$ome to sing, snd some to say
Some tc weep and s0me L0 praye
Eaery bird i kis lay
The goldfineh the wagtaile
The iangling jaye to rayle
The flecked pye to chatter
Of this dolorous matter
And robyn red hreste
He shalbe the preest -

The requiern masse to eyng
Loftly warheling

‘With heipe of the red sparow
And the chattering swallow

This hearse for to halow

The larke with his long toe

The spinke snd the martinet also
The shouelar with his hrode beck
The doterel] that folinh pecke
And also the mad coots

With a balde face to toots

The felde fare and the snyts

The crowe and the kyte

The muen called rolfe

His playne songe to solfe

‘The partryche, the quayle

The plouer wyth v to wayle
The wodhacke that singeth churre
Horsiy as hee had tha murre
The lusty chaunting nightingale
The popingaye to tel her tale
That toteth oft in & ginkse

Shal rede the gospei at maswe
The manis with her whistell

She rede there the pistell

But with = lorge and & longs
To kepe iust playoe songe
Our chaunters shalbe your cuckoue
The culuer, the stockedoue
With puwyt the lapwing
The versycles shal syngs
The bitter with his bumpa
The crane with his trompe
Tbhe swan of Menander
The goose sod the gunder
The ducke and the drake
Ghal watche at thyo wake
The pecocke so proude
Becaum hys voyce is lond
And heth e gloryous tale
He shal synge the grayle
The owle that so foule
Must helpe va to houle
The heren w0 gaunte
And the oormoraucte
Wyth the fauant
Ard the gaglyng geunts
Amd the churlish chouge
The raut and the kough
The arancie the huseard
With the wilde mallard
The divendop to slesp
The water hec to weep

The puffin, xnd the tele
Honey they shall dels
To pore folke &t farpe
‘That shalbe theyr charge
The semew, and the titmose
The wodcocke with the long nose
The threstill with her warbiinge
The starling with her brablinge
The rooke, with the ospray
That putteth fishes to afray
Ang the deinty curlew
With the turtil most true

At this Plagebo.
We may not wel] forge
The countring of the co
The storke also
That maketh this nest
In chimneyes to reat
Within those walles
No broken galles
Muy there abide
Of cokoldry syde
Or els philosophy

- Maketh a great lye

The catridge that wil egte
And horshowe 8o greate
in the stede of meut
Such feruent heat
Hiz stomake doth freat
He canoot wel Ay
Nor syoge tunahly
Yet at abrayde
He hath well xtyd
To solf a sboue Eln
Fo lorell fy fa
Ne quando
Male centordo
The best thet we can
ToToake him our belman
An let bim ring the bels
He can do uothing els,
Chaucteclere our cocke
Must tell what is of the ¢locke
By the astrologye
That he hath aaturally
Conceyued and canght
And was necer taught
By Albumazer
‘The astronomer
Nor by Ptholomy
Prince of astropomy
Nos yet by Haly
And yet he crowelh dayly
And nightly the tydes
That na man obides
With partiot his hen
‘Whoine cow gnd then
Hee plucketh by the hed
‘Whan he doth her tred
y The bird of Amabye
That potescinilye
May peuer dye
And yet there is none
But one slone
A phenix it is .
This herse that must blis
‘With armaticke gummes
That cost great summes
The way of thnrification
To make fumigncion
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Swete. of reflarye
And redplent of ayre
‘Thiz corse for sence
With great reuerence
As wrtrigtke or pope
In a biscke cope .
Whites he senseth
He shal tyug the verse
Libers me
Inde fasolre
Softly bemole
For my Sparowes soule
Flinni sheweth al
In his story naturmi
What ke doth finde
Of the phenix kinde
Of whose incineracion
‘There riseth & new creacion
Of the same facion
Wythout alteracion
Sauing that old age
Is turned into cornge
Of fresh youth agayne
This matter true and playne
Playne matter indeed
Who o Iyet o rede
Buf for the egle doth Ay
Hyest ia the sky
He shalbe thy sedeane
The yuers to demesue
A3 prouonst prineipail .
To teach them theéir ondinall
Also the noble faweon
‘With the gerfawcon
The tarse{ gentil
They shall mome softe and still
Ju theyr amisse of gray
The sacre with them shal my
Dirige for Philips soule
‘The goahsuke shai haue 5 roal
‘The queresters to controcle
The Ianrers and merlions
Bhall stand in their mourning gounes
The hobby and the musket
The senvers and the crosse shall set
The kestrel in al tbis warke
Salbe holy water clarke
Ard pow the darke cloudy night
Chasetk away Phebus bryght
Taking his course toword the weste
God send my Sparows soule good rest
Requiem eternam dona eis domine
Fafafamyre :
A por ta inferi
Fa fa fe my my
Credo videre bona domini
1 pray God Philip to Heven may 8ie
Domine exaudi oracionem mesm
To Hesven he shal from Heuen he carge
Do mi nus vo bis cum
Of &l good praiers God send him sum
Oremus
Dens cut propricim est miserete & parcwre
Oe Philips acule haue pity.
FoR bhe was a prety cocke
And came of a gentill stocke
Apd wrupt in a maidens smock
And cherished full daintely
'Tyll cruel fate made him to dya
Alas for doleful desteny

But wheretn shuid 1
Lenger morne or cry?
To Jupiter I call
Of Herauen emperial ,
That Philip may ¥
Abous the slerry sky
To treade the prely wren
That is our adies hen
AMmen, amen, amen

Yet one thing is behinde
That now commeth to mind
An epitaphe 1 wold hana
For Phillips groue .
But for Lam & mayde
Timetrous, heife afreyde
That neter yet asnyde
OFf Elycones well
Where the mum's dwell
Though I czn rede and spell
Recount report and tell
Of the tallex of Cacnterbury
Some sad storyes, some mery
As Palomaon, and Arcet
Duke Theseus and partelet
And of the wife Balh
Thaut workath much scathe
Whan her tale it 10ld
Among buswines bald
How she controid
Her husbzodes a3 she wold
And theim to dispise
In the homeliest wise
Bring other wives in thought
Their husbandes to set at panght

And though that red hane 1

"Of Gewes and fvr Guy

And tel can & great peece

Of the golden fsece

How Jason it wan

Like & valiaunt man

Of Arturs round table

With his kmightes commendeble
Apnd dame Gaynour bys quene
Wos sgomwhat wanion I wene
How syr Launcelote de lake
Many a speare brake '
For his ladyes sake

Of Tristom snd kyng Marke
And af the whole wazrke

Of bele ¥ 2ok his wife

For whom was much atrife
Sotne say she was lyeht

And wade her husband knyght
Of the common hal!

‘That cuckoldea men call

And of sir Libius

Named Disconius

Of quarter fylz Amznde

And how they were sommond
Ta Rome to Charlemayne
Upon & great psyne

And how they rode each ons
On Bayard Mountatbon

. Men e hiln now pnd then

In the forest Arden
What tbough I can fmma
‘The storyes by nama

OFf Judas Mackebeus
And of Cesar Julius




THE BOKE OF PHILIP SPAROW. 593

And of the Joos belwene

Puris ard Vieme

Axnd of the doke of Harmybalt

Tiat made the Romaynes al_

For drede and L quake

How Beipion did weke

The ritie of Cartage

Which by his vomerciful rage

He beat down to the gronnd

Ard though [ can expound

Of Hector of Troy

That was af theyr ioye

Whome Achilles sloe

Wherfore all Troy did rus

And of the love so hote ‘

That made Troylus to dote

Upon fayre Cresseyde

And what they wrote and myd

And of their wanton wils

Pandaer bare the byly

Prom one to the other

His msisters lone Lo Further

Somtime a precious thynge

An ooche or els a ryng

From ber to him agayn

Smniime s prety chain

Or u bracelet of her heare

Prayed Troylus for by wears

That taken for ber sake

How bartely he did it take

And much therofdid make

Ana! ul that war in vayne

For shev dyd but fayne

The story telleth playne

He could oot abtayoe .

Though his father wer a king

Yei there was a thyoge

That made the male to ¥ryng

She mnde him to sing

The song of Jouers Jaye

Musing night and daye

Moarninge al alone

Comfort hed be none

For she was qunite gone

Tlos in conclarion

ke brooghte bim in aborion

In earoest wnd in gume

She was much to blune

Disparaged is her fame

And blemisbed s her name

Jn maner balf with shame

Troyios slsc hath fost

On ber muche loue and eost

And now must kisse the poet

Pandsra thal went betwese

Hath won nothyng I ween

But light for sdmer greeno

Yet for o special laud

He is nsmed Troyllous band

Of that mame he,is sura

Whiles the world shal dure
Though I remembre the fable

Of Penelope most steble

To her busband most Erew

Yetlong time she ne know

‘Whether be wem on line or ded

Her wit. stode her ip sted

That, she was troe and jurte

For anye bodelye luste

To Ulizes her make

4Apd never wold bir forake

OFf Marcas Mareeltoy
A prosses [ could Ll v
Aund of Anteocas
And of Josepbus -
De antiquitatibus
And of Mardocheus
And of xrkat Asguerns
And of Vesca his queens
Whom be forsoke with teens
Agd of-Hester his other wife
‘With whom he lad a pleasaont life
Of kynge Alaxander
And of kyng Euander
And of Porcena the gresta
That made the Romans to smert
Though I hage enrold
A thonsande pewe and old
OfF these hisloryous tales
To Al bougets und pales
‘Wilh bookes that, | haise red
Yet 1 am nothynge sped
And can but iytle skyl
Of Ovid or Vergil
Or of Plutharke
Or of Freunces Pebrarke
Alcheus or Sapbo
Of suche other poetes mos
Az Linus and Homerus
Eupborion and Theocritus
Anacrern and Arion
Sophocles and Philemon
Pindarun apd Dimouides
Philiston and Phorocides
‘These poctes of aunciemtie
They are Lo diffuse for me
Por as I 10 fore hn;ei ayd
I am but a yonge ma:
And canpot in effact -

My stile ag yet dif

With eng!yiﬁ #:gl dect

Our paturall touge is Tode JI;-A‘
And hard to ba enneude tails
Wyth polyshed tearmed lastys
Oure language ia 80 rostye

Eo cenkered and 5o fal-

Of frownrdes and so dol

That if I wold apply

To write ondinately

{ wot not where to finde

Ternes to serue my minde

o oaiials -
Al value is talde. T

THia roatter is worth gold \

And worlby to be enrold s
In Chauser I am sped N

His tales | bune red . \‘

His mater in delectabls :

Solacions and commendable

His englyshe wel alowed 'u‘

Sowritisénprowed 7" .

For as it Ts employed i

There iv no englyshe voyd |

At those deyes muche com i

And now men wolde hage 2 ed b

His engliabe where nt they

And marre all they warke .

Chaucer that (amous clarke

His tearmes were not darcke

Bat pleassont, easy wed playna

No'worde he wrote in vaysa
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Also Johin Lydgste
Wrytteth atet an byer rats
It iy ditfuse to fynde
‘The seutence of his mind
Yet weyleth be in his Lind
No man that can amend
‘Those maters that he hath pend
Yet some mien finde & faut
And say he wrytetl taTaut

‘Wherfore hold me excused
I0 I baue oot wet perused
Myne englysh haife abused
‘Thoughe it be refused
In worth 1 shall it ake
And fewer wordes make

But for my Sparowes sake
Yet as a wmpan mage
My wit | shall aswny
An epytapbe to wryghte
In latyoe playne and lyght
Wherof the elegy
Foloweth by and by
Flu volucrow formoss vale,
Philippe sob iy
Marmore lm recabas,
2ui mibi carus ems;
Zemper erunt pikido
Radiantia siders oexlo,
Impressusue meo
Pectore semper eris:

TPer me lavngerum
Briunum Skeltouida vatem
Merc cecininoe Jicet :
Ficta sub imagine texta
Cuiua eris volacris
Prestanti corpore Virgo
Candida Naiy erat:
Formosior ista Joanps eat;
Docta Corimna fuit,

8ol magnis ista eapit

Rien men souienl .

THE COXMMENDACIONS.

BEATt immaculaii in via
O glorioaa fommine
Now miue bole imaginacion
And gtudicus medilucion
18 to take this eommepdacivn
1o this consideracion
Amd vodar pacient trlleracion
Of that most godly mayd
That Placebo hath sayd
And for ber Sparow prayd
In lumentable wyse

Now wyl [ enterpryse
Thorow the gmee diuine
Of the muses nioe
Her beaaty 10 commend
N Arethusa wyll gend
Me enflaence 10 endite
And with my pen to write
If Apollo will prommise
Melodiousiye it to deuise
His tunable harpe ~tringes
‘With armongye that synges
Of princes and of kynges
And of all pleagaunt thynges
Of lust and of delyght
Thorow his godly might
To whome be the iand aserybed
That my pen hath cobibed

With the sorest droppts
As verelye my hope i
Of Thagua that golden uud
Tlat passeth aH the enrthly good.
And ax that floud dothe pas
Al Roudes that euer was
With hys golden sandes
‘Wha so that vaderstandes
Cosmography: and the stremes
And the flondes in stranoge remed
Ryght so she dothe excede
Al ather of whom we rede
Whose fame by me shall sprede
Into Perce and Mede
From Britona Albion
To the toure of Babiloa
I trust it is no shame
And po manoe wyl me blame.

- Thoaghe I regester her pame

la the comte of fame

For thyn most goodly floure

Thiz Mossome of freshe colours

So Jupiler me succoare

She florysheth new and new

In beacty and vertue

Hac claritare gemina

O gloriom femina

Retribue seryo tuo, vivifiea me.
Lahin mea lnudpbunt te.

Bur enforsed am I
QOpenlye to askry
Amd to make an outcry
Apainste odvous enuye
That eueninore wyl lye
And saye cursedlye
With hys lether eya
Aud chekes drye
With vyaage wan
As pwarte a3 tan
His banes crake
Limue a3 & rake
Hys gumnies rustye
Are full valunrye
Hya barte with all
Bytter ps gall
His liver his longes
With anger is wronge
Hys serpentes tonge
T'bat many one hath stonge
He frowoeth euer
He laugheth neuer
Euen nor morows

* But other mens sormwe

Causerh him to grin
And reioice therein,
No slepe can hym catche
Bat puer doth watche
He is m0 bete

With malice aud frete
Wyth anger and yre
Hix foule desire

Wyl saffer no sleep
1o his bead to creep
Hin foule semnblaunte
Al displeasaunte
Whan other ure glad
Than iz hee sad
Franticke and mad
His tounge nener styll
Fur o saye yll
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‘Writhing and wninging
Riting and stingyog
And thos this elf
Comomreth himeelfe
* Hymselfe doth sloe
Wylh payve and woe
Thys flse enuy
Sayih that I
Use greats follye
For to indits
And for to wryts
Apd spende my time
In prose and ritow
For to expres
‘The poblenes
Of my maystres
That cawseth me t
Stodicas to be
To make s relation
Of ber commendacion
And there agayne
Enuy doth cumplayne
And hath disdama
But yet certayne
I will be playne
Apd my stile dres
To this prosses
Nowe Phebrus me ken
To shempe my pen
And Jeade my fysta
An bim best lyst
‘That | may eay
Honoure slwaye .
(f woman kyode
Trouthe dothe ma bynde
And loyaltia
Euer to be
Their troe bedel
To wryte and ted
How women excel
In noldensa
As my meystres
Of whome [ thinks
With pen and yoks -
Eor to compyle
Some goodly stile
For thys moste goodly floure
This blowsom of fresh colour
8o Jupiter me succour
Sbe Aorisbeth new and new
In beaotie and vertue
Har claritaie gemnina,
Q glorioss fomina:
Legem pone mihi domine in viam jutif-
cationom tuaram,
Suemadmndam desiderst corvosud fontes
®Quarum.
Howx chall I reporta
Al the gndly sort
Of ber fetures cleere
That hath pone exrthly peers
Her favoure of her face
Eopewed with »l grace
Confort pleavare and solace
Mine bart doth 80 enbrace
And 80 Unith renished me
Her to behold and e
That in wordes playue
1 canoot me refrayne
To loke to ber agayue

Alan what shoakle [ faytie
It were a pleamunte payne
'With ber aye to remayoe

Hier eyen gmye and stepe
Caugeth myne harte to leepe
With her browes beute
She maye wel representa
Fayre Lucres as [ weeca
Or eln fuyre Polexens
Or els Caliope
Or els Fenolope
For thys moste goodiy floure
This blossome of freshe coloare
‘So Jupiter me succoar
She florisheth naw and Dew
In beauty and vertue
Hac ciaritate gemina
O gloricea femina
Memor esto verbi tui mrvo tue
Serrus tugs snm ego

THE Indy saphyre biewa
Her raynes doth ennew
The orient pearle 5o cleare
The witnes of her lcre
The lusty ruby ruddes
Resembie the rose buddes
Her lippes soft and mery
Emblomed like the chery
1t were an cavenly biyase
Her sogred mouthe to kysa
Her beauty to augment
Dame mature hath ber lents
A warte upon ber cheka
Who o Iyst to sceke
In ber visage a skar
That seipeth from u far
Lyke to a radyant star
Al with fauoar fret -
So proprely it is set
She is the violet
The daisy delectable
The columbine commendabla
Thin ielofer aminble
‘This moste goodly floure
'This blossome of frenhe coloara
8o Jupiter me saccoure
$he florysheth pew and naw
In beauty and vertue
Hac claritate gemioa
O gloricss femina
Bonitatem fecisti cum seevo tuo dosalas
El ex preeondiis sonant preconia

ARD whan F peroeined
Her wart and conceival
It cannot be denaid
But it was wel conunid
And pet 5o womanly
And pothing wantonly
Bat right conueniently
And full congruentlys
As matare could denisa
In moste goodiy
Who so byt bebold
Jt maketh loners bold
To her to e for grace
Her faucar to purchase
The sket npon her chin
Eachasd on her fayre skin
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‘Whiter than tho swan

It wold make any man

To forget dendly ayn

Her fagour to wyn

Tor this most goodiy four
This hiossome of frashe coloure
$a Jupiter me wuecour

She Aeurisheth new apd new
In beauty angd vertoe

Hac claritate gemma

O giorioss femina

Defecit in salutate tua anima mea ;
#uid petis flio, maler dulcissima: babe!

Sort and make no din
For now [ wil begin
To baue in remembraunce
Her gnodly dalyaunce
And her goodly pastaunce
So bad aod 50 demure
Behnaing her s sure
‘With wordes of pleasare
She wold make to the lure
Aud 2oy taai eonmert
To geue her hin whole hart
Siie mzde me sore amased
Upon her whan 1 gased
Me thought mine bart was crasad -
My eyea were 00 dased :
For this most goodly flour
The blossome of fresh cojour
5o Jupiter me suscoure
She Aorysheth new sod new
In beauty and vertew
Hac claritate gemina
O gloriosa faomina
fuomodo dilexi legem tuam domipa.
Recedant vetera, nova sant omuoia.

AND to smend her tale
‘Whan she Igst to auais
And with her fingers amall
And bepdes soft &3 silke
‘Whiter than milke
Thet are 0o quickely vayned
‘Wherwith my hand she strained
Lord how 1 was payned
" Unneth | am refrayned
How she me bed reclaymed
And me to her retayned
Eunbresyng therwith all
Her goodly middie small
‘With sides long and streyt
To tel yoo whot conceit
I had then ir a trice
The matter wer to nyce
And yet there was no vyce
Nor yet no villany
But only fantasy
For this most goodly fioure
The bloasome of fresh colonr
So Jupiter me succour
Ske fiorisheth new and new
In beautie and vertue
Hac clarilate gemina
O gloriosn feemina;

luiqnos odio habui;
Nop calumnientur me saperhi.

Bor whreta shold 1 note
Row aRen dyd 1 tote

Upon her pretye fote

It raysed myne Lart pote

To see her trende the groomde
With beles short snd round
She iz plainly expresse

Egeria the goddesss

Az lyke to ber ymage
Importured with corage

A Touers pilgrimage

There iy no beat savage

Me no tygre 10 wood

Bnt sbe wold channge hin mood
Suche relucent grace

Is formed in her face

For this most goudly flonr
Thin bloasorae of freshe colonre
S0 Jupiter me succour

She florysheth new and new

In beauty and rertue

Hac claritate gemica

O gloriosa feemine

Mirabilia testimonis tus

Sic atnovelle plantationes in jurentate %

50 goodly as she deessey
Bo properly she
The bryght golden: tresses
Of her hearé so fyne
Lyke Phebus beames shyns
‘Where to shonid I disclosa
The garteryng of her hom
It is for to sappose
Howe that she can wroure
Gorgiousiye her geare
Her freshe habilemvemtes
‘With aother implementes
To serye for sl ententes
Lyke damme Flora queene
Of lusty somer grene
This moste goodly Bour
This blogeome of freahe eolonre
So Jupiter me succoure
She florysheth new and new
4n beauty und vertew
Hac ciaritate gemion
O glorioss femina:
Clamavi in totp corde exuudi mes

HER kyrte] 5o goodly tased
And voder that is braced
Such pleasoren that I may
Neitber write vor my
Yet thoughe I write not with ink
Mo oogn can let me thinke
For thought *hath [iberti
Thought is franke and free
To thynke & rery thought
1% cont me litle or nought
Wold God wine homely stile
‘Were pollished with the flie
Of Cicrros eloquence
To prayse her excellence
The maost goodiye floure
‘This biossame of fresha coloure
So Jupiter me succoure
She Aorysheth uew aod new
In beapty and vertue
Hac claritots gemina

© O gloticsa femina

Principes persecati sunt me gratid
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Owmpibos considerntis,  Pamdisus voluptatis,
hoec virgo est dulcissima.

M1 pen il it vnable

My baad it is vnstable

My resason rude and doll
To prayse her at the full
Goodly maistres June
SKobre, demure Diane

Jawe this maistres hight
The fode atar of delight
Dume Veuus of all pleasure
The wel of worldly tressure
She doth excede and pasme
To pradence dame Pailas
The mecat goodiy Houre
This bicssome of freshe colours
So Jupiter me succonre

Ebe floritbeth new and new
In beanty and vertue

Rac claritate gemine
O gloriosm fetmios

REQUIEN eternsm donm eis domine.
With this psaim. Dumine probasti me,
Ehall mile ouer the sen
With tibi domine commendamus
Om pitgrimages to sninct Jamys
For shrympes, and for pranes
And for stelkynge craves
And wher my pen hath offended
1 pray you it may e smended
By discrete considerstion
Of your wise reformacion
I hane not offended I trust
If it be sadly disenst
It were no gentle guyse
This treatise to dispise
Becanse [ bane writen and sayd
Honour of this fayre mayd
Wherfors should I be blamed
That 1 Jane namexdi
And famonsiy prociemed
She is worthy to be enroid
With [etters of golda.

Cur alle vault.

PsR me laarigerum Britonam Skeltonide vatem

Faodibus eximiis merito, hec redemits poells est
Formommn eecini qua non formosior alla eat;
Yormomm potius, quem commendaret Homeras
Sic juvat interdum rigidos recreare labores

Ke mioos hoe titalo tersa blinerva mea est

Rien que plaisere.

Thos endeth the boke of Philip Sparow, sod here
foloweth wn adicion made by master Skeiton.

TRE gyst now & dayen
Of some isnglyng iayes
In to discomroend
That they cannot ambnd
Though they wold spend
All the wyttes they baoe
What ayle them to depraue
Phillip Sparowes graue
His diriga: ber commendacion
Caa be no derogecion
Bat myrth and comolacion
Made by protestadion

No man to miscontent
With Phillippes enterement
Ales that goodiy meyd

Why shouid she be afiayd
Why should she take shame
That her goodiy name
Honorably reported
Should be set and sorted
To be matriculate
With isdyes of estats
I coniure the Philip Sparew
By Hercules that hel dyd harow
And with a venemous arow
Slewe of the Epidanres
Ona of the Centaures
Or Qoooentaures
Or Hipocettaurius
By whose might and mnyans
An hart was sayne
With hornes twayae
Of glittering gold
And the appeis of gold
Of Hesperides withhoid
Awd with a dragon kept
Thet, cener more alept
By mareial strengtbe
He wan at length
Amd slae Gerion
With thre bodies tn cne
With mighty cornge
Araunted the mge
Of a Iyon sauags
Of Dyomedes stable
He hrought out & mble
Of epursers aud rounses
With ienper and bounees
And with mighty lugging
Wrestlyog and tuggyng
He plucked the bul
By the homed shul
And offred to (omptepie
And g0 forth per catera
Also by Ecuies bawer
In Plutas ganly lower
By the vglye Eumenidet
That newer haue rest NOT #As0
By the venemous serpent
Thet in be! is neuer Lreuta
In Lerna the Grekes fen
That was engendred them

By Chemeras Games

And gll desdly cames

Of infernal posty

Where goules fry and rosty
By the stigia! flood

And the streames wood

Cf Cocitus botumles wel

By the faryman of hel _
Caron with his beard hore

That roweth with & rude ore

And with his fore top

@ideth bis bote with » prop

I conture Philip and cal

In tus name of king Swul

Prima regum expresss

He had the Phitonesse

To wytchecraft her to dre

* And by her abusions

And dameable {Husiona




Of merueylous eonelusions
And by her supersticions
And wonderfu! condicions
She mysed vp in that stede
Samuel that wos deade

Dut whether it were so

Houw be it to Baule dyd he tell
The Philistines shakt him ascry
And the next day he shoald dye
I wil my self discharge
To lettred men at large

But Philip I coniure thee
Now by these names three
THans in the woodes grene
Luna that so bryght doth sbyne
Froserpioa in heli
‘That thou shorthy tell
And shew pow yoto me
‘What the caose may be
Of this perplexitie

Iateriit, Phillippe Scroupe, pulchra Johunna,
Inztanter periit, cur nostri canminid illam
Nupoe pudor, &t s, minor est infmia vero,

Than voche a8 baue disdayoed
And of thys worke complayned
1 pray God they be payned
No worse than is contayned
In verses two or three
Thet folore a3 ye may soe

Loride cur livor voluerin pia faners demnas
Talia te rapient, rapiunt que (Gta volucrum
Eat tamen invidin mors tibi contipus

| ———

ALELTON LAUREATE AGATRET A COMELY COYS-
TROWNE THAT CURINWILY CHAUNTYD AND
CARRYEHLY COWNTRED, AND MADLY IN HTYA
MIALEES MOKKYSHLY MADE, AGAYRST THE IX
MDY OF POLITIEE POEMS AND POETTYS MA-
TRICULAT.

OF all nacyons vider the Heuyn,

These frantyke foolys I hate moat of all.

For though they stumble in the sinpes scuyn.
In peuyshnes yet Lhey sanapper znd fall.
‘Whicbe men the viii deadly sins call,

‘This peuysh proud this prender gest,

‘When be is well yet can he not rest.

A swele mger lofe and sowre bayards bon
Berumdele lyks in forme and shap
The one for & duke the otber for dun.
A maunchet for Morell theron W snap.
His bart is to by to hove any hap,
Rut for in his game ut carp that he can.
Lo Juk wold be & jentylman,

Wyth hey troly loly lo whip here Jak.
Alumbek sodykly m ryllorym ben.
Curyowsly he can both counter and knak
Of Martyn Swart and all hys mery nen.
Lovd how Perkyn is proud of his Pohen.
But ask wher he fymiyth among his monacordes
Au holy water clark a ruler of lonles.

He can not fyod it in rule nor in spece,
He solfyth to bauts hys trybyll is to by,

' Ergo tunm

SKELTON'S POEMS,

He braggyth of his byrth that borae was fal bace
Hys musyk withoute mesure to sharp iz bis my.
He trymmyth in his tener to counter pindewy.
His discant is besy it is withouts & mene,

To fat ia his fantay bis wyt is to lene,

He lumbryth oo a lewde lewte roty bulle joyse,
Rumbill downe tumbil downe hey go now now,
He fumblyth in his fyngering an vgly good codime,
it eemyth the sobbyng of an old sow.

He wold be made moch of and he wyit baw.
Wele apal in spyodels and turning of tagellys.
A bungler, n brawler, n pyker of quarciiys.

Comely he olappyth a payre of clauycordys.
He whystetyth so swetely he makyth me to vwet,
His discant is desbed full of discondes
A red angry mao but easy to intrete.

An vasher of the hall fayn wold [ get
To poynte this proude page a place amd » rome
For Jak wold ba a jentilman that late was & groms

Jak wold jet and yet Jvﬂ nayd nay.
He ¢ in his to cluu:k which
the best.
A malaperte medler that pryeth for hin pny
In 2 dysh dare be rush at the rypest,
Dreming in dumpys to wrangill and to wrest
He findeth a proporcion in his prycke sooge.
To drynke at a druoght a larg and & long

Nay iape not with hym he is no mmal fole
It is a solemupne syre aed a solayne,
For lordes and ladyes lerne at his seole”
He techyth them o wysely to solf and to fayme
That neither they singe wel prike song nor plaia
This docter Dellias commensyd in a cart.
A master, a mynstrel, a fydler, = fart,

What though ye cau cownter Castodi nos,
As wel it becomith yow a parysh towne clanke,
‘To syng Sopinitati dedit
Yet bere ye not to bold to brauke oe to bark
At me, that medeled nothing with youre wark.
Correct. first thy seife, walk and be nought.
Deme what you list thou knowist nat my thought.

A proverbe of old say well or be #till,
Ye are to vohappy occasion to fynde, -
Uppon me to clater or els to say yll.
Now hawe [ shewyd you part of your peogd miod
Take this in worth the best is ]xl:lynde.
Wryten at Croydon by Crowland in the Clay.
Op Candelpas euyn the Kalendas of May.

FINIS.

tath

Contra alium Caatitantem & Orgunizantsm
Asinum, qui impugnabat Skeltonde
Pierium, Sarcasmos.

PREPONENDA meit non sunt tus plactm camenid,
Nec quantumy nostra fistula clars tus est,

Swpe licet |lyricos modularis arundine psatmos,
Et tremulos calamis concinis ipee modos

Buamvis mille tuas digitas dat carmine plaums,
Nam tus quam tom vox est mnage docia manus:

fuamvis cuncia facis tumida seb mewte saperbos,
Gratior est Pliebo Gstuls posimm lamen,

animo dep v fastum,

Et violare sacrum degive stulie virum, -




THE BOEE OF THREE FOOLES.

SEELTON LATVARAT YPRON L DAELMANS HED
THAT Wil SENT TO AHYM FEOM AN HOKOR-
ABLE JENTIL WONAN FOR 4 TOXKEW, DEUYSYD
THIS GISTLY MEHTACION 1N ENGLYSH, CODEN-
ABLE 1N AENTENCE COMENDABLE, LAMENT-
ARLE, LACRIMAPLE, FPROFITAHLE FOR THE
SOTULE-

Yoons rgly 10kya,
My mynd sath brokyn,
From worldly Inst.
For [ baue dyscust,
We are but dust,
Abd dy we must.
1t is generall
To be mortali,
- 1 haue well espyde
No man may hym hyde:
Wilth sinnews wyderyd,
From deth holow eyed.
With bonys shyderyd,
‘With hys worme etyn maw,
And hie gastly jaw,
Gaspy ng asyde,
Nakyd of hyde, :
Neyther fleab not fell.
Then by wy cooncell,
Loke that ye spel,
‘Well thys goupell,
For wher to we dwell,
Deth wil us qwell,
And with us mell
Fur wli our pamperde paunchis
Ther may no fraunchys,
For worldly blys,
Redenje va from this,
Quro day: be datyd,
To be chek matyd,
‘With drawttys of deth,
Sloppyng oure beeth,
Qure eyen synkyug,
Onre bodys stynkyng,
Oure gummys gryonyng.
QOure soulys bryunyng.
To whom then sball we pew,
For to haue reakew,
Hut to swete Jesu,
On w3 then for to rew.
© goodly child,
Of Mary raylde,
Then be oure shylde.
Thet we be not exyld,
To the dyne dale,
Of botemles hale,
Nov to the lake,
Of fendys blake.
Buot graunt vs grace
To e thy face,
And to purchacs,
Thyne henenly place.
And thy palace,
Fuil of solacr.
Abone the sky,
That in so by. Eterually.
Te beholde and se.
The Trywyte. Amen
Mirres vous y.
]

WomRANNOD wanton ye want,
Your medeling mastres is inanaren.

4

Menty of yli of goodnes skant.

Ye rayll-at ryot rechelea.

To prayse youre porte it i1 nedeltas,

For all yoor drafle yel and youre dregxys.
As well boroe as ye full ot tyme bagyys-

‘Why so koy and [oll of skorne,
Myne horse is #0id I wene you say.
My new furryd gowne when it is worne.
Put vp youre pary ye slmll non pay.
By crede 1 trust to se the day.

As proud & pohen as ye spreda
Of me and other ye may haoe nede,

Thouogh angelyk be youre smylyng,

Yet ia youre tong on adders tayle.

Full lyke-a scarpyon styngyng.

4ll those by whom ye haue anayle.
GQood mastyes Anne there ye do shayle.
What prate ye praty pyggys ny-

1 truste to quyte yom or 1 dy.

Youare key is mete for eaery lok.
Youre key is comnien and hangyth owta
Youre key ia redy we nede not kuok,
Nur stand long wrestyng there abonts,
Of youre doregate ya haue no doute,
But one thyow is that ye be lewde.
Holde yoare tong now ail be shrewde,

To mastres Anne that farly swete,
That wonnes at the key in Temmys streie.

THE BORE OF
THREE FOOLES

ML BXELTDN POETE LAUREATE, GAUR TO HY
LORD CARD¥NALL

THE FYRST FOOLE,

Tuzr man that doth wed a wyfa
For her goodes and her rychesse
And not for lygnage femynutyée
Procureth doloure and dystresse
With infynyte payne aud heaynetss
For she wyll do bym moche sorowe
Bothe at euyn and at morowe.

THE SECOND FOOLE,

The dartes ryght cursed of enuye
Hath myoed sythe the worlde began
Whiche bryngeth man enydenly
Into the bondes of Gathan
Wherfore he is a dyscrete man
That can eacbewe that euyll symme
Where body snd sotile o Jost in

THE THYRD POOLE,

Dyuen by voluptuousnes
Of woimpen the which be present
Be brouoght in to full great dyestres
Forgetiyug vertues excellent
Of Gud the whych is permanent
Amd wufireth themseife tu be bounde
In cordes a6 it ware s hounde.

ComEhyther and take this boka and redetherein
for your lernyng with clere iyen, and loke in this
boke tbat sheweth you folysh fooles, without wyt
or voderstanding  Pecunyous fooles that bee naa-
ryce, and for to bave good tyme, wd ta lyo
meryly, weddeth these okle wyddral wome

|
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whyeh hath sackes full of nobles, claryfre here
yoor syzbte, and ye shal know what gondoes
commeth therby, and what joye and gladnes Some
there be that habandoneth themselfe for to gather
togyther the donge that yssucth of theyr asses
arse, for to fynde evermore grese, it is grete foly
trulye, but yet the yon;e man is more folyssher,
the whiche weddeth an olde wyfe, for 10 haue har
golde and syluer. Isay that he iz a gremt foole
1bat taketh anne olde wyfe, for ber goodes and is
much to blame
They the whiche do so, procureth all trybula-
tions. For with her he shzi] neither haue ioy, re-
ereacion, nor rest. He norysebeth stryfes, and
greatedebstes, thooghte, payne, anguyshe, and me-
Japcoly. And yf he wolde zecomplyabe the workes
of maryage, bee may not, for shee is so debylyte
evide, vopropyce, vonoturall, end yndyscurrents,
for the coldenes thot is in her. ‘The husbande of
his olde wyfe bath none esperaunce to haue lyg-
Bage by her, for be meuer luned her. 'The man in
& very foole 16 make his demoraunce vpon wuch an
olde wife, whan he thinketh somtime vpon such
thynges, he leseth bis naturait with, in cursynge
bymselfe more then a M. tymes with the golde and
the sylner, audthe cursal hasarde of fortane. And
when he seeth his poore Iy fu in swch dystresse, his
hert is all oppressed with melancholy and dolour,
tut whao the vohappye man sceth that it ia force
and that hee is coustrmyneth to haue patience, he
putteth his care to draw to hym the money of the
cide wyddred wowen in makyng to her glade
chera. And whan bee hath the money and the
begge wyth nobles, God knoweth what chere be
maketh, wythoute thynkinge on ‘them thst gather-
«th it And when he hath apente al, be is more
vohappyer than hee was before, yf that the foole
be vnhappye, it is well ryghte, for hes hath wedded
auaryce, mother of all euylies, yf hex had taken o
wyfu that bmd ben fayre and vong, after his com-
.plection, he had not fallen iuto so great mn incon-
nenience. It is wryten in acncient bakes that
hee whiche weddeth n wyfe by auaryce, and not
for to haue lygnage, hath no cure of the honestie
of matrymonye, and thyaketh full euyll on his
conscience, The unyon of maryage is decuyed, for
wrder the coloure of good and loyall maryage is
wedded noaryce as we se enery day by experience
through the world Awud one wil heue o wife,
aud that hee marke bis to be demaunded in mary-
age, they will enguyre of his rvches and conninge.
And on the other syde be wyl demaunde great
guodes with ber, to noryashe her with. Per and
her futher and mother and frepdes haoe no greate
ryches, be wyll not of her.  Bul, and she be ryche
-hee demsundeth none other thinge, It is wrytlen
thot one were Letter haue his bhouse in deserle,
whems ne meucion shoulde be of hym, thenoe to
bide with such wyues, for they be replete with all
cursednce. And tbe pore foole breketh hia hemrts,
he loseth his soule and corrampeth his body. He
selleth his youth voto the olde wife that weddeth
her for auaryce, and bath hut noyse and discen-
tion, in veyug bis lyfe thus in syone Consydre
you fooles what scruytude ye put your self in,
when ye wedde sucl wyues, ] pray you be chast
if that ye wyl Iyve without vnhap, My frends
whiche be not in that hande, put you not therin,
mud yee ehalbe well happy Notwithstanding I de-
fende you not to mary bot I exhorte you to take

SKELTON'S POEMS.

& wyfe that ye may have progeoy by, sod sclese
bodely snd goatly, axxd theyoby to wyn the joyss
of paradyse.

. OF EWUYE, THE IRCONDE FOOLK.

ArPPRocHE you foly sbe enuyoun, the which can
say 0o good by them thet ye hite, come and s in
this booke, youre peruerso and euyll condycicon
O enuy that deagureth the condyeions of men, sod
dystyper of booour. ‘Thou makest to huue Tauis-
shyuge heartes famysbed, thou breonest the de-
syres, and sleeth the sonle in the ende, thou en-
gendrest the darte enuyrooned with mischefe that
whiche truneyleth diuers folkes. Curved foole
how haste thon thy baart so repiete with cvueitic,
for if ] hane temporail goodes thou wilte hane
eunye themat, or if that I can worke well, and that
1 apply mee vnto dyuers thynges the whiche be
homest, or if that I haae castels, landes, and tene.
meutes, or if that I am exslted wato bonoure by
my science, or won it by my hardynes truely wnd
iustlye, or if that [ =m belowsd by dyuery persocs
whiche reclaymeth mee good and rertoous, aad of
a noble courage, thou wylt vilepande me with thy
wordcs, thon wottest neoer in what maner Lhou
mayst adnychell mine howour, Thy malicious bert
is burt with a mortall wonode in such wise that
thon haste no joye mor solace in thir world, for
the darte of Eunye perceth thy herte iyke 8 spere.
Thou bast wylde lycoure, the whiche: maketh pll
thy stomacke o be op a flamhe. There is oo
medicyoe that maye hele thy mortall woonde, I
beynge in a place, where a3 myue hoooure was
magnyfyed, thoughte for to haue taken alyaunee
with an ndyfferaunt foure, but all sodsynety 1 wne
smyten with a darts of cuaye behinde my backe,
wherthiroughe alltho that were on my partpe
tarned theyr backes upon me, for to agree to one
of Venus dissolate seruantes, procedynge, frome a
bearte, enuenymed with enuye. Wherfore 1 chall
specyfre voto you the condyeyons of the eouyocs,
who that holdeth hym: of the subgectes of enuye,
alie constytucth to denoure, and byte euery
hodye: gyuynge vnhaypes and myseries vato her
seruauntes. Suche folkes doth the mnoceate n
thousande wronges. They be replenysshed with
50 many treasonys, that they can oot slepe io thewr
beddes, they haue no swete cautycles nor somges
They haue theyr tonges honyed with swete wonls
wnder the coloure of loue, they be lene, and infecte
of ryguure: these enuyoun more bytterer thenne
the gull of the fyshe glauca, wyth theyr eyen be-
holdipge & truners of sinackes chaufed syntil-
lously, aind withont these mouthes as the vyne thal
is newe cm, they e enuyroped with rage aud
greate anguysshe, beholilynge enernore to destroy
some body. Couceyue the history of Joseph in
your myndes, the which had vii. brethren that
went enuyous ageinst hiol whieh was the yongeste
and solde by vato the marchauntes of Egypte by
enuy, and betrayed him, The which were dee
Iybered of a longe time to have destroyed him,
These enuious neuer langhe, but whan some good
man hath domage upon the see or lande, or at the
divfortune of some body, be dryaketh his bloud ae
milke, Notwithstandioge, his heart is ever ens
braced with enuy, and s3 longe as he iyueth it
shall gnawe his hert. Hee resembleth vato Ethna
whitche breoneth alwayes. As of Romulus and
Remus his brother, the whiche Romulus edefyod




EPITAPHES OF TWO KNAVES OF DIS.

first Rome, wnd gane it to rmme Rome, after his
owpe name, Neoertboles they were pastours for
they establysbed lawes in the citie And Romulus
punished everye body eqally, He dyd inetytute
Iymittes or markes aboute tha citie, and ordeyned
that he that passed the lymyttes shuld be put to
death. His hrother passed them, wherfore he was
put voto desth jucontinente ib the same plxce.
Wee rede also bow Cayme slews his owbe brother
by souye Haue we not ersample sembablye of
Atreun, of whom his brother occupyed the parke,
bow well that they were in the reatme strogge and
puyssmunte, for to defende thern, It was Thesiua
that expulsed his brother onte of the realme by
ezwy, and was colled agayoe bycause that he had
taken the parke, apd fynally was banyshed, and
by enuye and vader the colour of peace he was
sent for. Apd when bee was commen voto a feast,
be made bie twa chiidren for te be rested, and
made theim to dryvke their bloude. O what
horroare was it to see his twoo children dye that
wers so dyscrete? In lykewise Ethiocles by hix
Brethren receyued great enormyties by that cursed
enuye, O thou prudent man if thou wiit be dis-
crete, good, and wise flye from enuy, and thon
thalt finde thy selfe sounde of body and souis,

OF THE YULUPTTOUINES CORPORALL
THE THIRD FOOLE.

RYGETE heartely [ besechs you falytahe and
lecberous people, that it will plesse you for to
come and make s [itel] coilacion in this booke, apd
if there be any thinge, that [ can do for you, I am

ali yours both body sud goodes, for trueiye | have |’

an ardeante desyre io doo you scme mediterious
dade, bicause that I bage ever frequentad your

mrvyce,
Nowe berken what I haue found you cantellouws
women, ‘They that the pappen be sene all naked,
their heyre combed and trussed in dyoers places
merneylonsly be vnreasonable fooles, for they
dresme theim Iike voluptuous haroties that make
theyr heyre to appere at theyr browes yalowe as
fine golde made int Iytel tresses for to drswe yonge
foike to theyr love. Somefor to hane their gooduvs
peeventeth to theim their beddes for to take their
carmafl desires.  And sfter that they hzue taken
st their diaportes, they pill theim as an uvnion.
The other for to haue their- plesares mondayne
cheseth theim thut we Jous best nnd maketh syg-
oyfraunce to theim sayang that she is shamoured
o0 theim. Thou art m verye idyot 9o to absndone
thy selfe vato the yyle synne of lecherye, for thou
beitest thy weife be wrapped therein, lyke as &
calfe, or a shepe is bounde in a corde. In suche
wise that ye ¢an qgot yubynde youre sclle, O foole
bare wspects wto that whiche thou cotnimyttest
Et thou putteat thy poore soule in great daunger
of damuation eternall, thou puttest tby goodes,
thyce voderstandinge, and thy joy, ¥nto deloruus
perdicion for ali that yee bee in your worldiy plea.
wmres, yet it is mengled with dystres, or with
mysty, greate thooghte or melancoly., T re-
quyre thee kne thy worldlye pleetures that en-
doreth o jepger then the grasse of the feelde YF
you hane foye one only momeute thou shalt haue
twayoe of sorow for it. We rede of Sardanapalus
that for his lecherye and lybidinosite fell into hell,

the whiche pot himeclfe in the goise of & poore ;-

Woan, his men teinge hym 4o obtinate in that
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vile sinne, slewe him, and so fypished hee hizdayes
for fulowinge of his plessaunre mondayne. The
sonersigne Crestour waz more puyssacte thenne
this wretched sinper, let vs not apply our selfe
therto sith that hee punysheth sinuers so zsprely,
but with ali our hertes enfofoe we our seife for to
resist agaioste that vyle and sbhomynable sinne
of fechery, the whiche is 50 full of enfencion and
bytternes, for it distayneth the soule of man; fle
frome the foolisshe women that pyileth the loters
vota the harda bones, and you ahal be belowed of
Gad and also of the worlde,

EN PARLEMENT A PARIS,

JUsTICE o8t imorte & verité sommeille,
Droit & raison sont allex aux pardons
Les deux premiers: Nul ne leg resieiile,
Et les derniers, sont cormampus pardooa,

Out of Frenche ioto Latine.

Abstulit wtra dies Astream: cane Gde sad
SMNo pressa jacet: jus jter arripuit.

Et secom mutio probicizeens limite longo.
Nema duas pritas evigilare porat,

Atque duo postrema baunt, & puomern otum
lmpediuct, nequeuntque remeari domum.

Out of Latine into Englyshe
Juatice nowe is dead,
Trouath with & droasy head
As hevy as the lead
13 leyd downe to #depe,
And bxdythe no kepe
And ryght is euer fallcws
(on to seke halows
With reasan to gidder
No man can iel] whether
No man woll yodertuke
The fyrst twayne to wwvake:
And the tweyne Jaste
Be withholde so faste
Wyth mony, ar men seyns
‘I'hey cait not coma agayne

EPITAPHE

THit tretive devyred it Is

Of two knaues womtyme of dys
Though thin knaues be deade
Fall of myschiefe and queed
Yet where do euer they iy
Theyr namen shall neuer dye,

COMPENDIUM DE DUOBUS PERSIPEL-
LIBUS

JOHN JAYRERL BT ADAM ALIAS L ENAUER DEQUER
ILLORUM NOTI$SIMA YILITATR.

A DEVOUTE TRENTALE FUR OLD JONK CLARLN,
BOMETYME TUE HOLY PATRIANMKE 'OF DIL

SeEQUITUR trigentals
Tale quale rationale
Licet parum curizle
Tamen satis ext frmale
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Jeannis Clerc hominis

Cuojusdam morltimoniia

Joannis Jayberd gui vocxtor

Ciere cleribus puncupatur

Ohijt sanctus iste pater

Apnpo domini M.D. Sexto

Mo parcchia de dia

Noo erat sibi aimilia

In malicia vir indignis

Duplex corde & bilinguin

Bepnio confecios

Omnibus sepectos

Namini dilectus

Bepultus est umonge the wedes

God forgrue hym bia mydedos

Dulce medoy

Penetrans Celos,

Carmina cum cannis
Cantemus fests Joannia
Clerke chiit vere
Jayberde nomenque deders
Dis populus netus
Clerke cleribus estque vocatus
Hie vir caldeus
Nequam vir cen Jebuseun
1o Chrietam Domini
Fremuit de more cameli
Rectori proprio
Tam verba retorta loguendo
Unde resultando
foa zchervnta boando tonaret
Nunqoam sincers
Solitus sua ¢rimina flere
Cui male lingun Yoqnax
Rup dicax mendmague focre
Et mores tales
Resident ix nemine quales
‘Carpens vitales
Auras torbare sodales
-Et cines yocias

Auow mulus velit & bos -
Omne sunm stodium

Robiom pictuin per ewictum
Discolor & victum

Faciens mwmper mudedictam
Ex intestinis ovium

Lok boumque @prorem
Tendens adque forum
Fregmentum colligit hornm
Dentibut exemptis

Mustigat cumque polentis
Lanigerum caput

Aot racce mugientis

Ruid petin? bie sit quis

John Jayberd. Nicolas de dis
Cui dum vizerat in
Sociaptor jurgia vis lis

Jam Yacet bic starke deed
Neuer s toth in bis heed
Adieu, Jayberd adue
1 faith dikkon thou énum
Fratres orate
Por this knauate
By the holy rode
Dyd never man good
I prag youall
And pray shall
At this trentali
On Enees to falt
To the fole ball

With 611 the blek bowe
For Jayberdas sowie

Eibite multum
Ecce sepultum
Sob pede ptultum
Asinom & mulum
The deuiil kis his culom
Wit hey cowe rumbelows
Rumpopulorum
Per omnia seculs secalormm.
Amen.
Requistn, &e.
Per Predericum Hely
Fratrem de Monte Carmeli
fui condunt sine sale
Hoc devotum trigintale
Vale Jayberd, vaide male.
Finis. .
Adam Uddersale. alins dictus
Adwn ell, a knaue bis epitaph.
Foloweth deuoutly,
He was somtime the boly
Bailiyoe of dis.
Of dis.
Adam degebat
Dum vixit falsa gerchat .
Namque extorquebat
Quicquid pativus hobebat
Aut liber natus. Rapidus
Tupus inde vocmtus,
Ecclesiemque natus
De belinl iste Pilatus
Bub pede calcatus
Yiolauit Dunc vicluins
Perfldus iratus
Nuomquam foit ille beatos
Udderoall stratus
Bemedictus est spolistus
Fmprobus inflatas
Maledictus jum leceraiug
Sia tibi baccatus
Balians praedominats
Hic fuit ingratns
Poreus velut inmaeciatos
Pitiguin crussatus
Velut Agug fit reprobatos
Crudelisque Cacus
Haratro peto sit tamulatus
Belsabub his roule zavs
Bai jacet hic like a knuae,
Jam scio mortuus ent
Et jacet hie like n best,
Anima ejos,
De malo i pejus, Amen,

De dis heec semper erit camena,
Adam Uddersall sjt anathema,

Auetore Skelton rectore de dia,

Finis, &c. Apud Trumpinton scriptor  pey

curatam ejosdem quinto die Januarij anno domning
secundam computat. Anglie M.D. V]I,

Adam Adam wbi es.  Genesis R. ubi aulla

. Hen, [Joh
Ubi nullus ordo, sed sempiternus borror inhabitey.

Finia

Diligo rugticum cum portant bis dup quantuog,

Et cautant delos est mihi dulee miclos,

b Caaticum duloroauns



BEDEL QUONDAM BELIAL.

LAMENTATIO URBIS NORWICEN.

O wucmrmiosas o= nimis O qolm flebile fatum
igeibun excsis urbe venermnda ruis

Fuimina sive Jovie sive vitima fata vocabant
Yulcani rapidis ignibns ipea peris

Ou decus cu partin specie puleberima dudum
Urks Norwicensia labitar in cineres  [ponam,

Urbe tibi quid referwm? breviter tibi paucs re-
Prospers raro menent, utere sorte tue

Ferpetuam mortale nihil, sors cmuia versat,!
Uzrln miseranda vale, s0rs miseranda tus est.

Skelton,

A ————

YILITININYS JCOTUR DUNDAS ALLEGAT CAUDAS
CONTRA ANOLIGENAS CAUDATON ANOLDS, SPUR-
CHATNE §COTE QUID EFFERS! EFFROES K¢,
QUOQUE SOME: MERDAX , TUA SPURCAQUE FUCCA
T,

ArcLIcEs 8 tergo

Cavdam genit

Eat canis ergo, -

Anglice cundate

Cape caudum

Ne cadet nte

Ex caume caude

Maoet Anglica

Gens sive lade,

Skelton nobilis poeta,

Diffamax patriam que noa
et melior uam

Cum cauds plandis dum
possis ad hontia pultes

Mendicens merdicnn efis,
mepdaxque bilinguis,

Scabidos. horribilis, quam
vermes sexque pedultes

Corrodunt misere, miseres
geous est maledictam,

" Qup Scot. ye biot,

Laudate Caudete

Set in beteer

Thy pentameter

This Dundas

This Seottisbe oy

He rymes and rayles

That Englishmean baue tajles
Skeltonus lavurentus,

Anglicus natus,

Provocat musss

Contra Dupdas

Norpacissimum Seotum,

Undique notum,

Rustice fotum

Yapidd poicm,
Skelton lsareat

Afer this mate

Defepdeth with his pen-

All Engtish men.

Arpayu UVundas

The Scottishe pase

Shake thy tayle Scot lyke s cur,

For thou beggest at euery mannes dur.

Qut Scot [ wey

Go shake thy dog hey

Duuodas of Gulaway

‘With thy rervyfyeng royles

How they haue tuyles

YOL IIL

L

By Jewa Christ, fals Scot thog yest,
But behyrd i vur hoga
Webere there a rome

Por thy Scottyshe nome,

A spectacle cuse
To couer thy face

With tray deux ase )
A tolman to blok R
A rough foted Scot

Drundas »ir knaue

Why dosle thow deprane,
This royail reame,

Whone radinnt beame

And relucent Light

Thou hast in despite

Thot donghyll knyght

Baot thou lakest might
Dundas, dronken, snd drowsy
Skahed scurey sred Jowsy

Of yabappy generacion

And most vugmcious hacion.
Dundas that dronke asse

That ratis and rankis

That prates and prankes

On huntiey bankes .
Take this our thonkes

Dunde bar,

"Weike Scot

Walke sot

Hayle not to far.

ADNORITIO SEELTONIS UT CHKES ARBOLES
YIRIDI LAUREQ CONCEDANT,

Praxinus in silvis, altia in montibus ornus
Populus in fuviis, abies patulissirna, fagus
Lenta salix, platenus pinguis, ficulnes Scus,
Qlandifers & quercus, pirus, esculus, ardus
Basamus exuduens, oleaster, oliva Minervm, {ginus,
Jumniperua, buxus, lentiscus cuspide lenta
Botrigers, & domino, vitis gratissinia, baccho,
Itex & sterilis, Isbrusta paloss colonis,
Mollibus exudans fragrantis thurs sabeis
Thus redolens, arabls panter, notissima mirrha,
Bt vos O corili fragiles, hamilesque myrice
“Et vor O cedri vedolentes, vos quoque myrti.
Arboriy ompe genus viridi concedite Laure.

Prengs en gre.  The Lanralle.

Dilige rusticam cum portant his duo qusubu'm
Pt cantant detos ent miki dalce melm
) 1. Canticum dolorosum,

IM BEDEBLL QUONDANM RELIAL FNCARNATUN, DE-
YOTUM EPITAPHIUM.

Ismar ecce Bedel, non mel, sed fol, xibi des ¢l.
Perfidus Achitophel: Laridus atque lorsll:

Nunc clet Tste Jehal, Nabal, $. Naba! ecce Ribaldus
Omnibus exosus tque perosus erat.

in piategque cadens onimam xpimarit oléto,
Presbyteran odiens sic sine mente ruit

Discite vos omnes quid sit violgre secratos

- Presbyteros, quia sic corruit iste canis

Cocitua cui sic petur per Turtars totus
5it peto promotus Cerberus huncque voret

At Thage sancia temen mea mMuss precabitur atros
Hos Jewmuresque eat sic Bedel ad superos

Non eat, immo ruat, non scandut sed mage tendat,
Inque caput preceps mox Acherpote petat.
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Bedal Buanta maligeatus est jnimicup ip moctum.
Paal. 73.
Martos cat asinus
Qui vitit multum
Hic jacet barbarus
The deuill kys hin colume.  Amen.
Hane volo transeribas, transcriptam moxque te-
Taittas pagllaum: qui sunt qui mes scripts scivnt
Redde. 3 igitur quin sunt qui male cuncta fremunt
Igitur quis sunt qui bons cunetn premunt
Nec tamen ¢xpaveo de fatoo labio
Nec multum paveo do scolide Rabulo.

POETA SEELTON LAUARATUS LIBELLUM
NETRICE ALOQUITUR.

UM

Ap domizum properato meum: men pagina Percy
Rui Northumbrorum jura paterna gerit.

Ad oatam celebris tu prona reposne loonis,
Rueque suo patri tristin justitis,

Ast ubi perlegit dubiam sub orente volutet,
Fortunam cunets que male fda rotat,

2ui leo it felix & Nestoris occupet sunor,
Ad libitumn cujus ipse paratis ero.

SEELTON LAURBAT YMOY THE DOULOURN DETAR
AND MUCHE LAMENTARLE CHAUXCE OF THE
MOfT BOMORABLE EHLE OF NORTHUMBER-
LAWDE.

I wavie, 1 wepe, 1 s0bbe, 1sigh fulsore

The dedely fite, the dolefulle desteny

Of by that is gone, ales without restore

Ot the bloud royall descending nobelly

Whose lordahyp doutles, was slxyne lamentably
Thorow treson, again bim compassed and wrought
Trew to kis prince, in word, indede, and thought,

Of heuenly poema O. Clyo calde by name
1o the colege of musis goddes hystoriall
Adren the to me whiche atn both balt and lame
In elect vizraunce 0 make memoryall

the for souccour to the for hélp 1 call
Mine homely rulnes and dryghnes to expell
With the frealie waters of Elycunys well.

Of poble actes sunciently enrolde
Of famous pryncis and Tordes of asfate
By thy report ar woit to be extold
Regeetringe trawiy every formare date
Of thy bounte after the veuall rate :
Kyndell in me suche pleaty of thy nobles
Thess sovowfolie dites that [ moy shew expres

In sesons past who hath herde or sene
Of formar writyng by any presidente
‘That vilane hastarddis in their furicus tena
Fuifytled with malice of fromard enwents
Cunfetered togeder of cominion concente
Falaly to flse theyr moste singuler god lord
It may be regeitrede of shamefal] recorde.

Bo woble 1 man s¢ ralisnct lord aod knyght
Fulliled with honor as ali the wold doth ken
At iiv commenndment which had both day and
nyght N
Enyghtes and sguyers: et suery seasch when
Ho calde vpon them, ar meniall howshould men

SKELTON'S POEMS.

W ere not these commons wmcarteis karlis of kind
To sio their owne jorde: God was not in their
mynd

And were not they to blame I say also
That were aboute him his one servants of tret
To suffre him slaym of his mortall fo
Fled away from hym let hym ly in the dust
They bode pot tiil the reckenyng were dincost
Whxt ghuld I Alatrsr svhat shuld 1 ghoee or paint
Py fy for shame their hartes were to faint, .

In England sod Freunce which gretly was re-
douted
Of whom both Flaupders and Scotland stode in
To whom great estates oheyed and lowted [drede
A meyny of rude villayns msde hym for to bleds
'"Unkyndly they sew him, thet bolp them oft at
nede

Ha was their bulwark their pages and their wadl
Yet sbamfuily they slew hym that sbame mot
thern belal

1 suy ye comonerd why wer ye e0 stark mad
What frontyk frensy fyll in your brayoe
Whers was your wit and rowon 8 should have bad
What wilful foly made yow to ryse agayne
Your naturall lord: slas [ cannot fayme
Ye armyd you with will, and teft your wit behyod
Well may you be calied comones most yokynd.

He was your chefteyne yoor shelde your chaf
Redy to assyst you in every time of nede [defence
Your worshyp depended of his excelience
Alns ye mad men to far ye did excede
Your hap was vobappy to ill %38 your spede
What moued you againe him to war or ta fyght
What slyde you to sle your lord agayo all ryght.

The ground of hic quarel was for his souerain
The well concerning of all the hole lande  {lomd
Demandyng mche duties as hesles maost asord
To the ryght of his prince which should not ba

withstand
For whose cause ye slew him with your cwne baed
But had his nobls mena done wel that day
Ye bad not bene able to hauc sayd him nay

But ther was fals packing or els I am begyldo
How be it the mater wan euydent aod playoe
For if they had occupied their spers and their

shilde .
This nobie man doutles had not bane slayoe
But men say they wer lynked with s double chaine
And held with the comonea voder & cloke
Which kindeled the wild fyr that mada al this
soke,

The commons renyed ther taxes to pay
Of them demaunded and asked by the kynge
With one voice importune they pleinly sayd nay
They buskt them on e busbment themselfs in

baile to hring :

Aguyne the kynge pleanure Lo wrestle or 10 wring
Blundy as bert is with boate and with crye
Thbey sayd they formd not, nor carede not to dy.

‘The noblenes of the north this valiant jord and
knight
As man that war innocent of trechery or traine
Presed forth boldly to withstand the myght
And lyke marcinll Hector he faught them agayne
¥ygorously vpor them with might and with maine




THE DOLOURS -DETHE OF NORTHUMBERLANDE,

Trostyng in noble men that wern with him there
Bat al they fed from bym for falshade or fere,

Barones, knyghtes, squiers and all
Together with seruauntes of his famuly
Turped their backe, and Jet their monster fal
Of whome they counted not a fiye
Take vp whose wold for ther they let him Iy
Alxs his gold, his fee, bis annual rent )
Upon suche a sort was jfle bestowd and spent.

He was ennirond aboute on euery syde
Witk Lis enemyes, that wer stxrke mad and wode
Ye while he atode ha grue them wanndes wyde
Allas for ruth what thoughe his mynd wer gede
His corage maniy, yet ther he shed bis blode
Al left alone aias be foughte in vayne
For cruelly among thetn ther he was slayne.

Alns for pite that Percy thns was spyit
The farnous erte of Northumberland .
Of knyghtly prowes the sword pomel snd hylt
The myghty Iyon doutted by se and lands
O dolorous chaunce of furtunes froward hande
What map remembryng bow shamfully be was
From bitter weping himnself cun restrain, [slaine

O ¢roell Mars thou dedly god of war
0 dolorous towisday dedicate to thy name
When thou ahoke thy swarde 50 coble # man to
O groand yogracious vohappy be thy fame {moar
Which wert endyed with rede bloud of the same
Most noble erle: O foule mysuryd ground
‘Whereon be gut his finall dedely wounds.

O Atropos of the fatall systers iij.
Goddes mast eruel vnto the Iyfe of man
Ail merciles in the is no pils
QO bomicide which @cest, all that thon can
8o forcibly vpon thiv erle thou mo
Toat with thy sword enbarpit of martal) drede
Thou kit esonder perfight vitall threde,

My wordeg anpullysht be nakide and playne
Of Aurest poems they want ellumynyngs
Bot by them to knowlege ye may attayne
Of this lordes dethe and of his murdryage .
Which whiles be [yved had foyson of every thing
Of knights of squyers chyf lord of totire ani towne
Tyl fykkell fortune began sn hym to frowne

Faregall to Gukes with kynges be might compare
Sunpountinge in honor all erlis he did excede
To e}l countreis aboute him reporte me 1 dare
Lyke to Envas benigne in word and dede
Valiznt as Hectar in euery marciall nede
Prudent, discrete, circumspect acd wyse
Tyil the chaunce ran agayne hym of fortunes du-

ble dyse.

What nedetk me for ts sxtol] his fame
With my rude pen enkankered ali with rust
Whase noble actes show worshiply his name
Traraendyng for myne homly mme, that musts
Yetomwhat wright supprised with berty haat
Truly reportyng hisz right noble extate
lmmortally whicke is immecclate,

Hir noble blode newer denteyned was
Trew to hiy prince for to defend his rypht
Duablenes hatyng, fals matters to compas
Trertory and treason he banysht out of syght
Wi trath to medle was al hisholl delight
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As all his countrey can testyfy the same
To fle suche a lorde alas it was grest shame,

1f the hole quere of the musis nyne
in me all onely wer set and comprysed
Enbrethed with the blast of infusnce deayna
As perfytly us could ha thought or deuised
To me aiso nil Lhough it were promiwd
Of Laurent Phebus holy the eloquence
ALl were to lytell for kin magnificence

O yonge lyon but tender yet of age
Grow and escrese remembie thyn cstate
God the nayet unto thyn beryiage
And geue the gizce to be more furtunate
Aguyn rebellyones srme the to roake debate
And as the iyone whiche is of bestes kynge
Unto thy subiectes be curteis abd benygne

f'pray God sende the prosperous Jyfe and long
Stable thy mynde consiant to be and fast
Ryyht to mayntayn amd to rpsyst all wionge
All fiateryng faytors abhor und from the cast
Of foule detraction God kepe the from the blast
Let double delyng inthe bave no place,
Acd be oot |ygbt of credence in oo case

With heuy chere, with dolorons hart and myand
Eche man may sorow in his inward thought
+ This Jords death whose pere is bard to fynd
Al gife Englond and Fraunce were thorow saught
Al kynges, all princes, al duken, well they cught
Both temporall and spiritaal for to complayne
This noble mao thet crewelly wes slayne.

More specially borons and those knyghtes baold
And al other pentilmen with him enterteyned
In fee: a8 menyall men of his housold
Whom be as tord worsbyply mainteyned
‘To sorowful weping they ought to be constrwined
As oft & they call to theyr remembraunce,
Of ther good lord the fate and dedely chacnee.

Perlese Prince of Herens emperyall
That with oge word formed ul thing of noughts
Heven, bell, and erthe, obey unto thy call
Wkich 1o thy resemblaunce wondersly bast

wrought

All mankynd, whom thou full dere hast bought
With thy bloud precious cur finkunce thau did pay
Aod vs redemed, from the fendys pray

To the pray We ax Prince jucomparsbls
An thou art of mercy and pyte the well
Thou bring unts thy joye elermipable -
The scull of this lorde from all davnger of bell -
lu epdles blys with the to byde and dwell
In thy paluce, aboue the orient )
Where thou art Lord, and God amnipotent,

0 uene of mercy, O Lady full of grace
Mayden 1nost pure and Goddes moder ders
To sorowful haites chef comfort aid solace
OF &il women O flowre without pere
Pray to thy 1on aboue the sterr is clem
He ta vouchssfe by thy mediacion
To panion thy seruaunt sod bryoge-to maluasion

In joy triumpheunt the heuenly gevarchy
With #ll the hole sorte of shet glorsows place
Hin soull mot receyue in ta theyr compeny
Thorow bounty of hym that formed ali solace
Wel of pite, of mercy, snd of grace




308

The Father, the Sonn, nnd the Haly Ghost
o Trinitate one God of myghts moste.

Non sapit humanis qui certom pouere rebos
Spem cupil est howinum rarague Geta Rdes
Tetrasticon Sketton lanreatiad magistrum Rnkshaw

Srcne theologie egregium professorem
Aveipe nunc dowum doetor celebertrime Rulshary
Carmina: de calamo que cecibere toeo,
Et quagua placidis non sunt modulata carmenis
Sunt Lamo ex nostrn pecture prompta pio,
Vale feliciter, virorum landatissime,
FINIs,

ELEGIA

1IN IERENISUIMNE PRIKCIPIS ET DOMINE DOAINE
MARGARLT.E NUPER CUMITISAE DE DiRHY
STRERUINSIMI REGIS HENRICI REFTIN] MATRIY
FUNEBHRE MINISTERIUM. PER SEELTONILA
LAUREATUN ORATOREM REGIUM AVI, MENSLE
AUGUETI. ANNOG SALUTIN B.D.XY¥I.

ANPIRATE meis elegis pia turma sororum,
Et Margaretam collacrinate piam.
Hac sub mole latel regis celcherrima mater
Henrici magni, quem locus jste fovet;
Suent locus iste sacer celebri celebrat Poliandro,
lilius en genitrix bac tumulatur humo;
Cui cerat Tanaquil {Titus hanc super astra re.
Cedat Peoelope carus Ulyssis amar,  [portat)
Hce Abigail velut Hester erat pietate secunda,
En tres jam proceres nobilitate pares:
Pruv domina precor implurs pro principe tanta
Flecte deumn precibus qui legia hos apices.
Plura referve piget calamus torpore rigescit,
Dormit Mecanas, negligitut probitas
Nec juvat aut modicom prodevt nune uitima verm
Facta recensere (mortua mors reor est)
Suerin quid decus est? decus est moda dicier
hircum
Cadit honos hireo, cedit honerque eapro.
Falleris ipse Cheron iterum surrexit Abyrun
Ft stygivs remos despieit ille tuon,
Vivilur ex voto: mentis precordia tangumt
Nulla sepu’era ducum nee monumenta patrum;
Non regum non ulla huminam Inbentia fato
Tempora nec totiens mortua turbe rucns
Hunc statuc certe periture parcere carte
Ceu Juvenelis ovat eximius satirus.

Disticon #xcerationis in fagolidoros
gui lacerst, violat, ve rapit presens Epitomia
Hunc laceretgoe voret Cerberus almqoe mors.

b ——

Calon. Agaton, cum Areta. Re in. Pu,
Henc tecum statuasdominem (precor )4 sator orbis,
Quo regnas rutilans rex sine ine manena

OHATOR HEGIUS SKELTONTS LAUREATUR INW
SINOULARE MERITISSIMUMQ; PRECONIUMN
NOBILISSIMI PRINCIPIS HERRSCI $EPTIMT NU-
PER STHENUILIME REGIS ANGLIE MOC EPTTA-
FLHIVUM EDIDIT. 4D AINCERAN CONTEMPLA-
TIONEM REVERERDI IN CRISTO PATRIN AC DO~
HINI ROMPHEL JOHANKEIS [SLIP ARBATIA WENT-
MONASTERL) OPTIME MERITI ANRU DOMINL
M.D-X11,PRIDIE DUMINI AKRDRER APUSTOLY, &c.

Tnisva meipomenes cogor mode plectrn sanare
Hus clegos foveat Cinthios ille meos

SKELTON'S POEMS.

.1 Si quas fata movent Ixcrimas: lacrimare videcet

Jam bene maturum »i bene ments sapis
Floa Britonum, regum speculum Salamonis imege
. Septimus Henricus mole sub hac tegitur,
Puanioa, dum regnat (redolens rosa digne vocmri
Jum jam marcescit ceu levis wnbra fugit)
Multa oovercautis fortunm multa faventis
Passus: & infractus tempus utruinque tolit
Nohilis Anchiacs, armis inetuendus Atrides,
Hic emmt: hunc Scoltus rex tinuit Jacobus,
Spirmments aniine vegitans dum vescitur aura
Francorum popalus cooticuit pavidus.
Inmensas sibi divitias cumulasse quid bhorres
Ni cuinulasset opes forte Britanoia Tyas
Urgentes caaus tacita si mente volutes,
Vix tibi suiliceret auren ripa Tagt
Ni sos te probitas Itn te Int
Rexisset satius: vix tibi tuta salus;
Bed quid plura cane? meditans quid plura volute
Buisque vigil wibi sit mors sine lege mpit?
Ad dominum qui currcta regit pro principe tante
Funde preces quisquis carmina oostra legis.
Vel miage si placent bane
Hunc timuit Jacohas
Scottorem dominus
2ui sua fata luit
Pucm leo candidior
Rubeum necat ense leonem
Et jrcet vsque modo
Non tumulatus huma.
Refrigerii sedem quietis beatitudinomn lamiais
habeat elaritatem,
AMEN,

EUVLOGIUM

PRO MOLMUM TEMTORUM CONDICTONE TANITE
PRINCIPIBUS WO INDIGNUNM PER IEECTONIDA
LAUVABATUM ORATOREM REBGIUM.

Hue pia Calliope perpera mea casta puells,
it mecum resena cucmina plena deo,
Septimus Henricus Britonum mensarabilis heros,
Auglica terra tuns magnarimus Priamus:
Attalus hic opibos rigidus Cato, clarus Acestes
Sub gelido clausus marmure jam recubit
Hic hobor omnis opes, probitas sic gloria regum
Qmpeia nutabuat mortis ad imperum. [obatas ?
Anglia num jacrimas: rides: lacrimare quid
Duin vixit Jacrimas: dum moritur jubilas.
Cauta tamen penses, dum vixerat Augligescnees
Vibrabant enses. bella nec nlla timeat,
Undique bella fremunt oune wudigue prelia sue-
Noster honor sofus filias ecce suns; [guat,
Noster hnuer solus qui ppodera tauta subice
Non timet: intrepidus arma gerendn vocat,
Arma gerenda cocat (saperi sua ceptn secnodent}
Ut nuatiat Pallas AEgida sepe rogat.
Sors tatuen cot versands din sore vitima belli
Myrmidonum domious mAlre rileate tuit;
Et quem non valuit validis superare sub armis
Mar?} tamen occubuit insidiia Paridis
Nos incerta quidem pro certis ponere reboa
Arguit, & prohibet Delius ipse pater
Omnia sunt hominum dubio Inbentia fato,
Marte mib incertn militat omnis homo.

Omne decns pastrom, nostre & spos unica tantom,
Jam bene qui regost hunc Jovis umbe tegut
Ut quamris mentem labor est inhibers valenten,

Pauca temen licent dicere pace sun;
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Pace tua licent mibi nonc tibi dicere paoca,
Dulee meom decus, & sola Britauna mius.

Summa i nostre remanet celeberrime princeps,
In te precipuo. qui modo sceptra geris.

Si Ubi fata favent precor atque precaber
Anghia tunc plande sin minus ipse vale,

Policronitudo Dasileoa

TETRASTICON YERITATIA,
Felix qui bustam torniasti,

Rex tibi cuprom,
Aurao 8i tectus fueras,

Fueras spoliatus,
Nudu? prostratus,

Tanta est rabioso cuplla,
Undique nummorum

Rex pace precor requicscar.

FIN1S,

Amen,

INTHE FLEETE MADE BY ME WILLIAM CORNIRHE
OTHERWIIE CALLED NYSMEWREYE CHAPEL-
MAN WITH THE NOsT FANMMR ARD NOBLE
AYNG HENRY THE ¥iI .AI3 REYGNE THE XIX.
TERE THRER MOWETH OF JULY.

A TREATISE BETWENE TROUTH, AND
INFORMATION.

A.B ofE bhow.C. for. T. was. P. in P.
Prologue,
THE HOOLE CONTENT.

TrE kuowlege of God, passyth comparison

The deuill koowith all il thing, consented aor doae
And man knoweth nothing, saue oniy hy reason
Apd reason in man, is dinerse of operation

How can then man be parfite of coguition

¥or reason shatl 30 reason that somtyine among
A man by information may ryhgte w.sly do wrong

GOSPELL

The nuctorised gospel and reason holdeth ther-
with

Whose litternll sence agreith to the fore seyng
2o smbulat in tenebris nescit quo vadit
Now moralyse ye farther and peyse the contrieyng
1 meape, bytwene trowth anid sotele conueynge
Who gothe in the darke, munt stumble amonge
Blame never a blynd man, thou be go wronge.

EXAMPLE

A juge to the jury nedes mast grue credence
How what yf thay purpoas fals inaters to coinpase
The judze must procede yet in bim non oflence, -
For a1 they geuc verdit, the jugement must passe.
But wher the faulte js, non dJormit Judos
For by fals informacion many tymes amonge
Right shalbe rewled end tbe righteouse zbel do

wroug

EVELL INPFORMATION.

Rui woo to suche informers who they be
That maketh their malice the mater of the power
And cruelly without conscicnee right or pity
Disgorgith theyr venume under that colowre
Alas not remembryng their suules doloure
When, dirs illa, diea ive, shalbe their songe
fte maledicti, take Lbat for your wronge.

309
A PAHABLE RETWER INFORMACTON AND MUGKE.
THE EXAMPLES.

Muzike in his melody requireth true spundes
'Who s:tleth & song, should geue him to srmony
Who kepeth true his trencs may not passe hissonds
Hiz alteracions and prolacions must be pricked

treuly
For musiketstrew though minwtrelsmaketh maystry
The barpor éareth nothing but reward for lis song
Merily soundith bis mouth when bis tong goth all
of wrong.

THE HARPE,

A harpe geueth zounde as it is sette -
The barper may wrest it vatunablye
Yf he play wrong good tunes he doth Tetle
Or by mystunyng the very trew armouya
A lharpe well playde on shewyth swete melody
A harper with his wrest maye tune the harpe wrong
Mystnnyng of atinstruwnent shal bort a troe songe

A MECR

A songe that ig trewe and ful of swetoes
May be euyll songe aod tunyd amyse
Ths sonye of hym selfe yet neuer the les
Is true and tonable, and syng it a it is
Then blame not the song, but marke wel this
He that hath spit at ancther mans songe
Will do what he can to haue it song wronge.

A CLARICORDE.

The elaricord hath a tunecly kynde
Av the wyre is wresied hye and lowe
So it turnyth ko the players mynde
For an it i3 wrested 0 must it nedes showe
As hy this reson ye may well know
Any ingrument mysalunyd shalf hurt s trew song
Yet blame not the claricord the wrester doth

WIODg.

A TROMFET.

A trompet blowen hye with Lo hard & blast
Shal cause him lo vary from the tunable kynde
But he that bloweth to hard must suage at the last
And fayne to fall lower with & temperat wynde
Aud then the trompet the troe tune shall fyode
For an instrument oner wynded is tuned wrong,
Blame none but the blower, oo him it is longe.

TRUE COUNSELL

Who pleieth on the harpe be should play trew
Who syngeth & souge, let his voice be tunable
Who wreateth the claricorde mystunyng eschew
Who bloweth n trompet let his wind be mesurabla
For instruments in them self be ferme and stable
And of trouth, wohl trouth to ecery manes songe
Tune them then truly for in them is no wronge,

COLOUAS OF MUSYAE.

In musyke 1 hauc learned iiii colours an thls
Blake, ful blake, verte, and in lykewyse redde
By these colonrs many sebtill alteracions ther is
That wil begile one tho in cining he be wel sped
With a prike of indicion from a hxdy that is dede
He shal try so his nombre with awetnexs of his smg
That the eare shalbe pleased, and yet he al wronge.

THE PRACTIISEA.

I pore man rnable of this science to akyll
Saue lite] practise | haue by experience

F |
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I meane but troath end of good will

To remembre the doers, that vesth such offence
Not gne sole, bt generally in sentencs

By cause I can ekyll of a litle songe

To try the true conde Lp be knowen from the wropg.

TREUTH.

Yet trouth was drosnde be nat sanke
Rut atidl dyd flecte aboue the water
Informacion had ptayed hym suche & pranke
That with power the pore bed lost his mater
Bycause that trouthe begane to clater
Informacion hath tanght hym to solfe hissonge
Paciens parforce, content you with wronge.

TRUTH.

I assayde thein tunes me thought them not awets
The concordes were nothynge musicalt
I called masters of musike conyng and discrete
And the first prynciple whose name was Toballe
Guide Boice, John de Murris, Vitryaco and them
1 prayed them of helpe of thia combrous songe [al
Priked with force and lettred with wronge.

TRUE ANFWERT.

They nyd 1 was horce I might oot synge

My voice is to pore it is not awdyble

Taformacion is so caryous in his chaustynge

That to bere the trew plainsoug, it is oot posible

Hin pruporcions be so bard with so highe a qoa-
tritle [bound

And the playn song in the margyu so crahtely

Thbat the true tuaes of Tuball can not hese the
right rounde,

TACTHE.

Well quod trenth, yet ones I trust verely
To bave my vuyce and synge agayne
Amd to flete our treuth and clarify truly
And ete suger candy adaye or twoyne
And then to the deska to synge true aml playo
lufurmacion sha!l not alwaye enture hys song

My parts sbalbe true, when bis countreucrs shalbe |

wTODg.

SKELTON'S POEMS,

INFORMACION.
lnformation hym eoubolded of the monacorde
From ts to les he musyd b

mastry
I assayde the musyke both knyght and lond
But none wold speke, the sonnde bord was to bye
Then kept 1the plain keyes the marred sl my
melody
Enfomaclon draue a crochet that past nl my g
With proporcion parforce, dreven an to long&

DIALDOUE,

Saflerance came in, 1o ByDg & parte
Go'to quod trouth, I pray you begyne
Nay soffl quod he, the gise of my parte
1Is to rest & longe rest or I aet in
Nay by long restyng ye shall nothing wynhe
For informaciorn in s0 cnfly and so byein his songe
That yT ye fal Lo restiog infayth in wilbe wrung

TEEWETH,

Informacion wil teche @ doctor his pume
From superacite to-the noble dyapason
1 ssayd to acie sad when { came
Enformacion wes mete for a noble dyatessaron
He mg by = pothome that hath two kyndes in

[aong
With ma.ny subtel memetunes most met for this
Pacience parforce, conlant yon ¥ith wronge

TROUTH.

1 kepe be reunde and he by square
The one is bemole und the other bequere
If I myght make tryat as I could and dare
[ should show why these ii. kyndes do varye
But God knowyth s, so doth not kyng Harry
For yf he dydde than chaunge shold this Tiii, noCg
Pytye, for patience, angd consience, for wrongr,

Nenysswhete pambolorm.

FINIL



THE

" POEMS

HENRY HOWARD,

EARL OF SURREY.



THE

LIFE OF HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF
SURREY.

BY MR. CHALMERS.
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Turs bighly accomplished nableman has been peculiarly wnfortunate in his biogra-
phers, nor is there in the whole range of the English series a life written with less at-
tention to probability, - Even the few dutes on which we can depend bave been over-
lookid, with a neglect (hat is wholly unaceountable in men so professedly attennve to
these mpatters as Birch, Walpole, 2nd Warton,

The story usually told conaists of the following particulars :—

“ Henry Howsrd, earl of Surrey, was the eidest son of Thomas, the third duke of
Norfolk, lord high treasurer of England in the reign of Henry ViIl. by Elizabeth,
deoghter of Fdward Stafford, duke of Buckingbem, He was bom either at his fu-
ther's seat at Framlinghem, in Suffolk, or in the city of Westminster®, und heing a child
of great hopes, all imaginsble care was taken of his education. When he was very
young, he was companion, at Windsor Castle, with Henty Fitzroy, duke of Ricbmond,
matural son to Henry VIII, and efterwards student in Cardinel College, now Christ-
choreli, Oxford. In 1532, be was with the duke of Richmond at Paris, and continued
there for some time in the prosecution of his studies, and learning the Freoch lan-
guage ; and upon the death of the duke in July, 1536, travelled into Germany, where
be resided some time at the emperor’s court, and thence went to Florence, where he fell
in Iove with the fair Geraldine, the greast ohject of his poetical addresses, and in
the grand duke’s court published a challenge sgeinst all who should dispute her
beauty: which challenge being accepted, he came off victorious.  For this approved va-
lour, the duke of Florence made him lasye offers to stay with him; but he refused them,
becanse he intended to defend the honous of his Geraldine in all the chief cities of
Ttaly, But this design of his was diverted by letters sent to him hy king Henry VIII.
recalling him to England, He left Italy therefore, where be bad cultivated his poetical

¥ A fiend ot Oxford bax suggested that he mqrh.lu been barn st Lambeth, or u » bouse oear
Bxbopute i in lopdon, which were the occasional mdﬁ:ua of hia father.
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genins hy the reading of the greatest writers of that country, and returned to his own
country, where he was considered 8s oue of the first of the English nobility who edorwed
his high hirth with the advantages of a polite 1aste and extensive literature. On the first
of May, 1540, he was one of the chief of those who justed at Westminater as a defend-
ant ngainst sir John Dudley, sir Thomas Seymour, and other challengers, where he be-
haved himself with admirahle courage and great skill in the use of his arms; and, in
1542, served in the army, of which his father was lieutenant-general, and which, in
Orctober, this year, entered Scotiand and humnt divers villages, In Fehruary or March
following, he way confined to Windsor Castle for eating flesh in Lent, contrary tothe king's
proclamation of the 9th of February, 1542. In 1544, upan the expedition to Boulogue,
in France he was ficld-marshal of the English army; and after taking that town, be-
img then knight of the garter, he was in the beginning of September, 1543, constituted
the king's lieutcnant and capinio general of aH his anny within the town and country of
Boulogne. During his eommand there in 1545, hearing that & convoy of provisions
of the enemy was comiog to the fort at Oultremu, he resolved to interceptit; bat
the Rhingrave, with four thousand Lanskinets, together with a1 considerable number
of French under the marshal de Briex, making an obstinate defence, the English were
routed, and sir Edward Poynings, with divers other gentlemen, killed, and the earl of
Surrey himself obliged to fiy: though it appears, by a letter of his to the hing, dated
Jan, 8, 1545-6, that this advantage cost the enesny a great number of men, Bat the king
was 20 highly displeased with this ill success, that from that time he contracted = pre-
Jjudice against the earl, and soon after removed him from his command, appointing the
ear]l of Hertford to succeed him. On this gsir William Paget wrote to the earl of Sur-
rey, to advise him to procare some eminent post under the earl of Hertford, that he
might pot he weprovided in the town and ficld. The earl, being desirous in the mean
time to reguin his former favour with the kimg, skinmished against the French, and
routed them ; but soon after, writing over to the king’s council, that as the enemy had
cast much larger canpon than had been yet seen, with which they imagined they should
soon demolish Boulogme, it deserved consideration whether the lower town should
stand, as ot being defensible; the council ordered him to retom to England, in order
to represent his sentiments more fully upon those points, and the earl of Hertford was
jmmediately sent over in his room. This exesperating the earl of Surrey, occasioned
him to let fall some expressions which ssvoured of revenge, and a dislike of the king
sud ao hatred of his counsellors; and was, probably, one gret cause of his ruin soon
after. His father, the duke of Norfolk, had endeavoured to ally Limself to the ear
of Hertford, end to his brother, sir Thomas Seymour, perceiving how mach they were
in the king's favour, and how great an interest they were likely to have under the sue-
ceedimg prince ; and therefore he would have engeged his son, being then a widower,
(baving lost his wife Frances, daughter of John enr]l of Ozxford), to marry the earl
of Hertford’s daughter, and pressed his daughter, the duchess of Richmond, widow of
the king's natural son, to marry sir Thomas Seymour. But though the earl of Surrey
. advised his sister to the marringe projected for her, yet he would not cousent to that
designed for himself; nor did the proposition about himself take effect. The Seymoun
could not but perceive the enmity which the eari bore them ; and they might well be
Jealous of the greatness of the Howard family, which was not only too considernble for
suhjects of itself, hut was raised so high, hy the dependence of the whole popish party,
both at home and abroad, that they were likely to be very dangerous competitors for
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the chief government of affair, if the king should die, whose disense was now growing
so fast upen hire, that he could not live many weeks. Nor is it improbahle that they
persuaded the king, that if the earl of Surrey should marry the princess Mary, it might
embroil his son’s government, and perheps ruin him, Aud it was suggested that be had
some sach hiyh project in his thoughts, both by his continuing unmerried, and by iiis .
naing the arms of Edward the confemor, which, of late, he had given in his coat with-
ont a diminution. To complete the duke of Norfolk's and liis son's ruia, his duchess,
who bed complained of his using her ill, and bad been separnted from him about four
years, turned informer against him. And the earl, and his sister, the duchess dowager
of Richmond, being upon il terms together, she discovered ali she knew against bim;
29 likewie did one Mm. Holisnd, for whom the duke was believed to have bad an
mlawful affection. But all these discoveries amounted only to some passionate ex-
pressions of the son, and some complaints of the father, who thought that ke was not
bedoved by the king and his counsellors, and that he was ill used in not being trusted
with the secret of affuirs. However, all persons being encouraged to bring informa-

- tiom ggamat them, sir Richard Southwel charged the earl of Surrey im some points of
an higher nature ; which the earl denied, and desired to be admitted, according to the
mmrtial law, to fight in his shirt with sir Richard. But, that not being granted, he and
by father were committed prisoners to the Tower on the 12th of December, 1546;
und the enrl, being a commoner, was brought to his trial in Guildball, on the 13th of -
Jm-mowitm% lord chancellor, the lord mayor, aod, other commis-
siozers ; where he defended himself with great skill and address, sometimes denying
1he accasations, and weakening the credit of the witnesses aguiost him, and sometimes
interpreting the words objected to him in a far different sense from what had been re-
presented. For the point of bearing the arms of Edward the confessor, he justified
bimself by the authority of the beralds, And when e witness was produced, who pre-
teaded to repeat some high words of his lordship’s, by way of discourse, which con-
cermed him nearly, and provoked the witness to return bim s braving answer; the earl
left it to the jury to judge, whether it was probable that this man should speak thus
1o him apd he pot strike bim again. In conclision, he ingisted upon kis ipnocence; but
wis found guilty, and had sentence of death passed upon hin. He- was beheaded on
Tower-bill on the 19th of Januery, 1546-7 ; and his body int¢rred in the chureh of
All Hellows, Barking, and afterwards removed to Framlingham, in Suffolk,”

Such is the account drawn ap by Dr. Birch for the ** 1llustriouns Heads,” from An-
thony Wood, Camden, Herbert, Dugdale, and Bumet's History of the Reformation, The
pracipal errours (corrected in this transeription}, are, his making the earl of Sarrey son-
to the sevond duke of Noxfolk ®, and the duke of Richmond natural son to Henry the
Seventh, '

Hisy next biographer to whom any respect is due was the late earl of Orford, in his
Catalogue of Royal end Noble Authors, The account of Surrey, iu this work, derives its
chief merit from lord Otford's ingenious explenstion of the sonnet oa Gernldine,
which amounts to this, thet Gernldine was Elizabeth, (second daughter of Geruld Fitx-
perald earl of Kildare) and afterwards third wife of Edward Clinton ear] of Lincolu,

* The same ertour nppears on the monument erected to the earl’s memory at Fuml‘inghnm, in 1612;
¥y kit second son, Heory, earl of N oritbampton, Pugdale admits the errour in p. 268, but corrects it
MpsTe, vol. I, G

F
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and that Surrey probably saw her first at Hapsdon-homse in Hertfordshire, where, as
she was second cousin to the princesses Mary and Elizabeth, who were, educated m tha
place, she might bave been educated with them, and Surrey, as the companion of the
duke of Richmond, the king’s maturul son, migiit have bad interviews with her, when
the duke went to visit Lis sister.—All this is ingenioua; but no light is thrown upon the
personal Listory of the earl, and none of the difficulties, howerer obvious, in his court-
ship of Geraldine removed, or even hinted at,” nor does lord Orford condeseend to m-
quire into the dates of any event in his life,

Mr. Warton commences his account of Surrey, by observing, that ¢ lord Surrey’s
life throws so much light on the character and subject of his poetry, that it is almost
impossible to consider the one, without exhibiting a few anecdotes of the other.” He
thea gives the memoirs of Surrey almost in the words of lord Orford, eacept in the
following instance.

« A friendship of the closest kind commencing between these two illustrious youths,
(Surrey and the duke of Richmoad) ebout the year 1530, they were both removed to
cardinal Wolsey’s college at Oxford.—Two years afterwards (1532) for the purpose of
acquiring every accomplishment of an elegant eduration, the earl accompanied his no-
ble friend and fellow pupil inte France, where they received king Henry, on his arrival
at Calais to visit Francis [. with a most magnificent retivue. The friendship of these
twe young noblernen was soon strengthened by & new tie; for Richmond married the
lady Mary Howard, Surrey’s sister. Richmond, bowever, appears to have died ip the
year 1536, about the age of scventecn, having never cohebited with his wife. 1t was
long before Surrey forgot the untimely loas of this ammble youth, the friend and asso-
-ciate of his childhood, and who neay resembled himwelf in genius, refinement of man-
_ ners, and liberal acquisitions,”

After adopting lord Orford's explanation of the sonnet os Geraldine, Mr. Warton
proceeds to Surrey's travels, beginning with a-circumstance oo which much more atten-
ticn ought to bave been bestowed,

“It is not precisely known at what period tbe earl of Swrey began bis travels.
They bave the air of @ romance, He made Lhe tour of Europe jn the true spirit of chi-
valry, and with the ideas of an Amadis; proclaiming the nnparalleled charms of his
mistress, and prepared to defend the cause of her beauty with the weapons of knight-
errantry, Nor was this adventurous journey performed without the intervention of an
enchanter, The first city in [taly which be proposed to visit was Florence, the capital
of Tuscany, and the original seat of the ancestors of his Geraldine. In his way thither,
he pussed a few days at the emperor’s court, where be became acquainted with Cornelius
Agrippa, 1 celehrated adept in natural magic. This visionary philosopher shewed our
hero, in a minor of glass, a living image of Geraldine, reclining on a couch, sick, and
reading one of his most tender sonnets by a waxen taper. His imagination, which wanted
not the flattering representations and antificial incentives of aflusivn, was heated anew by
this interesting and affecting spectacle. Inflamed with-every enthusizsm of the most
romantic passion, he hastened 1o Florence; and on bis arrival, immediately pulilished
a defiance against any person who could handle a lance, and was in love, whether Chris-
tan, Jew, Turk, Sarucen or Cannibal, who should preaume to dispute the superiority of
Geraldine’s beauty: as the lady was pretended to be of® Tuscan extraction, the pride of
the Fldrentines was faitered on this occasion ; and the grand duke of Tuscany permitted
a general and wnmolested ingress into bis dominions of Uie combatants of all countrics, -
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till this important trial should be decided. The challenge was accepted, and the earl
victorious. The shield which he presented to the duke hefore the ournament begen
is exhibited in ¥ertue's valvable plate of the Arundel family, and was actualy in the
possession of the kate duke of Norfolk.

* These heroic vanities dial not, however, 0 tolally engross the time which Surrey
spent in [taly, as to alienate his mind from letters: he studied with the grentest success
a eritical knowledge of the Italiun toague; and, that he might give netr lustre to the
pame of Geraldine, attained a just taste for the peculiar graces of the Italian poetry,

“ He was recalled to England, for some idie rezson, by the king, much sconer than he
expe&ed ; and he returned howne the inost elegant traveller, the most polite lover, the
wost learned nobleman, and the most sccomplished gentleman of his age. Dexterity
in tilting, and gracefulpess in managing a horse under arms, were excellencies now
viewed with a critical eye, and practised with 8 high degree of emulation. In 1540, at
a tournament held in the presence of the court at Westminster, and in which the
principal of the nobility were eagaged, Surrey was distingunished above the rest for his
address in the nse and exercise of arms; but his martial skill was not solely displayed
in the parade and ostentation of these domeslie combats In 1542 he marched into

Scotland as a chicf commander in his father's army, and was conspicuous for his conduct

and Diravery at the memorable baitle of Fiodden-frld, where James the Fourth of
Scotlend was killed.”

The only other passage in which Mr. Warton improves® opon his authorities is &

very proper addition to the above account of lord Sarrey’s travels,

" * Among these apnecdotes of Surrey's life, 1 bad almost forgot to mention what
became of his amovr with the fair Geraldine. We lament to find that Surrey’s de-
volion to this lady did not end in a wedding; and that all bis gallantries and verses
availed so little. No memoirs of that incurions age have informed us whetber her
beauty wag cqualled by her cruelty, or whether her ambition prevailed so Fr over her
grétitude, as to lempt her to prefer the solid glories of a more splendid title, and
ample fortune, to the challenges and the compliments of so magoenimous, so faitliful,
and 50 eloquent a lover. She appears, however, to have heen aflerwards the third wife
of Edward Clinton, ear] of Lincoln. Such also is the power of time and accident over
2morous vows, that even Surrey himself outlived the violence of his-passion: he married
Frances, daughter of John, earl of Oxférd, by whom he left scveral children. One of
his dangliters, Jane, countess of Westmoreland, was among the learned ladies of that
age, aud hecame famous for her knowledge of the Greek und Latin languages.”

It is truly wonderful that lord Orford and Mr. Warton, delighted as they were with
the “ romantic air” of ‘lord Surrey's travels, should by any enchantment have been
prevented from inquiring whether the events which they have placed between the years
1536 and 1516, when lord Surrcy died, were at all consistent with probability : had
they made the stiglitest inquiry into the age of lord Snrrey, although the precise vear and
- day of his birth might not have been recoverable, they could not have fuiled to obtain
fuch information a3 would have thrown s suspicion on the whole story of his knight-
enaniry.

The birth ef lord Surrey may be conjectured to have taken place some time hetween
the years 1515 and 1520: my opinion, which however 1 do not mean to obtrude, is in

* it i perhaps unnecessary to point oot the many little embellishments in thie slory, for which we
bre <utirely indebted to Mr. Warton's clegant pen. O,

L
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fuvour of the former year, or one earlier than 15204 He way, it is universally agreed,
the school companion of il duke of Richmond, who died in 1536, in his seventeenth
- year; and if we allow that Surrey was two or three years older®, it will not mach affect
the high probmbility that he was a very young man at the time when bis biographers
nmde bim fall in love with Geraldine, and weintain her beauty at Florence. None of
the portraits of Surrey, as far us the present writer has been ebie to escertain, mention
his age, except that ir the picture-gallery at Oxford, on which is ivscribed that he was
beheunded in ¢ 1547, eet. 27 :” the inscription, indeed, is in & hand posterior to the
date of the picture (supposed to be hy Holbein); buot it may have been the band of
some successful inquirer; and that in Aronde] castle, which is inscribed =t. 23. Nope
of the bocks of peerage potice his birth or. age, nor are these eircumstances inserted
on hix monument at Framlingbam,  Conjecture, it has been already observed, supposcs
bim to have been hom sometime between 1515 und 1520: if we take the earfiest
of these dates, 1t will stil remain that his hiographers have either erowded more
events into his Lfe than it was capahle of holding, or that they have delayed his
principal advemures until they become undeserving of eredit, and inconsistent with his
charzeter. ' .

Mr. Warton ohserves, that * it is not precisely known at what period the earl of
Surrey began his travels;” but this is a matter of Little consequence m refuting the
aceount usually given of those travels, becanse oll his biographers are agreed thet be
did not set out defore the year 1536: at Lhin time be had ten years ouly of life before
Lim, which bave been filled up in & very extraordinary manner, First he travels over a
part of Europe, vindicating the beauty of Geraldine; in 1540 he i3 celebrated st the
Justs at Westminster; in 1542 he goes to Scotland with his father’s army; in 3343
(probably) he is imprisoned for eating flesh in Lent; in 15445 he is commander at
Bouologne; and lastly, amidst all these romantic adventnres or serious evenis, be has
leisure to marry the daughter of the earl of Oxfurd, and beget five children; which we
may suppose would occupy et least five or six of the above ten years, and these not the
ladt five or six years, for we find him a widower & considerable time before his death,
Among other accusations whispered in the ear of bis jesious sovereigu, one was his con-
tinning unmarried (an expression which veually denotes a considerable length of time)
after the period when a second marriage might be decent, in order thut hie might marry
the princess Mary, in the event of the king's death, and so disturb the succession of
Edward.

The placing of these events in this series wounld reader the story of Lis knight-
errantry sufficiently improbable, were we left without any information reapectiog the
date of Surrey’s marriage; but that event rendem the whol: impoasihle, if we wish to
preserve any respect for the comsisiency-of his character: Surrey was aclually married

]

¢ In his letter addressed to the Jords of the council when he wea in the Taewer, previous to his
trial and execution, we find him more than once pleading his youth: he vequests their lordships Lo
‘*impute hig error to the furie of rechelesse yowile'—' Let my pouth, unpractised in duranee, obtsin
pardon”—* Ncither am 1 the fire young max that, governed by Fury, hath enterprised such thingy an
be hath aflerwards repented.” These expressions give syme countenance to the supposilion that the
dates ou his portmits above-mentioned are nearly vight. See (he above letter in Mr. Park's
valuable edition of The Koyal and Noble Aothors, C.

+ My Ozxlord coimespondent informs me that Riclmond was s yesr older than Survey, €.
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before the commencement of bis travels in pursnit or in defence of Geraldine’s beauty. |
Hi eldest son Thomas, fourth duke of Norfolk, was eighteen years old when Lis grand-
father died m 1354°%: he waa consequently born in 1536; nnd his father, it is surely
reasonable to suppose, was married in 15357, It would therefore be unnecessary to
examive the story of Survey's romantic travels any farther, if we bad not some collateral
authorities which may still show that whaiever may be wrong in the present statement,
it is certain that there is very Ettle right in the common accounts which have been read
and copied withoat any suspicion,

If it be said that Surrey’s age is not exactly known, and fiercfore allowiog 1535 the
dute of his travels to be erromeous, it is poenitic that he might have been enamoured of
Geraldine long before this; and it is possible that his travels might have commenced in
1526, or any other perind founded on this new conjecture: this, however, is as im-
probable as all the rest of the story; for it can be decidedly proved that there was no
time for Sarrey’s gallantries towards Geraldine, except the period which his biographers,
however absurdly, have asigned, namely, when he was a marmied man. The father of
tedy Elizaheth, the supposed Geraldive, married in 1519 one of the daughters of
Thomas Grey, maryuis of Dorset, and by her had five children, of whom Elizabeth was
the fowrtk, and therefore probably not born before the year 1523 or 1524: if Surrey's
ccurtship, therefore, must be carvied fartber back, it must be carried to the nursery;
for cven in 1536, when we are told he was ber knight-errant, she could not have been -
more than eleven or twelve years old: let us add to this a few particulars respecting
Genuldioe™s husband. She married Edward lord Clinton: he was bom in 1512, was
educated in the court, and passed his youth in those magnificent and romantic amuse-
ments which distinguished the heginning of Henry V1II's reign; but did not appear asa
public character until the year 1544, when he was thirty-two years of age, Geraldine
about twenty-four, and Surrey within two years of his desth, and most probably a
widower. This earl of Liucoln had three wives; the dute of his marriage with any of
them is not known, nor how long they lived; but Geraldioe waa the third and only
ove by whom be iad po children, and who survived his death, which took place in
15384, thirty-eight years after the death of Surrey. My, Warton, in his earnest desire to
connect ber with Surrey, insinuvates that she might bave been eitber cruel, or that her
* ambition prevailed so far over her gratitude, us to tempt ber te prefer the solid
glories of a more splendid title aud ample fortune, to the challenges ao0d the compli-
ments of so magnanimons, so faithful, and so eloquent a lover.” Ou this it is only
Becessary to remark, that the lady’s ambilion might bave been as highly gratified Ly
marrying the rccomplisbed and gallant Surrey, the heir of the duke of Norfolk, as by
‘allying herself to a nolbleman of inferior talents and rank; but of his two conjectures,
Mr. Warlon seems most to adhere to thet of cruelty, for e adds that < Surrey himself
outlived his emorous vows, sod married the dwughter of the earl of Oxford.” This,
however, is as little deserving of serious examination as the ridiculous story of Comelius
Agrippa showing Geraldine in a glass, which Anthony Wood found in Dreyton’s Hervical
Epistle, or probahly, rs Mr. Park thinks, took it from Nash’s fanciful Life of Jack
Wilton, published in 1594; where, under the character of his hero, be professes to

6 Colling, &¢. C.

T I, according to the conjecture of some, he was bom in 1515, he waa now twenty yenrs of
age; bat had be been boru in 1520, the more usual supposition, there are not wanting instances of ss
Tuly marviages in past times: (he daka of Richioood, we find, dinl 4 mumried man at seventeen. €
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have travelied to the emperor’s court as page to the earl of Sarrey. Bot it is on-
, fortunate for this story, wheresoever borrowed, that Agrippa was po more & covjurer
_ then any other learned mar of his time; and that be died at Grenoble the year before
Surrey is said to have set out on his romantic expedition. Drayton has made a similar
mistake in giving Surrey as one of the companions of his voyage, the great sir Thomas
More, who was heheaded in 1533, a year likewise before Surrey set out. Poetical
authorities, although not whoily to be rejected, are of ull others to be received with the
grealest caulion; yet it was probably Drayton’s Heroical Epistle® which fled Mr.
Warton into o egregious a blunder as tisat of our poet being present at Flodden-field
in the year 1513. Dr, Sewell, indeed, in the short memoir prefized to his edition of
Surrey’s poems, asserts the same; but little credit is due to the assertion of a writer who
at the same time fixes Surrey's birth in 1520, seven years after that memorable baitle
was fought. '

It is now time to inquire whether the accomnts hitherto given can be confirmed by
internal evidence. 1t has been 30 common to consider Geraldine as the mistress of
Surrey, that ali his love poems are supposed to have a reference to his attachment to
that lady. Mr. Warton begins his narrative hy observing that “* Sarrey’s life throws so
much tight on tbe character and subjects of bis poetry, that it is almost impossible to
consider the one without exhibiting a few ancedotes of the other.” We have already
secn what those anecdotes are; how totally irreconcileable with probability, and bow
amply refuted hy the dates which his biographers, unfortunately for. their story, have
vniformly furnished, When we look into the poems we find the celebrated sonnet to
Gerabdine the only specious foundation for his romantic attachment; but as that
attachment and its comsequence cavnot be supported without a continual violation of
prebability, and in opposition to the. very dates which are brooght to confimn it, it

- acems more safe to conjecture that this sonmet was one of our snthor's earliest pro-
- ductions, addressed to Geraldine, a mere child, by one who was only not a child, as an
effort of youthful gallantry in ane of his interviews with her at Hunsdon, Whatever
credit may be given to this conjecture, for which the present writer is by no means
anxious, it is cerlain that if we reject it, or some conjecture of the mme import, and
adopt the accounts given by his biographers, we cannot proceed a single step without
being opposed by invincible difficulties. There is no other poem in Surrey’s colleetion
that cain be proved to have any reference to Geraldine; but there are two with the
same title, viz. The Complaint of the absence of ker lover being upon the Sea, which
are evidently written in the character of a wife lnmenting the abscoce of Ler busbhand,
and tenderly alluding to ** his fuire litle sonne.” Mr, Warton indeed finds Gernldine
in the beeutiful lines beginning * Give place, ye lovers, here before;” and from the
lines * Spite druve me into Boreas reigo,” infers that her anger drove him into a colder
climate, with what truth may now be left to the reader: but unother of his conjectures
cannot be passed over, ‘“In 1544,” he says, *“ lord Survey was field-marshal of the
English army in the expedition to Boulogne, which he took. Tn that age love and
arns constanily went together; and it was amidst the fatigues of this protracted
campaign that he compoied his last sonnet called The Fancies of a wearied Lover:
hut this is a mere supposition. The poems of Surrey are without dates, and were arranged
~ hy their first editor without any attention to a matter of so much importance, The few

§ See Drayton's works, vol IV. p, 96, et seq. €.
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allssions made to his personal history in these poems are very dark; but in some of
thers there is a train of reflections which seems to indicate that misfortunes and dis-
appointmrents had dissipated his quixotism, and reduced him to the sober and serious
tore of & man whose days bad been ** few and evil.” Although Le names his pro-
ductions sorgs and sonnets, tlicy bave less of the properties of either than of the elegiac
strain.  ILis scripture-translations appear to be characteristic of his mind and aituation
in his latter daya: what, unless a heart almost broken by the unpatural conduct of his
friends and family, coald have induced the gay and gallant Surrey, the accomplished
courtier and snldier, to console himself by translating these passages from Ececlesinstes
which treat of the shortness and uncertainty of all human enjoyments, or those Psalms
which direct the penitent and the forsaken to the throne of almighty power and grace?
Mr. Warton remarks that these translations of Seripture ¢ show him to have been a
friend to the reformation;” and this, which is highly probable, may have been one
reeson why his suffermgs were embhiitered by the pegleet, if not the direct hostility,
of wme of hin relations. The tramslation of the Scriptures into prose was but just
. tolerated in his time; and to femiliarire them by the graces of poetry must have
appeared yet more obnoxious to the epemies of the reformation. I bave said some of
bis velations) his father I should hope cannot be eoumerated in this class. After
Swmrey's execution, his sister, the duchess of Richmond, took care of the education of
his children, and engaged Fox the martyrologist to he their tutor; and the duke, whea
thi xealous protestant was pursued by the bloody Gardioer, screened him from hia
fury; and when he found it no longer safe to keep him, conveyed him abroad in spﬂe
of Gardiner’s vigilunce. ‘This surely was not the act of a bigotted papjst.

Alihongh the present writer has taken some liberties with the historian of English
poetry in his account of Surrey’s life, he has not the presumption to omit Mr. Warton's
elegant and just eriticism on his poems, *¢ Surrey, for justoess of theught, correctness of
- tyle, and purity of expression, may justly be pronounced the first English clacsical
poct. He unquestionnbly is the first polite writer of love-verses in our language,
althoagh it must be allowed that there is a striking native beauty in some of our [ove-
verses written moch earlier than Surrey’s,” It is also worthy of motice, that while all
his biographers send him to Italy to study its poetry, Mr. Warton findy nothing in bis
works of that metuphysical east which marks the ltalian poets, his supposed masters,
expecially Petrarch.  “* Surrey’s sentiments are for the most part naturel and unaffected,
#risng from his own feelings, and dictated by the present circumstances: his poetry is
alike pnembarrassed by leamed allusions, or elaborate couceits. 1f our anthor copiéa
Petrarch, it is Petrarch’s better manner; when he descends from bis Platonic abatrae-
tions, bis refircments of pasion, his cxaggerated compliments, and his play upon op-
posite sentiments, into o track of tenderness, simplicity, and, nature. Petrarch would
bave been a better poet had he been a worse scholar: our author’s mind was not too
moch overlaid by learning.”

The trapslstion of the two books of the Eneid is ¢ executed with fidelity, without g
prowsic servility ; the diction is often poetical, and the vemification varied with proper -
panses,”  Its principal merit, bowever, is that of being the first specimen in the
Emlish language of blank verse, which was at that time growing fushionable in the
Italian poetry, 1t is very probable that he intended to bave translated the whole; and
be s s0 much more elegant and correct in this than in his other translations, that the
Eneid appears to bave been the production of his happier days, The other authors

YOL. 11, Y
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who preceded Milton in the attempts to break through the shackfes of rhyme wer
Turberville, Gascoyne, Riche, Peele, Higgins, Aske, Vallans, Breton, Chapam,
Marlow, %c.?

The fidelity which Mr. Warton attributes to the tramslations fmm Virgil our suther
has not preserved in his transfations from Scripture, which are very liberal; and by
frequent omissions and a different arraugement made Lo suit his situation and feelings x
the tiure they were written, which was pmbeably when he was in the Tower.

Surrey's poems were in high reputation among his contemporeries and iemedirie
successors, who vied with eacli other in compliments to his gewius, gellantry, o
personal worth. They were Girst printed in 1557 by Tottel, in 4to. with the tik o
** Songes and sonettes by the right honorable Henry Howerd, late earl of Surrey, wd
other.” Severl editions of the same followed in 1565, 1567, 1569, 157 4, 1585, end 1587,
$0 many editions prove a degres of -popularity which fell to the lot of very few posss
of that age; but after the time of Elirabeth they became graduslly obscure, and v
find no modern edition until Pope’s incidental notice of kim (in Windsor Focest) a1 te
“ Granville of a former age,” induced the booksellers to employ Dr. Sewell to be the
editor of Surrey’s, Wyat’s, and the poems of uncertam authors: but the doctor per-
formed his task with so little knowledge of the language, that this is perhaps the mot
incorrect edition extent of any ancient poet. It would have been surprising bad it con-
tributed to revive his memory, or justify Pope's comparison and eualoginm.

The translation of the second and fourth book of the Eneid was published in 1347;
but it seems doubtful whether together or separately. The translations of the Pslm,

" Ecclesiastes, and the few additional original poems were printed 9, but not publisbed,
many years ago, by Dr. Percy, from a MS. now in the possession of Thomas Hal, ex].
who, with his vsual liberality, has permitted a transcription for the present editiva .

* These specimens were iong ago collected by Dr. Percy, bishop of Dromore, to be added bt
edition of Surrey’s poems, which is now nearly ready for the press; but will probably be snticipited
by an slaborati edition prepsred by the Rev, Dr. Noit, whose inquiries, he obligingly informs me,

- havp produced a very singular fact, namely, that lord Surrey’s lsdy wmrvived him, and mamid s
second hushand. This, although not ezsentisl to the support of what I have presumed tn adriox
with respect to Survey's bistory, is an additional proof of the carclesnoss of thaw writeen who lived
wesrest his lime, What becomes of Henry V118 jealonay of bis designs om the princess Mary? €

19 The whole impreusion wes consumed in (be destructive fire which took place in Mr, Nicholr't
premises, Jan. 1808,

1 Thie M8,’descended from the Harrington fawily: see Mr, Park’s edition of the Nupw Artiqne.
In his edition of the Royal and Nobla Authors are sgine interesting particular respecting (be varios
editions of Surrey’s poema, €,




TO THE READER. oL

Tl.ﬂ' to bave wel writtem in verse, yes, sud in smal parcalles, desureth grest prayse, the workes of
divers Latines, Italiuns, and other, doe proue sufficiently. That our long is sble jn that kinde to doe
= praywe worthely as tho rest, the hodorable stile of the noble Earle of Sarrey, and the weightinesse of
the depe-witied sir Thomas Wyat the eldera verse, with seueral graces in sundry good English writers,
do shew aboundantly, It resteth oow (gentle reader) that thou thinks it not euyll done, to publishs
to b2 bonor of the Englishe tong, and for profit of the studions of Eoglishe eoquence, thoms workes
which the umgentle borders up of such treasure bave heretofore ennied thee, And for this poiat
{souod reader) thine owne profite and plemsure, in thess presently, and in moe hereafter, shal snawere
for my defence, 1f perhappes some mislike the statelynewa of style remoued from the rude kil of
eommen ewres, I ke helpe of the learned bo defende theyr learned frendey, the agthors of this
woerke: and I exbort the unlewrned, by readiog to leame to bes more skilful, and w purge thas
swimelike grossencme, that maketh tha rvete majTome not 40 amell 1o their dafight,




"POEMS

OF

HENRY HOWARD,

EARL OF SURREY.

DEXCRIPTION OF THE RESTLESS STATE
OF A LOUER,
WITH SUTS TO HIs LADIE, TO RUE OF HI§ DYING
HART.

THIB Sanne hath twise I;mnght forth his tander

grene,
Twise clad the earth in lively lustinesse;
Omes have the windes the trees dispoyled clene,
And coes agsin begins their cruclnesse,
Sins 1 buue bid under my brest the harme,
That oener ahal recover henlthfulnesse.
The winters burt recouers with the warme:
The parched grene restored is with shade:
What warnth, alas! may serue for to disarme
The frosen hart, that mine in flame bath made}
What cold againe is able to restore
My fresh grene yeres, that wither thua and fude?
Alss? T se pothiog hath hurt so sore,
But Time, i time, reduceth a returue:
In time my barme iocreaseth more and more,
Apd semas to hone my cure alwayes in acorne:
Strange kindes of death, in life that I do trie;
At hand 10 melt, farre off in lame to burne.
And Iyke as time list to my cure apply,
3¢ doth eche place my comfort cléane refuse.
Al thyng alive, that seeth the heanena with eye,
With cloke of night may couer, and excuse
It selfe from travaila of the dayes unrest,
3aoe ], alns! aguinst sl others use,
That then stirme up the torments of my brest,
And carse eche sterre as causer of my fate.
Aod when the sunne bath eke the darke opprest,
And bronght the day, it doth nothing abate
The trausiles of mine endlesse smart and paine;
For then us one that hath tha light in bate, -
1 wiah for night, more couertly to plaine;
4nd me withdraw from every hannted plaoe,
Leet by my chere my chance appere to plaine:

And in my mynde T measure pace by pace,

To seke the place where I my self had Jast,
That day that I was tangled in the lace,

in seming slnck, that koitteth ever most.

But never yet the trauails of my thought,

Of better vtate could catch a cause to bost:
For if I founde, some ume that I bave songht,
Those sterres by whom I trupted of the port,
My sailes do fall wnd I advance right nought ;
As ankerd fast my spirites doe ell resort

To stand ngazed, and sink in more and more
The deadly harme which she doth take in aport.
Lo, if T seke, how do I finde my sore?

And yf 1 fee, I cary with me still

Tbe venomd shaft, which doth his force restors
By haste of fight: And T may plaine my &l
Unto my self, unlesse thia cavefull song

Print in yoar hart some percel of my tene
For I, ahf in silence all to long,

OFf mine old hurt yet felt the wound but grene,
Rue on my life, or els your cruel wropg

Bball well appere, and by my death Se sene.

~ :

! DESCRIFTION OF SPRING,

WHERIN ECHE THING RENEWEY SAUR ONELY THR
LOVER,

TaE scotz wenson, that bud mpd blome forth
brings, ’

‘With grene hath clad the hifl, aud eke the vale:
‘The nightingale with fethere mew she sings:
The tartle t0 her mate hath tolde ber tale:
Somer is come, for every. spray now springs:
‘The hart bath hong his old hed on the pale;
Tbe buck in hrake his winter coate be lings: +
The fishes flete with new repaired scale:

whler all ber sloagh away she: fings;
Thbe swifl swalow pursucth the dies samale;
The busy bee her hony now she mings,

Winter is worge, thet was the flowcrs bale, |

’
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And thus T s# among these pienmant things
Ecbhe care decayes; and get my sarow sprivgs.

DESCRIPTION OF THE RESTLESSE STATE
OF 4 LOUVER.

. WaEn yoath had led me balfe the race
That Cupides scourge had made me roone,
I hokrd backe 1o metc the place,
Ffom whence my wesry cours begunne.

And then I mawe how my desire,
Misguiding me, hud led the way,
Myne eyen to gredy of their hire
Had made me Jose & better pray.

For wher in sighes 1 spent the day,
Awd could not elake my grief with game,
Theboylyng smoke did atil] bewrny
Tle prestmt heate of secrete fame. B

And when salt tearer do bain my brest,
Where Loue his pleaspunt traines hath sowen,
Her beanty hath the fruites opprest,

Ere that the buds were sprong and hlowne.

And when mine eyen did still pariue
The Aying chase of theyr request,
Their gredy lokes did oft renew
The hidddy: wounde withic my brest.

* ‘When eviry loke these chekes might stajue,
Prom deadly pale to gloming red;
By ontward sgnes appeared plaine,
To her for help my hart was fled,

But sl to Yate Loue lexmeth me,
. To peict &l kind of colour new,
- Te blinde their eyes thet efs should see
My specled chekes with Cupides hew.

And now the conert brest I claime,
That worshipt Cupide eecretly;
And noarishad his aaered Bame,
From whence no blming sparkes do fiye.

DESCRIPTION OF THE FICKLE AFFEC-
TJ?INE“ PANGES, AND SLEIGHTES OF
LOUE.

Suce wayward weoies Lath Loue, that mort part
in discord
Our wills do stand; whereby onr harts but
. seidom o accond.
Dieceit is bis delight, and to begile and mocke
The simple hartes, whom be doth strike with
froward divers stroke. [dart;
He causeth th’ one to mage with goiden burning
‘And doth glay with leaden colde zgnin the othern
© hart. [of flame
Whote glemes of hurning fire, and easy sparkes
In batonee of vuegal weight ba pondersth hy
aime. [weti,
From easy ford where [ might wade and passe full |
He me withdrawes, xod doth me driue into a
depe dark heil: {ploce:
And me withholdes, where' [ am cald and offred
Ard willes me thet my mortal foe I do beseke

of grace.

POEMS,

He leltes me to pursue & conquest wel-oere wotrne,
To folow where my psines’ were lost ere that
my wate begoooe; [torme
S0 by this meanes [ know how soone & bart sy
From warre ta pance, from truse to sirife, and
20 agnin returmne.
1 koow haw to content my self in others lust;
Of little stafle unto my seife to weave & web of
trast: [chere,

| And how to hide my harmes with soft demembliag

Whan in my face the painted thonghtes would
outward]y spere. [dred;
I know how that the blood forsakes tbe fuce for
And how by shame it staines againe the chekes
with flaming red.
1hnow voder the grene the serpent how he turkess
The bammer of the restelesss forge, | wote che
how it workes. ! [rel;
Tknow and can by roate the tale that I would
But oft the wordes come forth awrie of him that
louath wel,
I know in heate gnd cold the lotter how he shakew,
In singing how he doth complaine, iv sleping
how he wakes:
‘Talanguish without ache, sickiesse for to consume;
A thoumnd things for to deuise, resoluing alf in
fume.
And though be Hst to see his lwdies gruce full sore,
Such piessures as delight his eye, do uot his
heaith restore.
I know to seke the track of my desired foe;
Aud fears to find that }do seke: But chiefly
this [ know, . {lovexd,
That Touers must trensforme iuto the thirg be-
And live {alas! who would heleve!} with sprite
from tife removed.
Lknow in hanty sighen and laughters of the splene
Atanes ta change my state, my wyll, and eke
, my cclour clene,
1 kpow how to deceaue my self with athers helpx
And how the lion chastised is by heating of the
whelp.
Io stending nere the five, [ know hotr that 1 Frese:
Farrc off 1 borne: in both I wast, and so my
life 1 lewe.
1 know bow Jaue doth rage vppon o yeiklinge
minde:
How smal & vet niay teke sod meash & bart
of gentle kinde:
Or els with seldome swete toseason heapes of gall:
Reuined with a glimse of gruce old mrowes to
let fali,
The hidden traines I knowand secrct snare of lone;
How soonc o loke will print a thought, that
neler May remoue. [wealth,
The slipper state  know, the sodein turmes from
The donbtful hope, the certain woe, and sura
dispelre of health,

COMPILAINT OF 4 L.OUER, THAT DEFIED
LOUE AKD WAS BY LOUE AFTER THE
" MORE TORMENTED.

WaEn somer toke in hand the winter to annsil,
With force of might, and vertue great, his
stormy blesls to quail; [grene,
And when be clothed fuire the earth aboat with
And every tree new garmented, that plemsare
i L sene: -
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Mime hart gap wew recine, and changed blood did
star
Me to withdrawe my wynter woes, that kept
withio the dore. .
Abmde, quod my desire, mmmy to set thy fole
Where thou shalt finde the myour xwete, for
_Fprong ir enery rote.
Aod to thy health, if thoo were sick in any case,
Nothing more good, than in the spring the nire
to febe & wpace.
‘There shalt thon heare and s al kyodas of birdes
ght,
Wel tone their voice with warble umal, as ustaore
hath them taght. {leane:
Thue pricked me my lust the sloggivh house to
And for my beaith Ithooght it best snch counsel
to receaue. :
S0 on & morow furth, vuwist of any wight,
1 went to proue bow well it woulda my beauy
burthen ligbt.
And when I felt the aire 80 plessant rounde shout,
Lord, to wy self how glad I wos that [ bad
goiten oat, {hent;
There might | 3¢ how Ver hud euery blossume
Aopd eke the pew beirothed birdes ycouplial how
they went:
Ard in their songes me-thought they thanked na-
ture moch, .
That by ber licence al that yere to loue their
happe was such,
Right ma they could deuise to chose them feres

throughont ;
With much reioysing to their Lind thox Bew
they ol abont. [ceane

Which when 1 gan resoloe, and in my head con-
.What plessant lyfe, what heapes of joy these
Jittle bindes recenue; :
Avd mw in what estate | wery man was wrought,
By wmnt of that they bad at will, and I reiect at
oought :
Lord, how 1 gen in wrath vawisely me demeane!
1 cursed Loue aod bim defied: [ thought to
torne the streame,
But when I well bebeldd be bad me ynder awe,
1 ssked merey fur my fault, that so traasgrest
" hin lawe,
Thou blinded God (quod I) forgeue me this offence,
Unwittingly I went about, to malice thy pre-
tence. [awore :
Wherwith he gane a beck, and thue me-thoorht ke
Thy sorow ought suffiee to purge thy fault, if it
were more,
The vertue of which soand mine hert did so reaiue,
Thai 1, me-thougbt, was made as whole as any
man alive,
Bot heve 1 may percelve mine errour al and some,
For thet 1 thoagbt that 5o it was; yet was it stil

L] :
Apd sl that wus 0o more but mine exprewsad
Tbat feine would baue some guod relicfe of
Cupide wel amrinde,
1 turned howe forthwith and might pereeioe it wel,
That be agreaed was right sore with me for my
rebel, [more ;
My batines hane, euer since, encreayed more and
And 1 remaine without bis help, vodona for
erermore.
4 mirror let me be ynto ya loners all:
Striue mtb Loue, for if ye do, it will ye thos
L

[minde, | 4~

¥

*#COMPILAINT OF A LOUER REBUKED.

Lour, that Liveth aud rmigoeth in my thought, o -
That built his seat within my captine brest, (S
Cind in the armes wherin with me ba fought, = o

Oft in my face he doth his baunner rest, b~

She, that me tought to Joue, and saffer paie: “L-

My doutful hape, sud cke my bot desire

With shamfast cloke to shadows and restruine ;

Her smiling grace conuerteth straight to ire.

And eoward Loue then to the hart apac

Taketh his flight, wheraa be-turkes and plaines

His purpose lost, and dare not shewe his Tace.

For my lordes gilt thus facitlesse bide I paioes;
Yet frotn my londe vhal not ory foote vewicue:
8wote i his death, that takes bis end by Loue,

Rl PN

Fi
FoMbLAINT OF TRE LOUER DISDAINED.

I Cipras springew, wherens dame Venue deelt, &
A well 00 bote, that whoso taytes she same, &
Were be of stone, ax thawed yos should meit. €
And kindlid find his breast with fixed Bame:
Whose moyst poysou dissoloed batb my hate, C
This erepinge fre my colde lims so vppresd, |
That in the hart that harborde fredome lats, ¢
Endiesse despayre long thraldeme hath ioprest, o
Another® s colde in frozen yee is founda, €
Whase chilling rezom of repugnant Kinge ©

The feruent heat doth quencbe of Cupidk le,
Aod with the spot of change infects the mindeg
Wharesf my dere bath taned, to my paine, i
My serdice thus is growen ioto disdsine, v

S — .

DESCEIPTION AND PRAISE OF HIS LOUE
“ GERALDINE. :

Frox ‘Taskane came my indies worthy ruce;- 7
Fuire Flurence was sometime her? auucient semte
The western yle, whose plesant shore doth face
Wilde Combers clify, did gyve her liflely heate: -
Fostred she wos with milke of irish brest; -
Her sire, an Frle; her dame of priuces blood: s
Prom tender yeres, in Britaia ahe doth rest
With kinges childe, where she tasteth: costly food. '
Honsdon did Arst present her to mine yien; :
Bright is ber hewe, and Geraldine she hight:
Hampton me taught to wishe her first for mine:
And Windsor, alaa, doth chase me from her wights
" Her beauty of kind, her verivea from lbo&e;
Happy is be, that can obtaine ber loue !

THE FRAILTIE AND HURTFULNESS OF .
BEAUTIE. W

Bairrie beantie, that nature made so fraile,
Wherof the gift is amall and sbart the season; ;
Fluowriug to day, to morowe apt Lo Gaile: . |
Pickell treasure, abhorred of reason:
Daungerous to deal with, vaine, of none acaile;
Costly in keping, past not worthe t®o peasoa;
Slipper in wliding us is an eles taile; ,

Hanle to atlajpe, once gollen not geason :

4 Another well, A
* Lord Oriurd would read “ their,”*




{s 4 cOMPLAINT BY NIGHT OF THE,
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* The nightés chare the sinrres abbute doth bring;

'_'HOW ECHE THING SAUE THE LOUER IN

.In longest might, or in the shurtest daye: &
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1ewell of jeopandis that peril doth amaile;
Fulse and wtrux, enticed oft to tresson;
Fnmy to youth, that most may I bewaile:
Ah, Intter swete, infecting as the poyson.
Thou farest nax frute that with the frost in taken,
To day redy ripe, to morowe all to shakew,

———}

UER
NOT BELOVED.

Arss, 5o all thinges now doe holda their peace;
Heaven snd enrth disturbed in uo thing,
The benstes, Lhe ager, the birdes their songe doed

Calme is the tem, the wanes worke lesse and lesse:4
80 e pot T, whom loue alas doth wring, &
Bringing before my face the yreat encreace 1
€)f my desires, wherst [ wepe and sing, (8
In joy and wo, o8 in & dontful case
For my wwets thoughtes, somwtime do pleasure
But by und by the canse of my disease  [Lring;
Geves me & pang, that iawardly doth sting;
When that [ thinke what gricf it in againe,
To live and lack the thing should rid my paine.

SPRING REUIVETR 10 PLEASUAE.
WhREN Windsor walles susteined my \reao;md

RHDE, e
My hard my chin, to esse my resthesse hed :
The pleasant plot reueated green with warme, o
The blosssind bowes with lusty Ver yapred, &
The Bowred mendes, the wedded birdes 5o Jate &
Mine eyes discouer: and to my minde resorte 4
The toly woes, the hatelese short debate, e
The rakehell life that longes to lones disporte:g
Wherewith, alas, the heauy charge of care «.
Heapt in my breast breakes forth, against my will, {
io smoky sighes, thar cuercast the ayer, =
My vepord eyes such drery teares distilll  [fald, ¢
The tender spring which quicken where they
And 1 talfe bent to throwe me downe withall.
o
A PO TQ LOUVE FAITHFULLY HOWSO-
BUER HE BE REWARDED,

Sur me whereas the sunne doth parche the grens,d
Or where his beames do not dissolue the vse: L.
In temperate heate where he is felt and seue: o
Inpr prest of peopl Ide or wise: ¢,
Set me in hye, or yet in low degree; -

In clearest skie, or where cloudes thickest be;

In lusty youth, or wheo my heeres are yraye: &
Eet mc in heaven, in earth, or els in hell, —&

In byll or dale, or in the foming fiood, &
Thrall, or at large, gliue whereso [ dwell, &~
Sicke or in health, in ouill fame or good: %

Hers will [ be, and unely with this thought A
Content oy suif, aithough my chaunce be nmghtﬂ

COMPILAINT THATHIS LADY AFTER SAE
KNEW OF HIS LOUVE, KEPT HER FACE
ALWAY HIDNDEN FROM HIM.

I nzyen snwe my Lady laye apart,
Hes cornat blacke, in colde oor yet in heate,

h
[cemeik

b
i

LngUESTTO HISLOUETOIOINE B

'SURREY’S POEMS.

l
l

3

Sith fyrat ahe knew my gricfe was growen so sreate;
Whiche other fancies driveth from my hart

That te my self 1 do the thoaght reserus,

The which unwares did wound my woeful brest;
But on her face mine eyed mought pener rest:
Yet sinn che knew 1 did ber loue sod seroen,

Her golden tresses cladde alway with blacke;

Her amyliog lokes that hid thue enermore,

And that restrmines whiche 1 dowive so sore?

S0 duthe thys comet pouerne me slzcke: ) —

Io somer, sunne: in winkers breathe, a frulla.':\\\-
Wherby the light of her faire lokes [ tost,
[} :

'NTIE
WITH BEAUTIE.

Tux golden gift that nature did the grve,

To fasten frendes and fede them at thy will;
With loarme aid fauvur, tanght me to brlews,
How thou arte made tg showe ber greatest shil,
Whose hidden vertucs are not so wnknov en,

But lively demes mighte gather at the irt
Where beauty so her perfecte seede hath sowem,
Of other graces fulow pedes there must.

Now certense Ladic, sins al thys is troe,
That from aboue thy giftes are thus elcet;
Do not deface them than with fansies newe,;

Nor change of mindcs Jet not the minde infect =~
But mer:y bym thy fiende, that doth thee s&fes,
Who sekes always thine bouour to preserue. .-

-

%ﬁQONER IN WINDSOR, HE RECOUNT-
ETH III8 PLEASURE THERE PASSED.

So crusl prison, how could betide, nlas!
As prowde Windror: where [ in lust end joye,
Wythe @ Linges sonne?, my childishe yeres did

parse,

In greater feast, than Priam’s Soones of Troge:

Where eche swete piace returies & taste full sower:

The large grene couries where we were wonot ta
hove,

With eyes cast vp into the meyden tower,

And easie sighes, such as foik dmwe in Loue;

The statcly seates, the ladiea bright of hewe;

Tha daunees shorle, lony tales of great delight

With wordesand lokes, that tygers could but rewe,

Whete ech of vs did pleade the athees right.

The palme play, where, despoyled for the game,

With dared yies oit we by gleamen of loue,

Heoe mint the ball, and gote sighte of our dume,

To bayte her eyes, which kept the leads alsooe?,

The grauell grounde, wythe slewas tide oo the
belme _

On fomyng horse, with ewordes wnd frendly

hartes ;
With chear &5 though one should another wheime,
‘Where ore haue fought, and chased oft with dartes;
With siluer droppes the meade yel spred fur ruthe,
In artive games of pirableues and strength,
Where we did straive, trayuwed with swarmes of
youlh,
Qur tender limmes, thot yet shot vp jo jength:

1 The young duke of Ricbmond. W.
£ The lndics were ranged on the leads or balthey
ments of the castle t9 me the play, W,




COMPLAINT OF A DYING LOUER.

scorete grooes which oft we mada resonnds,

f pleasaunt playat, and of our lndies praise,
Recording oft what grace ech one had founde,
‘What hope of spede, what dredo of long delayes:
The wilde forest, the clothad holtes with grene,
With rayns availed and swift yhranthed horse;
With erie of b fes andg blustes L ,
W here we did ehase the fearful harte of force.
The wide valen ¢ke, that harborde v eche aighta,
Wiherwith (alas) reviveth in my brest
The swete nocorde, such =lepes ne yet delight,
The plessant dreames, the quict bed of restt
“The secrete thoughtes imparted with soch trust,
The wanton talke, Lthe divers chanpe of play,
The fremdabip sworne, eche promise kept so

uet;

Wherwith we past the winter night away.
And with this thought, the bloud forsakes the face,
The teares berayne my cheled of deadly hewe,
‘The wbyche ax wope as sobbing sighes, alas,
Upmpped huve, thus [ my plaint remewe:
Q place of blisse! renner of oy woes,
Give me stcompt, where is my poble fere;
Whom in thy walles thon dost ech night enclose;
To vther Jacfe, but unto me roost dere:
Eccho alas, that doth my sorow rewe,
Returns therlo a bollowe sounde of playnte.
«Thuz I alove, where all 1y fredome grewe,
In prison pine with bondage and reatrainte,
And with retnembrance of the greater grecle,
Tu banish the leive, I find my chief releefe.

THE ILOUVER COMFORTETH HIMSELF
WITH THE WORTHINESSE OF HIS
LOUE.

WaEN mzing lone with extreme paibe,
Must cruclly distreing my bart;

When that my tesresy ax Joudes of raine,
Peare witnes of my wofull seart:

Whe: sighes have wasted so my bresth,
That 1 Iye at the poyat of death:

1 call to minde the munye great, .
That the Grekes brought to Troy towne,
And how the boysteous windes did beuta
Their ships, abd rent their sailes adowne,
Till Aganemnene daughters boode,
Appeazde the Godides that them withstode :

And bow that in Lthose ten yeres warre,
Full many & bloudy dede wma done;
Apd wany a lonl that came futl farre,
There caughté his bane {(alas) to sone:
Aed many & good knight owerronne,
Before the Grekes had Helene wonne,

Then thinke T thue: sithe suche repayrs,
50 longw time warre of valiant men,
Waa all to winne a Lady fayre;
Shall I not learne to suffre then,
And think my life well speat to be,
8eruing a worthier wight than she}?

Therfore. I neoor will repent,
But puines contented stil endure;
‘For Like as when, rough winter spent,
The pleasant spring straight dmweth in yrw;
S0 after raging stormes of care,
Joylull at lepgth may be my fare.

829

COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENUE OF HER
LOUER BEING UPON THE SEA.

O aarry dames, that may embrace

The frute of your delight ;

Heip to bewnile the wolull case,

And cke the heavy plight.

Of me, that wopted to reloyce,

The fortune of my plessont choice:

Good Ladies, belp to 61 my mourning voyee,

[ ship, freight withe remembernncs
Of thoughta and pleasures paat, .
He satles, that hath in guvérnance,
My life, while it will last.
With scalding sighes, for lacke of gale,
Furdering hys hope that is his saile,
Toward me, the swete port of hys suaile,

Alon! how ofl in dremes I s
Thase eyes that were my food,
Whych somtime so delighted me
That yet they do me good:
Wherwith I wake with his returne,
Whose absent flame djd make me burne;
But when 1 finde the lack, Lord ! how I moyrne!

When other loners in armes acrosse,
Reioice theit chiefe delight ; :
Drowned in teares to mourne my losse
[ stand the bytter nyght
In oy window, where 1 may see,

Before the windes how the cloudes flee
Lo! what mariner loue hath made of mee?

Awmd in grene wanes when the galt lood
Doth rise by rage of winde,
A thousawd fansies in that mood,
Assayle wy restlesse minde:
Alas! now drencheth my swete so,
That with the apoyle of my hart did go,
Aud left me : but, alas! why did be so?

And when the seas waxe colme againe,
Ton chiace fro me annoye,
My doutful hope doth cause me plaine:
So drede cuts off my ioye,
Thus in my weslth mingled with wo,
And of ech lboaght a dout doth grow,
Now he comes! will he come} wias, no.

——|

COMPIAINT OF A DYING LOUER RE-
FUSED UPON HIS LADIES INIUST M15
TAKING OF HIS WRITING,

Ix winlers iust returne, when Boress gun his
eigne, [thewmn plaine:
And euery tree unclothed fast, an nature taugbt
In misty mourping darke, as sbepe are theo in
holde, [uafolde.
I hyed me fast, it sat me on, my shepe for o
And as it is a thing that louers kaue by fittes,
Under a pahne 1 heard one crie, ns be had lost
his wittes. [playnt,
‘Whone voice did ting so shrill in utteryege of bis
Thot 1 amezed was to heare, how laue coulde
bym atlaint, [tidde thia wa;
Ah[ wretched man, quod be; come death and
A just reward, a bappy end,if it may chanc
thew o,



330

Thy plessurca past bane wrooght thy woe-without
redresse ; [ben the lease.
I thou hadat never felt no ioy, thy smart had
And retchlesse of hya life, be gua both rygha and
grone,
A rufuii thing, methoogbt, it was, to heare him
meke such mone,
Thoua cursed pen, myd he, wo worth the birde thee
bare ;
The man, the knife, apd sl that made thee, wo
be to their share:
‘Wo worth the time, and place, where I eould so
endite! [can writo!
And wo be it yet once againe, the peun that so
Unhappy hani! it bed becn happy time for ine,
If, when to write thou learped frst, vnjoyated
hailrt thou be,
Thus cursed he himself, and cnery other wight,
Saue her alope whom Loue him bound to rerur
both day end pight. fordid,
Which when | h¢ard, and waw, how he himseh
Agsinet the ground with blondy strokes, him-
sell euen there to rid; . [tho;
Hod ben my heart of Bint, it must hane mehted
For in my life 1 never saw & man o full of wo.
'With teares for his redresee, I shly to him ran;
Anod in my ermes 1 ceught him fast, apd thos |
speke him than: [case,
What wofull wigbt art thou, that in sueh hesny
Tormentes thy ecife with such despite, here in
this desert plare [dred,
Whercwith, an all agast, fulild with ire, and
He cast on me o maring Juke, with culour pale
and ded; [phight,
Nay;: what art thou, quod he, that in this heauy
Doest find me here, nrost wofull wretch, that
Iyfe hath in despight ?
1 am (qued I} but poore and simple in degre;
A shepardes charge | hsue in hand, rnworthy
though 1be: [ahonld fall,
Wyth that he gave s sighe as though the skie
".ind lowd alas be shriked oft, and Shepard, gan
e el ;
Cnmehie thee faet at ones, and print it in thy hert;
So thou shall kvow, and I shall tell the, giltlesse
how I smart, [faiot,
Rir back egainst the tree, sore febled all with
With weary sprite, he stretcht bym up, and
thus he tuld hia plaint: floue
Ones in my hart {quod he) it chaunced me to
Such one, in whom hath nature wrought, her
conning For to proue :
., And sare 1 crnndt say, but many yeres were spent,
‘With such good will 50 recompenst, as both we
were content
Whercto then 1 me bound, and she likewise also,
The Summe shuould runne Ks course awry, e
we this faith forego. [blirse?
Wheo ioyed then but 12 whe had this worlder
Who mighte compare a life to myne, that neuer
thought on this?
But dwelling in this truth, amid my preatest joy,
is me befallen & greater lusse, then Priam hed
of Trov;
She in reversed clene, and beareth me in hand,
That my deserts hane gencn canse to breke this
faithfull band ;
And for my just excuse ansileth no defence: .
Nuw knowest thow all; | fan oo more; bat
shepheard hic thee heoce,
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| And gvue him lesoe ¢o dye, thet oay oo loager

i,
Whose record fo I clsime o haoe, oy death |
do forgene ; [plaine ;
Apd eke when 1 am gone, be bold to spemke it
Thou bast seen dye the truest man, that ever
love dyd paine. {for tareath;
Wherwith he turnde him rounde, and gasping ol
Ento his armes & tree be moght, aod said, wel-
come mYy death :
Welcome s thousand fokds, now dewrer unto me,
Than should withoot her lpoe to Yine so empe-
rour to be. -
Thras jn thin wofuli stale, he yeldad up the ghost;
And THtle, keoweth hin Lady, what & lousr she
hath lort. .
Whose death when I bebeld, no marvel was it, right
For pitie though my heart did blede, 0 = 50
piteous sigbt. [wore;
My bloud from heat to cold oft changed wooders
A thousand troubles there I found 1 necer korw
before : [rought in feare,
Twene drede aod dolowr, mo my sphités were
That long it was ere I could call to minde, what
1 did there. [of myue;
Dut as ech thing hath end, wo had thete pawus
The Tories past, and [ my wits restord by brogth
of time : . .
Then as T could denyse, to seke [ thoaght it best,
Where [ might finde some worthy place for such
a corse Lo rost : : [awny
Aed in my minde it ceme, from thence not farve
Wherr Crescids love, kimg Prinnn sonne the
worthy Troilua fay:
By him 1 made bis towte, in token he was troe,
And as 1o him belongeth well, 1 conered it mith |
blew ; .
W hose soute hy angels power, departed ont 10 sone,
But Lo jhe heaueus, lo, it fcd, for to receine bis
doine,

COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENCE OF HER
LOULI®REING UPON THE SEA.

Gonp ledies, ye that heve your pleasures in exile,
Step in your fole, come take a place, aed moorme
with e s while:
And such as by their lordes do set but litile price,
Let them sit still, it skilles them not whateha
come on the dice: -
But ve whom loue hath bound by order of desire,
To loue your lordet, whose good desertes nous
other wold require ; .
Cume ye yet onesazatoe, and set yourfotc by mine,
‘Whaose wofull plight, and sorowes greal, no long
may well define. {weth,
My lone and lord, a'ss! in whom conmsistes my
Hath fortune sent to pusse the scas in hazarde
of his helth : [minde,
Whom | was wont t"embrace with well contented
Ls cow amid the foming Bonds at plessure of the
winde: [me sende,
Where God wiil hir preserue, and some hin home
Without which bope my Life (alas) were shortly
at an ende. [me plaine,
Whase absence yet sithough my hope doth tell
With short returne be comes anone, yet censeth

not my payne:




The fearfal! dreames 1 bhane, ot times do groue

me 50,
That whea T weke, I lye in dout, where they be
true or o: {so hye,
Sometimes (he roaring seac, me semes, do grow
That my dere lord, ay me, alsa! methinkes 1
e him dye. .
And other time the mme doth tel me, he is come,
And playing, where I shall hitn fnd with his
fajre lie sonne.
8p, forth | goe apaca to see that leefesome sight,
Apd with & kisse, methinke, I say, welcome my
lord, my knight ; .
Welcome my amete, alas, the stay of my welfare,
Thy presence bringeth forth a truce atwizt me,
and my care: ’
Then luely doth be joke, and anlosth me agoine,
And sayth, my dere, how ig it now, that you
haue wl] this payne? [brest,
Wherewith the hivavy cwres that heapt are ip my
Breake forth, snd me diachurgen clene of all my
huge anreat.
But when I me awake, ard find itbhat & dreme
The snguish of my fordner wo beginneth more
extrems,
And me tormenteth 6, that unneath may I find,
Sarne hidden place, wherein to slake the goawing
of oy misd.
Thus euery way you s, wilh sbsence how [ barn,
And for my wound, po cure I And, but hope of
goud return; {the more,
Soue when 1 thinke, by sowre, how swete is leit
It doth abate some of my paines, that 1 abode

before :
And then unto my self I say, when we sheli mete,
But litle while shall seme this paine, the joy
shall be so swete.
Ye windew I yon comjur in eheifesl, of your rhge,
That ye tmy lord me safely send, my sorowes to
RGawage,
And that | may net long abids i this excesse,
Do your goed wil, to cure o wight, that fiveth in
distresuse.

————— S

4 PRAISE OF RIS LOUE, WHERIN HE
REPROURETH THEM THAT COMFARE
THEIR LADIES WiTH HIS.

Guve place, ve louers, here before,

That speut yonr bostes gnd bragges iu vaip,
My ladies beawty passeth more,

The best of yours, [ dare well sayen,

Then doth the sunne the candle light;

Or brightest duy the derkest night,

And therta hath e tmth ss just,
. As tmd Peoslope the faire,
‘ For what she suyth, ye may it trost,
As by it writing sealed were:
Aol virtues hath abe meuy toe,
Teap 1 with pen bave skill 1o shiowe,

I could reherss if that 1 woald,
The whole effect of Naturen plaint,
When she had lost the pertite mould,
The like Lo whome the contd not pwiat:
With wringyng hands, how sbe did ery,
Ard what she said, [ kaew it I»

A WARNING TO THE LOUER.

3L

1Xnowe she swore with raging minde
Her kingdome onely s«t apart;
There was 1o lozee, by lawe of kinde,
That could haue gone so nere ber hart;
And this was chefely ali her paine,
8be could not make the like oguine.

Sith Hature thus gane her the praise,
To bethe chefest worke she wrought ;
In faith me thinke some letter wayes,
(n your behalfe might well be sought,
Then to compare (s you houe done)
To matche the candle withe the sunue,

e

TO THE ILADIE THAT SCORNED MNE
LOUER,

Arruoven 1 had a check t,

To geue the mate is hard ;

For 1 haue found a neck,

To hepe my owen in gard,

And you that bardy are,
To geue &g great aisay
Unto a man of warre,

‘To drive his men away:

I rede you take gocd hedr, .-
And merke this fonlish verse;
Far 1 will 50 provide,
Thuat I will have your ferse,

And when yonr ferse is had,
Ard alf your warre i3 doce,
Then ahall your eeif be glad,
‘[0 end that you begue.

For if by chance | wiane,
¥ vur persou in the feld,
To late then come you in
Your seife to me to yeld.

For I will usa my power,
As captaine full of might;
And such I will devour,

As vae to shew mespight.

And for becaupe you gaue
Me checke in your degre;
This vantage io | hane,

Now checke and ganle to the:

Defend it, if thou may,
Btand stiffe in thine estate,
For rure I will ussay,

If I can giue the mute.

—

4 WARNING 70 THE LOUER, HOW KE IS

ABUSED BY I1f§ LOUE.

To derely had I boughte my grene and youthfull
yeres, [love apperca:

If in mine age [ conlde not finde, when ceaft for
And reldume though L come in conn among the
Test, {tire best,

“Yet can § iudge in colours dim, ae depe as cun

1 Allading to chess. €.
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cret smart, [the bart:
To breke it forth unto some frend, it easeth weil
3o stardes it now with me for my beloved frinde
This case ia thine for whom 1 fele much torments
of my minde;
Aod for thy sake I burne so io my secret brest,
That til! thou know my bole d:m, my hart
can bave no rest
1 see how thine abuse hith wrested 2o thy wittes,
That all it yelden to thy desire, and falowes thee
by fittes, [tby power,
Where thou hast Ioued so long, with hart and al}
lse thee fed with fined wordes, thy fredom to
devour; [withstand,
I know, (thuugh she sy nay), snd would it well
When in her grace, thou heid thee mont, she
bare the but in hand ;
1 see her pleamnt chere in chiefest of thy suite,
Wheu thou srt goue, [ s bim come, thet gathers
up the fruite;
And ekein thy uspect, I se the bese degre,
Of him, to whome sbe guue the bart, that pro-
mijsed-was to the, {sure,
T ee {what wouide you more) stode never man so
On womans word bot wisedome would mistruet
it to endure.

TIIE FORSAKEN LOUER DESCRIBETH,
AND FORSAKETH LOUE,

O roTHsoME place, where |
Have sene and hard my dere;
When in my hart her eye,
Hath made her thonght appere.
By glimsing with such grace,
As fortune it ne would

That lasten any space,
RBetween ua lenger should.

As fortone did woance,
To further my desire, "
Even s bath fortanés chaunce,
Throwen al emiddes the mire;
And that I have deserued,
Wit true and faithfull hart;
Is to his handes rescrued,
That never felt the smpart.

Hut happy is that man,
That scaped hath the griefe,
That Loue wel teache him can,
By wanting his reliefe.

A seourge to quist mindes,
It iz, who taketh bede ;

A common plage that bindes,
A traueil without mede,

This gift it hath also,
W ho 50 enjoies it most,
A thonsand troubles grow,
To vex bis werietl ghost
And fast it may not long,
T'he troest thioge of all;
And sure the greatest wrong,
That ic within this thrall

SURREY'S POEMS,
.Where grefe tormventes the man thed suffreth se-

Buot i thou desert pha,
Camst geve me oo accompt ;
Of my devired grace,

That I to haus was wont:
Farewell! thou hast me tought
To thinke me not the first
That loue bath set alaft,

And carten in the dust,

THE LOUER DESCRIBES HI§ RESTLRSYR
STATE.

As oft a1 | bebold nud see

The soLersigne beautie that me boand,
The nier my comfort in to ma,

Alas! the fresher is oy wound.

As flame doth qoench by muge of fire,
And rusning sremes conmume hy raine; -
8o doth the sight, that | dexire,
Appeuse my grief and demdly paive.

First when 1 anw those chrigtal streames,
‘Whose beanty made my mortal] wounde,
I litie thoaght within her besmes, :
80 swets » venom to bave fonnd,

But. wilfell will did pricke me forth,
‘And biinde Cupide did whippe and guide ;
Force made me take my griefe m worth :
My frutelesse hope my barme did bide.

Az eTuel waves fuli oft be found,
Aguinst the rockes to rore and cry;
So doth my hart full oft rebonad,
Agnyost my brest full bittery.

I full 2nd se mice own decay,
As one, thet beares flame in his brest;
Forgets in paine to put away,
The thinge tha¥bredith mine uorest.

L ——

THE LOUER EXCUSETH RIMSELF OF
SUSPECTED CHANGE.

THovcH [ regarded not
The promise made by me,
DOr passed not to spot
I{’Iy faith and honegte :

et were my fansy stra
And Wi 9yl to. wiu?“’
If 1 sought now to change
A flkon for a kite

All men might well disprayse
My wit and enterprise,
Yf1 estermnde & pese
Above s purle in price :
Or indged the owle in vight,
The sparehauke to exeell;
Which flyeth but in the night
As ull men know cight well.




THE CONSTANT LOUER LAMENTETH,

- O if [ svoghble ko saile,
1nW Lhe brittle port ;
Where aaker-haid doth fajle,
To 1uch wa do resort;
And lenve the bauen mare,
"Where blowes no Hustering winde ;
Nar Beckelueuss in are
So farforh s I finde.

Nuo, thinke me not so light,
¥or of w churlab'kinde,
Though it lay in my might,
My bondage to unbinde ;
That J woulde lene the hinds
To boat the ganders s0:

Ng, oo, I have no minda
To make exchanges 9o :

Nor yet to changa at all,
For thinke it may not be,
That | ahould seks to fall
From my felicitia.
Desirous for to win,

Azd both for to fowgo,
Or vew change Lo begin,
How may all this be so ?

The fire it cannot frese,

For it is not his kinde ;

Nor true kroe camnot lese

The constance of the minde:
Yet ae vone shail the fire,
Want beate to blase and burne,
As | in soch dexire

Have onrce 2 thonght to torna.

A CARELESSE MAN, SCORNING AND DE-
SCRIBING THE SUTTLE VSASE OF
FOMEN TOWARDE THEIR LOUERS

Waarr in me carelesse cloke,os I walk £0 and

fro, : {in his bow ;

18, bow loue can shew what froe ther reigneth

And how be shoteth ¢ke a bardy hart to wound;

And wisere be glanceth by sgaine, that litle hort
in found,

For meldome iy it sepo, be woundeth hairbesalike;

The tone may ruge, when tolhers loue is often

farre to seke: . [mee,

All this T see, with more ; and wonder thinketh

How be can strike Lke one 60 sore, and leaue tha

other free ; [wrong,

I sex, that wounded wight, that saffrcth all this

How be iv fod with yeas, and nays, and lineth all
to long,

In rilence though I kapa soch sceretes to my self;

Yot do 1 see, how sbe soptime doth yeld a locke

by steith ; [io,

- As though it semde, ywis, 1 will not lose thee

When in ber hart so awele 8 thought did mever

troly grow; [bliswe

Thén way [ thus; alas, that mao it farre from

That d:tb rt:zeiue for his relief, none other guine

at thie; -

And uhe Lhet fedeshim ao, I fele, and nd it plain,

Ls bt to glory in ber power, that ouer mch can

mign : [that he,

Nor sresuch graces spent, but when she' thinkes

Ah weried man! is folly bent such fancies to let fie,

a3

Then to retain hon still, she wrasteth oaw ber
grace, [the man embrace:

And smileth ko, s though she would foribwith
Bot when the proofe is made, to try such lookes
withall, : [full of gall:

He findeth then the place ul! voide and freighted
Lord what almme is this! who can such women
praise? . [ways:

That for their glory do deunise to vas such eraflin
1, that amonge the rest do sit, and marke Lhe row,
Fimd, that in her is greater crafl, then is in twenty

T,
Whose tender years, alas! with wiles 80 wel are.
What wil she do, when bory heares are powdred
in her had?

AN ANSWERE IN THE BEHALFE OF 4
WOMAN OF AN UNCERTAIN AUCTHOR

Gt in my giltles gowne, as I sit bere and sow
I see that thinges are not in dede as tg the out.
ward show. . [=lat nere,
And who-so list to loke, and note thinges some-
Shal nd where plainesse semes to haunt, nothing
but craft appear : [cerne,
For with indifferent eyes my seif can well dis-
How some to guide s ship in storoves seke for to
take the sterne; [harge,
‘Whose practise ifwere proved in calme to steren -
Assuredly beleos it wed), it were to great & chavge:
And some T e agnin it still aod say but small,
That coulde do fen times mard then they thet say
they can doall; [anderstand,
‘Whose goodly giftes are soch, the more they
The more they seke to learne and know, snd Lake
lexse charge in hand. [fust,
Apd to declare more plnin, the thne feetes not so
Bot I can beare full well in mind the suag now
agng and past ; {elnke,
The auctor whereof came, wript in n craRy
With will to force & Saming fir, where he could
reise no sinoke ; : [ plaine,
IF power and will had joined, wa it appereth
Then truth nor right had tane oo pluce their ver-
tues had been veine;
5o that you may perceive, and [ may safely se
Tha imiocent that giltleasa is, condempned should
haue be.

THE CONSTANT LOUER LAMENTETA.

Stxs fortunes wrath enieth the welth’
Wherin I raigned by the sight

OfF thet, that fed mine eyen by stelth,
With sowre swete, dread snd delight:
Let not my griefe moue you to mone,
For I will wepe and waile alone.

Spite drane me into Boreas raigwe,
Where hory frostew the frutes do bite,
When hilles'were spred, and euery plaioe,
With stormy winters magtle white ;

And yet, my dere, such was my lieate,
When others frese, then did I sweate.
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Ard oow, though o the sunne [ drive,
‘Whoee fervent Same all thinges decwies,
Ris bermea in brightuesse mey not striue,
With light of your swete golden rays;
Nor from my brest this beate remune,
The frosen thoughtes grauen by kowe.

Ne may the waues of the salt flocde
Buenche that your beautie sct on Sre,
For though mine eyes forbenre the foode,
That did relieue the hot desire;

Such as [ was, such wyli 1 be,
© Your owne, what woulde ye more of me?

p———

A SOXG WRITTEN BY THE EARLE OF
(_- SURREY OF 4 LADIE THAT REFUSED
TO DAUNCE WITH HIM,

EcHE Yeast can chose his fore according to his
winde, beast!y kiude;
And cke can shew a friendly chere Iyke to their
A lion saw | [ate ag whyte as any snow,
Which semed well to leade the race, his port the
same did showe, .
Upor the gentle beast to gaze it pleased me,
For still, me thouglhte, be semed weli of noble
blood to be. [make,
And as be pragnced before, still seking for a
As who would say, there is none bere, I kowe will
me forsake; [bene,
1 might perceaue s wolfe as white as whales
A fairer beaste, of fresher hae, beheld I never none,
Save that her lokes were coy, und frowand eke
her grace, (vaunce apnce,
Unto the whiche this gentie beast pan him ad-
And with a becke full low be bowed at ber feete,
Ju humble wise, 33 who woulde say, 1 am to farre
unmeete, [warded
But such a seornefull cbere wherwith she hit re-
‘Was never pene Iirow the like to such as well
deserned. . {twaine,
‘With that she start aside well pere n fuote or
And wvoto him thus gan she my with epite aod
great disdaine, re,
Liom, she saide, H thou hadst knowen my mind
Thou hrdet not spent thy travaile thus, nor all thy
paine forlore; [with mee,
Do way, | lote thee wele, thou shalt not play
Go range about where thou maist Aode some meter
fere for thee. [Anme,
‘With thet he het bin taile, his eyer began to
1 might perecive bis noble bart, mach moued by
the game ; [awage,
Yet saw [ him refraine, and ake his wroth as
And voto her thus gad he say, when he was past
hin mge,
Cruel, yoo tlo me wrong to set me thus so light,
Without desert for my good will, to shew me such
despyght.
How cun ye thus entreat a lion of the race,
Thet with his pawes, a crowned kioge devoured in
the place:
Whose nature is to prey vpou no simple food,
s long as he may suck the flesh, aud drink of
nuble bload.

SURREY'S POEMS.

1f yoo be fayre and fresh, am 1 oot of your boe?

Agd for my vaunt, } dare well say, my hlecd »
not untrue. ' .

For you your self hane henrd, it is mod Jong

Sith th:zs?:r lIoue, one of the race did end his Iife
in woe,
In tower strony, and hie, for his sssured trath;
Whereas in tearw he spent his hresth, ales the
more the ruth : I"w'.
This gentie beast 4o dyed, whom nothing cond
But willingly to leese his life for low of his ke
love. [paice,
Other there bu, whose lines do finger still ic
Against their wylies presevoad see, that wookle
hage dyed faine. _ Dyos,
But now 1 do percesue, that nought it moncth
My good intent,my gentle hart, por yet rmy kiode
80 true: furade,
But that your witl is wnch to Ilire me to the
And other some full many yeres trace by ihe craft
ye made. [farre,
And thus behol onr kindes how that we differ
I ucke my foes, and you your frendes do threten
siil with warre. [yoo,
I fawpe where 1 arn Sed, you stay That sekes to
I can dexour no yieldiog prey, you kikk where you
subdue.
My kinde is to desire the honour of the faid,
And you with blood do sleiie your thirtte on sach
as to yeu yeld:
Wherefore J woulde you wist, that for yoar
coyed Jokes, .
I am oo man that will be trupt, nor tangled with
such bokes.
Axnd thougk some lust to loue where blame fol}
well they might, .
And to such beastes of corrent sort that would
have travail bright ;
1 will obserre the Jawe, that nature gooe to @,
To conquer such an will resis, and let the rest go
froe :
And av s faulcon free, that soreth in the myre,
Which never fed on hand nor Jure, nor RF no stale
dath care. .
‘While thet Iliue and breathe such sball my
castome he,
[n wildnesd of the woods, to ke my pray whers
plexmth me: {offence,
Where many one shall rue, that never made
Thus your refuse agminst my pawer shal bote
them no defence. [ta,
Atd for reuenge therof I wow and swear there-
A thouuug spoiles ¥ shallcommit, I never thought
to de. )
And.if 1o light en you my luck so good skall be,
1 shall be glod to fede on thet, that would haoe
fed on me. {bow,
And thua ferewell unkind, to whom I bent end
I would you wist the ship is safe, that bare his
zailer 5o Yow,
Sith that & Lions hart is for & wolfe no pray,
With hioody mosth guv slake your thirst on #im-
ple sbepe I say, {prexse,
‘With more despite and ire, than I can now ex-
Which tn my paine though ! refmin, the cnmse
you may wel geme,
As for bacause my self wag aucthor of the game,
It bootes me pot that for my wrath, 1 abould dise
tarbe the mme.
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PRAISE OF MEANE AND CONSTANT ESTATE.

YTHE FAITHFULL LOUER' BECLARETH
HIS PAINES AND RIS UNCERTEIN
IOYES, AND WITH ONLY HOPE RE.
muﬁ_nmm SOMWHAT HIS WOFULL

¥ care 4o cause mes cry, why do not T com-
plaive? {my paioe?

If eche man do bewaile his wo, why shew I oot
Since that amongst them all, I dare well sey, is
none, fcuuse to mone.

So ferre from wesle, »o full of wo, or hath more
Por all thinges haueing life, sometime hath
quiet rest, [beast:

The bewritty asse, the drawyng oxe, and every other
The punnz, and the post, that serves xt all ay-
[taks their ease.

The dnp boy, and the gullay-siave, have time to
Sarve [, nlas| whom care of force doth so con-
mrine, {in paine,

To waile the day, and wake the night, continually
From pemsiveness to plaint, from plaint to bit-
ter tepres, [roy ]yfe it weares.
From tesves, to painfoll plaiot ageine, and thus
No thipg under the sunne, that 1 cac heare or

H’
Bat moveth me for to bewaile, my crucl deatenie
For where men do rejoyce (since that 1 ¢an not
«0) [{my wo.
1take no plewrure in that place, it doubleth but
And when 1 hur the sound of song or iostru.
ment, ime to lament;
Methinke eche tune there dolefull is, and hdp-n
And i I s scine have their most desired sight,
Alu! thinke 1, eche man hath weale, save I, mowt
wofull wighte,
Then us the stricken dere withdrawes himself
alcoe, [make my mone.
b&nlnte some secrete place, whers | may
There do my Bowiny eyes shew forth my melt-
ing hart, {declare my amart.
S0 that the stremes of those two welles right well
Apd in those cares oo colde 1 force my self a
bexte, - [eelfe to sweate.
As sicke men in their shaking fittes procure them-
With thoughtes, that for the tyme, do muoch ap-
pease my paine; i
Bat yet they cavse & farther foare, znd brede my
Methinie withio my thought L s right plaioe

sppere

My hartes delight, my sorowes leche, myue
earthly goddesse bere;

With every mundry grace that 1 have sene her
hate, [red grave;
Ths!vhhm my wofull brest her pictare peint
And ju my thought 1 rol her bewties Loo snd
{tbat perved 3o,
Tlar hnshm' chere, her lovely iooke, my hart
- Her sirangenes when 1 sued her servant for to
by, [that she pitied me.
And what she wmid, snd how she smilde, when
Then comves n sodaine feare that riveth all roy
rent, {her brest.
Lem absenice canse forgetfulnesse to sinke within
For when 1 thinke how farre this earth doth ug
digide, {bowr that T sfide,
,me setnes, love throwes ma downe, [ fele
But when I thinke ageine, why should I thus
mistrust, and just.
%o mrete & wight, so sad and wise, thet 35 80 true

[woe againe. }
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For loth sbe was to lone, and wauering iz sha
not ; ® Ciheir kaot;
Tha farther off, the more desinde; thus loucrs tie
Sv in dispaire and hope plunged am 1 both up
npd downe, {list to frowne.
Ay is the ship with mind smd wave, when Neptune
But as the watery showers- delay the reging
winde, {of oy miade;
S0 doth good hope clene pot away dispaire out
And bids me for to serre and sufer paciently;
Fot what wot [ the aRer-weale that fortune witles
Lo me. {tronble,
For those that care do know, and tadted have of
When passed is theix wofnil paine, eche joy shall
seme them dooble: {better
And bilter sendcs she now to meke me tastethe
The pleasant swete, when thet it comes, to make
it seme the sweter,
And 5o determine I to serv® until my breath,
Yea rather dye u thousand times than once Lo falte
my faith. +  [smar,
And if my feble cotps, through weight of wofull
Do faile or faint, my will it is that still she kepa
my hart, [farde,
And when this carcas here to earth shail be re~
1 do bequeth my weried ghost to serve her sfters
warde.

C—
. ’ -
TRE MEANES TO ATTAINE HAPPY LIFE-

ManTIALL, the thinges that doe atisin
The happy life, be these | finde,

The riches left, not got with pain;

Tre fruitfull ground, the quiet minde, ",
The egall frend ; no grudge, no.strife;
No cherge of wIe, nor goversaunce;
Without disense, the healthful life;

The boushold of continuance :

The meane dyet, no delicate fare;

Trew wisedome joynde with simplenesse;
The night discharged of all care;
Where wine the witte may not oppresse.
The faithfull wife, without debate ;

Such glepes as may begije the night ;
Contented with thine owne estate,

Ne wish for death, ue feare his might.

_—

PRAISE OF MEANE AND CONSTANT
ESTATE:.

ADDRESIED TO BIR TEOMAS WYAT.

Or thy life, Thomas, this compases wel inark
Not aye with full eziles the hye seas to beat,
Ne hy coward dred, in shonnicg stormes dark,
On shalow shares thy keel in peri! fret.

Who so gladly halseth the goldem merne,
Voide of daungers advisdly hath his hpine
Not with lothsome muck, s3 a den unclesne,
Nor puiace like, wherat disdain may slptne,
The lofty pine the great winde oftou rives;
With violenter swey fuloe turrets stepe;
Lightninge assaut the hie mosntaines and clives;
A bart well sayd, in overthwartes depe

} Prom Horace, G
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Hopeth & e13 In swete, doth fexre the sowre,
God thet sedMeth, withdraweth winter sharp,

Now i, not aye thus. Once Pliebus to lowre,
With howe unbent, shall cedse, and frame to barp,
His voice, In straite estate appers thou stout
And 30 wisely, when fwcky gale of winde

Al thy putt sailes shall i, looke well dbout,
Take ina rift, Hast is wast, profe doth fnde.

/
. £ gl
PRAISE OF CERTAIN WMESOFDAFID,
TRANSLATED REY SIR T, W. THE ELDIER.

THE grest Macedon, that out of Persie chased
Darius, of whose huge pewer all Asie rong,
In the riche arke Dau Homwers rimes he placed,
‘Who feirhed gestes of hrathen princes song.
What boly grave, what worlliy sepulture
To Wyztes? pasimes should christians then pur-
© chete
Where he duth paoint the lively faith and pure;
Tlre stédfast hope, the swete retutne to grace,
Of just David by perfite penitence,
‘Where ruiere may sve in o mirrour clerg
The bitter frute of fise concupiscence,
How Jewry hought Urias death ful deve.
1n princes hartes Gods scourge imprinted depe,
Ought them awake out of their sinfol] slepe.

— N
v Y
OF THE DEATH OF THESAMESIR T, W.

Divenethy dexth do diversly bemoce,
Some that in presence of thy livelyhed
Lorked, whose brestes envy with hate had swoloe,
Yeld Ceasars teares upon Pompeius hed,
Some that watched with the murdrers knife,
With eger thirst t¢ drinke thy giitiesse blond,
‘Whose pructise brake by bappy end of life,
With envious teares to heare thy fame 5o good.
"But I, tiat knewe what harbred in that hed,
Whut vertoes rare were tesnpred in that hrest,
Honauer the place that such a jewel bred,
And kisae the ground wherns the corse doth rest,
With vapord eyes, from whence such streames
avail,
As Pyramus did on Thisbes hrest bewail,

———

OF THE SAME.

WyAT resteth bere, that quick could never rest,
‘Whowe heavenly giftes encresseth hy disdaio,
And vertue sank the deper i bis brest, )
Such profit ke by «nuy vould obtain.

A hed, where wisdom misteries did frame,
Whose hamemers bet stilt in that lively Lraiue,
As on a stythe; where that some worke of fains
Was dayly wrought, to turne to Britaines gaine,

Avisage,sterne, and milde ; where both did growe,
Vice to contemne, in veriue to wjoyce:
Amid great stormes, whom grace assared 10,
To e vpright, and smile at fortuces choyce.

* Sir Thomma Wyat. Sce biy works. £,

MRETS POEMS.

A hand that tanght, what might be 22id in rime;
That reft Chauncer the glory of his wit. .

A mark, the which {vnparfited, for time)

Some may approch, bat never bove shafl bit.

A tong, thut sevued in forein realnes his king 5
W hose courteous talke to vertue did epflarpe
Eche nuble hart; a wortby guide to hriong
Our english youth, by travail voto fame.

Ap eye, whose judgment nonenffect could blinde,
Freodes to ailure, and foes to reconcibe ;
Whase persing looke did represent = minde
With vertue franght, reposed, voyd of gile.

A hart, where dremile was neoer 3o imprest,
‘To bidde the thought, that might the trouth suamce ;
Tn neyther fortune Joft, nor yet represt,
To wwel in welth, or yield voio mischunre,

A waliant corps, where force and besaty met,

-Happy, sias! to happy, but for fos;

Liued, aod ran the race, that nature set;
Of munhudes shape, where sbe the makd did lase

But to the henvens that simple soule is fled 5
‘Which ieft withauch, as conet Christ to know,
Witness of faith, thet neuer shal be ded ;

Sent for our belth, but uot receiued so,

Thus for our gilt, this jewe] huae we logt ;

The earth his bones, the heavens possesse his

ghosk.

———it

,3 OF TRE maME. -

In the rade sge when knowledge was not rife,

1f Joue in Crete, apd other were that tanght

Artet to conuert to profite of our life,

Wend after death to haue their tamples sought ;

If vertue yet no vorde unthankfell time,

Failed of some to biast ber endies fame,

A goodiy meone both to deterre from crime,

And to ber steppes our asquele to enfleme.

In dmius of truth, if Wyates frendes thep waile,

The only det that dead of quick may claite,

That rare wit apent; employd to vur susyle,

Wherte Christ iz Laught we led to vertues traine
His Jively face their brestes how did it frest,
Whost cindres yet, with enuy they do eate.

o

"OF SARDANAPALUS D!.'\‘HOROFABLB
iee,

LIFE, AND MISERABLE DE A

Tw Asirian king in pewce, with foale
And flthy justes, that staynde his rogsll bacts
To warre, that should set princely heartes on fire,
Did yeld, vanquisht for want of marciali arte,
The dint of wecrder from kisrew semned strange;
Aod harder, than his ladies aide, his targe;
From glutton fzastes, to souldiers fare, » claoge,
His helmet, farre aboue u gartznds charge,
Who scarce the mame of manhode did retaioe;
Drecched in slouth, and womanish delight ;
Feble of sprite, impacient of pain
When he had lost his bonor, and hisright,

Proud, time of wealth; in stormes, appalled witk

dred,
Murthered himself, to shew some menlull dede.




EPITAPH ON SIR THOMAS CLERE.

HOW NO AGE IS CONTENT WITH HIS
OWNE ESTATE, AND HOW THE AGE UF
CHILDREN IS THE HAPFIEST IF THEY
HAD SKILL TO VNDERSTAND IT..

Lavp in my quiet bed, in study s [ were,
1 saw within my troubled hesd, m heape of
thoughts appesr, feves,
And enery thought did shewe so lively in myne
That now I sighed, aad then ] rmilde, s cuuse of
thoughtes did rise, )
I waw the little boy, in thoupht how oft that he
Did wish of God, to scape the rod, a tall yong man
tu be. { paines opprest,
The yong man.eke that fdew his bones with
How he would he a rich vlde mau, to fiae and lye
wt rest: [0 wore,
The rich olde oan that sees his ¢end drawe on
How he would be » boy agnin, to [iue o much
the more. ;
Wherat full oft Ismilde, to se how all thesethree,
From boy to man, from men to boy, would chop
aod changs degrec :
And moging thoy, Ithink, the cuse is very strange,
That mep from welth, to fine in wo, doth eaer
seke to chapge, [ukin,
Thus thoughtfull a8 [ lay, I sawe my withered
How it doth sbew my dented chewes, the fesh
wns worn 20 thyz, (right way,
And eke my tothelens chayn, the gates of my
That opes and shaltes w1, do speske, doe thup
volo me say; fage,
The white and horiah heeres, the m e of
‘That shew like lines of true belief, that this iife
. doth asswage ; [thy chin.
Byds thee lay band, end fele hemn hanging on
The which do write two ages past, the third now
coming io. - [time ;
Hang vp therefore the bit of thy yong wanton
Aod th::‘n'lb:t thepein Deaten art, the bappiest life

JO¥:

‘Wherat [ sighed, and sayde, farewell my msnu-d

Trusse up thy packe, and trudge from me, toenery

litle boy ; fhappy is,

Axnd ta]! them thos from me, their time most

If to their time they season bad, to koow the
troeth of this.

BONUM ﬁTMIHI fUOD RUMILIASTI ME.

Thax stormes wre past, these cloudes are over-
biowne,

And bumble chere great rigoar bath roprest,

For the defaute in set & peine fore koowne;

Apd pacience gralt in a determes] brest:

And iu the hart whers hempes of gricfcs were
sroTne

The swete reuenge hath planted mirth and rvat;

No company ¢ pleasact as mine owne;

Thraldom at large bath made this prison free,

Daoger wel past remembred workes delight;

Of lirgring doubtes such hope is sprong pardie,

That vought I finde displeasant in my sight:

But when my plnsse presented vato me,

The curelesse wound, that bledeth day and night;

To think, xlns, such bap should granted be

Vulo x wretch that hath no hart to Gght,

To spyl} that blood that hath so oft bene shed,

For Britamnes sake {slas) and now is ded,

YOL. IO,
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EXHORTACION TO LEARNE.BY OTHERS
TROUBLE. .

My Ratdlif, when thy retchlesse yoilft offendes,
Recroe thy scourge hy othen chmstisement.
Por such ceiting, when it worles none amendes,

- Then plages are sent withont aduertisement

Yet Salaman sayd, (Wronged shell recure;
Hut Wiat swid Oroe, the skarre doth aye sodure!.

v

VS THE FANSIE &F 4 WERIED LOUER.

A ————

Tux fansy, which that 1 have serred long,

‘That hath alway bene sulmy to myne ease,

Semed of late to roe updth my wrong,

And bad me five the éausmof oy T easn

And 1 forthwith did haease out of the throng,

That thonght by #ight my painfall hary:te pleasy

Some other wav: till I saw faith moreigtrong }

And to my self ] 5aid : alus, thuse daies

In vain were spent, to Tunne the race so lopg !

And with that thought; I met my guydes that

pisen,

Out of the wuy wherein ¥ wandered wrromg,

Brought roe smiddes the hilles m hase Bullayn,
Where [ am pow, az resties to remeyD,
Aguipst my will, full pleawsd with my paym.

EPITAPR ON SIR THOMAS CLERE,

Surrey's faithful retainer sod constant sttendant,
which was once in Lambeth church, and is pre-
served in Auhrey's Sarrey, with the fllowing
introduction.

Epitaphium Thomm Clere qui fato funcins ret
1343, muctore Henrico Howard comits Surriensi
in cajus felics ingenii apecimen et singularis fas
cunilis srgumentum sppensa fuit hec tabuls
per W. Howard, fllium Thomm nuper Ducis
Naort. filii gjusdem Henrici comitis Surriensis.

P
Nogrorxs sprung thee, Lambeth holds thee dead,
Clere of the count of Clerercont thou hight,
Within the wumb of Ovmond’s race thou bred,
Aud sawest thy cosin crowned in thy sight:
sikelten for love, Surrey for Lord thou chase,
Aye me while life did intt that lcague was teoder,
Tracing whose steps thou sawest Kelaall # higse,
Lagndersey * burnt and batter'd Bulleyn's®
render3 :
At Mattrell * guten hopelens of atl recure,
Thine Earl balf desd, gave in thy hand his will,
Which cause did thee this pining dleath procure;
Ere suiomers four-yimes seven thow couldst feldll,
Aye, Clere, if love had hooted care or cat
Heaven bad not wonne, nor earth 8o timely lost.

i Sze Wyats Works “ Wyet being in prisoo to
Bryan.” C.

$ Towns taken by Lord Surrey In the Boalogne
expedition.

% Sarrender,

F
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AGAINST LONDON'.

Loxnox ! hast thow accosed me
OF breche JF Jawes, the roote of stryfe
‘Within whose brest did boyle to ses
(S0 ferrent hotte) thy dissolute lyfe:
‘That even the hate of ayanes, that groo
Within thy wicked wolls so ryfe,
For to breske forthe, did conuert sno
That terror colde it nol represse,
The which by wordes since prechers knoo,
What hope is ieft for to redresse?
By unknowen mean it [ik 8
My hiddec burden to exprefye:
Wherby yt might sppere t0'the,
That wecret synn hath secret spight:
From fustice rodd no fault is free:
Dut that 1l snch, ws wolrk nnright,
In most quyee wre next ill rest
In scovet sylence of the night
This made nre, with a reckles breat,
‘To wake Jhy stuggards with my Howe :
A figare, of the Lords bebest :
Whose scourge for synn the seveptures show ;
That as’the fearfull thunders clapp
By soddayne fisme at band we knowe:
Of peoble stones the sowndles rapp,
The dredfull plage might mak thee sea
Of Godds wrath, that doth thee enwrapp:
That pryde might know, from conscyence [ree,
How ioftye works may ber defend :
And envye fynd, es be hath sought,
How sther seke hym to offend.
And wroth tast of each crewell thought
The just shape hyer in the end:
And ydel slouthe, that never wrought,
To heven his epirite Iift may begyn;
And gredy lzcre lyue in drede
To sen what hate il gott goode wyno =
The lechers, yea, that Juste do feed,
Percene what secrecye is insynae:
And gluttons harts for sorow blede,
Awiked when their faulte they fynd.
In Jothsatae vyce eche dronken wight
To sty to Godd this was my rynd.
Thy wyndowes had don me no spight :
But prowd people, that-drade no fall,
Clothed with falshed aud ugright,
Bred in the cloaures of thy wall.
- But wrested to wrath in fervent zeals
‘Thow hast to strief my secret call :
Endared harts no warniog feale,
Oh ! shameless whore! is dresd then gon?
Be suche thy foes, a8 meane thy weale ?
05! membre of false Babylon !
The shop of craft, the denne of ire ]
Thy dredful dome drawes fast uppon :
Thy martyres biood by sword end fyre
In heaven and earth for justice call.
‘The Lord shell hesr their just desyre;
The flame of wrath ghall on the fall.
With famine and pest lamentablie
Stricken shalbe thy lechers all:
Thy prowd towers aed turrets hye,
Enmys to Qod, beat stone fram slone:
Thyne idolls burnt, that wroaght iniquitye:

* From o MS volume, formerly belonging to the
Harrington family, now in the invalaable library of
Thomus Hill, esq. who obligingly lent it to the
Ediwr. C.

SURREY'S POEMS.

Whon none thy rayne shall bemoné 3
But render unto the rightwise Lord,

Thus #0 hath judged Babylon,
Immortal praise in one acconl.

e
TC RIS MISTRESSE.
FROM TERE LAME

YF e, that erst the fourtpe so lively drewe
Of Venus face, triumpht in paynter's arte:
Thy father then what glory did ensew,

By whase pencill & goddesse made thow arte?
Touched with Iame, that fignre made sotne rewe,
And with ber love gurprysed manye a hart:
There lackt yet that should cure their hot desyer:
Thow canst enflame, and quenche the kyndled fyre,

TRANSLATIONS.

+

THE SECOND BOKE OF VIRGILES
AENAEIS.

Tury whisted all, with fixed face stient,
When prince Avnens from the royel seat
Thue gan te-speak, O quene, it is thy wil,
1 sbold renew & woe cannot be told :
How that the Grekes did spoile and ouerthrow
The Phrygian wealth, and wailfu] resim of Troy :
Those ruthfull thinge that T my self beheid,
And wherof no mnei part fel to my share.
Wkich to expresse, who could refraine from teres?
What Myrmidon ? or yet what Dolopes ?
What stern Ulysses’ waged soldinr?
And loe moist night now from the welkin falles,
And sterres declining counsel vo to rest.
But sins so great is thy delight tu here
Of our misbaps, and Troyés I decay :
Though to record the semea my minde abhorres,
And plaint eschucs: yet thus wil [ begyn,

The Grekes chieftains all irkesd with the war,
Wherin they wasted had ro many yeres,
And oft repuls? by fatal destivie,
A huge herse made, bye raised like = hill,
By the dinine science of Minerua:
Of clocen firre coropacted were his ribba:
For their return & fained sacrifice:
The fame whereof so wandered it at point.
In the dark bualk they ciosde bodies of men
Chosen by l[ot, and did enstuff by stralth

’ The bollow womb with armed soldiers,

There stands in sight su isle bigbt Tanedon
Rick, and of ferne, while Priams kingdom stood:
Now but a bay, and rode vawure for ship.
Hetler them secretly the Grekes withdrew,
Shrouding themselues vader the desert shore.
And, wening we they had ben fled and gone, !
And with thet winde had fet the land of Grece,
‘Froye discharged her long continued dole:
The gates cast vp, we isased out to play,

[ The Grekish camp destrous to behold,

The places void and the foraaken costen.

Here Pyrrhus band, there ferce Achilles pight

Here rode their shippes, there did tbeir battels
jovne,

Axtonuied some the seathefull gift Debeld,




THE SECOND BOKE OF VIBGD.&AENEJS.

Bebight by vow vato the chast Minerve:

Al wondring at the hugenesse of the horee.

. And fyrst of oll Timoetes gan aduise, -
Wiythin the wallea to leade and druwre the same;
And place it eke amidde the palace court:
‘Whether of guile, or Troyes fate it would.
Capys, wyth some of ivdgement more discrele,
Wil it to drown, or voderset with Bame
The suspect present of the Grokes deceit,

Or bore and gage the hollow canes yncouth,
So divers ran the giddy peoples minde.

Loe formost of a rout, that followd him,
Kindled Laocoou basted from the towre, ~
Crieng far of: O wrelched citezens,

‘What so great kind of fremie freteth you #

Deme ye the Grekes cur enemies o be gowe

Or aay Grekish giftes ran you sopposn

Deunoid of guile ! 1s so Ulymes known !

Either the Greles are in this timber hid -

Or this an engm is to anoy our walles,

To view oor toures, and goerwhelme our towne,

Here Jurkes some craft,  Good Troywns geve oo
rast

Ueic this borse, for what so suer it be.

I dred the Grekes, yea when they offer gyites,

And with that word, with all his force » dart

He faunced then into that croked wombe:
Which trembling stack, and shoke within the side,
Wherwith the caues gan bollowly resound.

And but for faites, and for our blind foremst,
The Grekes deuise and guile bad he discried :
Troy yet bad stand, and Priams toures w0 hie.

Therwyth bebold, wieras the Phrygian berdes
Brought to the king, with ¢clamor, all minown
A yong man, bound his bandes behinde his back :
Whoe willingly bad yelden prisoner,

To framae bis guile, and open Tropks gates
Unto the Grekes : with coumge fully beut,
And minde determed sither of the twaine,
To work his feat, or willing yeld to denth.

Nere him, to gaze, the Truyan youth gan Bock,
And siraue whoe roost might at the captise scorne.
The Grekes deceit beholde, and by one profe
Imagine all the rest.

For in the preasse as he voarmed stood,

‘Wyth trogbled chere, and Phrigian rootes beset,

Alas (quod be} what earth powe, #r what seas
My me receyne ? Catif, what restes me nowe {
For whom in Grece doth no abode remayne :
.The Trowane cke offended scke to wreke
Their haicons wrath wyth shedyng of my blond.
With this regeete our bartes from tancor moued,
‘The brate sppessde, we askte him of his birth,
.What newes he brought, what hope made bym to

yeld.
Thea he (al dred rémoned} thos began.

O kyng: I sball, what euer me betide,

Say but the truth: ne finet will me dente

A Grecian bome: for though fortone bath made

Simon & wretebs, she can nol make bimn false,

H ener came yoto your carcs the name

Nobled by fame, of the sage Palamede,

Whom traitrowsly the Grekes eondemd 1o dys,

Giltlesse by wrongfull dome, for that he dyd

Dyssuade the warres: whose death they nowe In-
ment

Underneih him my falher bare of wealth

Jute bis bapd yong, and nere of his blood,

In my prime yeres voto the war me seat,

; While thet by fate his mate in stay did stand,

-
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And when his realm did Borish by advise,
Of glorie then we bare soin fame and brute.
Bot sina bis death, by false Ulysses sleight
(1 speak of things Lo a!l mea wel bekinown)
A drery life in doleful plaint T led,
Repining at my gyttlesse frends mischaunce.
Ne could I fool refrein my tong from thretes:
That if my chaunce were etier to return
Uictar to Arge, to folowe my recenge. :
With such sharp words procured I great hote,
Here sprang my burm,  Ulysaes cuer sithe
With new formd crimes began me to affray:
In common exres false ;umours gan he sowe:
Weapony of wrcke bis gylty minde gan seke:
Ne rested ay, till be by Calchas meane—
But whereunto these thanklesse tales in vaine
Do I reherse, and Imgre fourthe the timei
Inlike estate if all the Grekes ye price:
Jt is enough ye here: rid me at oned.
Ulyssen (lord?) how be wold this reioise
Yes and either Atride would hye it dere.
This kindled us more egre to enquirs,
And to demaund the cause: without sepect
Of 30 great mischief thereby to enwoe,
Or of Grekes craft.  He then with forged words,
And quinering lims, thus toke hys tale agein.
The Grekes oft times entended their retam,
From Troy: town, with long warrs all yiired,
For to dislodge: which, wonld God, they had done,
But oft the winter storms of raging seas,
And oft the boisterous winds did them to stay :
And chiedy when of elinched ribbes of firve
Thia bhors was made, the starms rored In the site.
Then we in dout to Phebus templs aemt
Enripilas, to wete the ye:
From whens he hrought these woful news again:
With bicod (O Grekes) snd slanghter of a masd
Ye pleasd the winds, when first ye came v Troy:
With blood [ikewiss yon most seke your return,
A Grekish soule most offired be therefore.
But when this soond had pearst the peoples

anres, .

With modein fere astonied were their mindes.

The chilling cold did cuerrunns their boves,

To whom that fale was shapte, whom Pbebas wold

Ulysses then amid the preases bringes in

Caichas with noyse and wil’d him to discusse

‘The Gods intent. Then some gan deme 1o mo

The cruell wrek of him that framda the oraft:

Foreseing secretly what wold ensue.

In silence tien, yahronding him from sight

But dayes twike fiue he whisted, and refused

To death hy speche to furtber any wight.

At last, as forced by mse Ulyeses crye,

Of purpose he brake , BSdigning me '

To l::e altar: whereto thre};l grumted all:

And that, that erst eche one dred to himself,

Returned all ¥nto my wretched death.

And now at hand drew uere the wofall day :

Al things preparde wherwyth to. effer me,

Salt, corne, fillets my temples for to bind.

I scapte the deth, | graunt, snd brake the bands,

And lurked in = marrise al) the nyght,

Among the ooze, while they did set their sailea:

1£ it s be that they indede so dyd.

Nuow restes my hope my uative land to see,

My children dere, nor kng desired sire : .

On whom parchaunce they shall weeke my escape:

Those barmlesse wights shal for my faolt be slayn.
Then by the gods, to whom al truth iv kvowa:

-
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By fayth unfiled, if sny any where

Wyth mortal folke ipes: 1 thee besecke.
O king thereby, rue on tranail great:
Pitie a wretch that gil: suffreth wrong.

Life to these teres, with pandon eke, we graunt.
And Prism first bim self commandes to loosa
Hin gyves, bis bands: acd frendly to him sayd:
‘W hose thou art, learn to forget the Grekes:
Heucefourth be oures, and answere e withtroth:
Wherto was wrought the masse of this huge hors?
Whoes the deuise? and wherto should it tend?
What holy vow } or engin for the warres?
Then he, instruct with wiles and Grekish craft,
His loosed hands lift upward to the sterrs.
Ye euerlasting lumpes [ testifye,
W hose powr divine may not be violate:
Th* altar, and swerd, good be, that { have scapt:
Ye sacred bavdes, I wore as yelden hoele;
Yefull be it fur me to breke mine othe
‘To Grekes, lefull to hate their nacion,
Lefual) be it to eparcle in the ayre
‘Their socretes all, what soe they kepa in close:
For free am | from Grece, and from their lawey,
2o be it, Troy : eod sased by me from scathe,
Eepe faith wilh me, and stard to thy behest,
1f | spemke tmth, and openiog thinges of weight
For graunt of life requite Lhee large amenden,
The (3rekea whale hope of undertaken war
1o Pallas Lelp consisted evermore,
But sith the time that wicked Diomede,
Dlyzses eke Lhat forger of all guile,
Avuentorde from the boly sacred fane
Fér to berene dame Palies fatall forme,
And slew the wateber of the chefest toure, -
And then away the holy statue stele:
That were so bold wilh handes embrued in blood,
The virgin goddesse veiles fur to defile:
Sith that, their hope gao fiil, their hope to fall
Their powr appeir, their goddesse grace withtienw.
Whych with no dontfull signes she did declare,
Bcarce was the statge to our tentes yhroughte,
JBut she gan stare with sparcicd eyes of fiame:
Aloug ber limes the salt sweate trickled downe:
Yea thrise her seife (a hideous thinge to tell)
in glaunces bright she glittered from the grouad,
Helding in band ber targe aud guivering spere.
Calchas hy sea them bad vy bast car Bight:
Whoes engins might not break the walles of Troy,
Unlense at Grece they wold renew their lottes,
Restore the god that they by sea bad hroaght
In warped keles. To Arge sith they be come,
pease their godds, and war afresh prepare;
And cromse the seas noloked for eftsones
They wil return: This order Calchas set.
This figure made they for thagreaed god,
1n Pallas stede, to clense their hainous fanit,
‘Which mame be witled to be reared hye
Toward the skies, and ribbed all with oke:
So that your gates, ne watl might it receiue,
Ne yet your people might defensed be
By the good zele of old deuotion,
For if your bands did Pallay gift defile,
Ta Priems realm great mischief shold befail:
(Which fate the Gods first on bim self retom)
But had your owue handes broughbt it iu your town,
Atie should passe, and carrie offred warr
In Grece euen to the walls of Pelops town,
And we and oares that demtinie endure.
By such like wites of Sinon the foraworna
His tale with us did parchace credit: some
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Trapt by deceits, rome forced by ‘bis tarest

Whom neither Diomede, nor great Achiile,

Nor ten yeres war, nea thousaad exile could danmt.
Us caitifes then a far more dredfol chaunce

Befell, that trobled our voarmed brestes.

‘Whiles Laocon, that chosen was by lot

Neptunus priest, did sacrifice a bail

Before the holy altar, sodenly

From Tenedon behold in circles great

By tha calm seas come Getyug adders tweine,

Which plied towardes the shove ([ lotbe to tell}

With rered brest lift vp sboue the seas:

Whoes bloody crestes alofe the waues were seen:

The hinder parte swame hidden in the Aood :

Thaeir gristy backes were linked manifold:

With sound of brok they gate the strand,

With gloing eyen, tainted with blood and fire =

Whoes waltring tongadid lick their hissing monthes.

We fled away, onr face the blood forsoke,

But they with gate direct to Lacon ran.

And first of all eche serpect doth sowrap

The bodies small of his two tender sonues:

Whoes wretched limen they byt, and fed thereon.

Then raught they hym, who had bis wepen canght

To rescue them, twise winding him sbout,

With folded knottes, aad circled tailes, bis wmst:

Their scated backes did compasse twise his neck,

Wyth rered heddes aloft, and streched throtes.

He with his h straue to vol the kmottes:

Whose saeyed flletten all bespriokled wer

With fiith of gory blod, and venim rank:

A to the sterren such drediull sboutes be seut,

Like to the sound the roring bull fourth loowres,

‘Which from the altor wonoded doth astart,

The swaruing axe when he shakes from bis neck,

The serpentes twine, with hazted traile they glide

To Pallas temple, and ber towres of beighte:

Under the frete of which the Goddesss stem,

Hidden behinde her targettes bosse they crepd.

New gripes of dved then pearse our themabling

brestes,

They sayd Lacons desertes had derely bought

His hainous dede, that pearced had with sele

The sacred hulk, and throwen 1be wicked lanpoe:

The people cried with gondry greeing shoutes,

The bring the borse 1 Pallar temple blive,

In hope therby the godd: wrath tapp

We cleft ihe walles, and closures of the towne ;

Whorto all helpe: and voderset the feet

With sliding rolles, and bound his neck with ropes:

This futsl gin thus overclambe our wailes,

Stuft with srmod men: ahout the which there ran

Children, and maides, that holy carolles tang :

And well were they whgen bands might touch the

cordes, .

With thretniog chere thus slided through our thws

The subtil tree, to Pallas temple ward.

O opatioe land, llion, and of the goddes

The maneion place! O wartlik walles of Troy!

Four timee it stopt in thentrie of onr gate:

Foor times the harnasse clattred in the womab,

But we go= on, vnsound of memonie.

And blinded eke by rage perseuer sill:

Thia fata! monster ia the fane we place.
Caxsandra then, inspired with Phebus sprite,

Her prophetes lippes yet neuer of us Jerusd

Disclosed eft, forespeking thioges ta come,

We wretches loe, that last day of our life,

With bowes of fest the town, and temples deck,
With this the skie gun whirle sbout the spheres




THE SECOND BOKE OF VIRGILES AENEKIS.

The cloady night gan thickeo from the wa,

With wmantells spred; that cloked earth,nod ahies,

And eke the tresson of the Grekish guile :

The watchemen lay disper=t, to take their rest:

Whoes werried limes sound slepe bad then op-

prest:

When wail io order comes the Grecian feet,

From Tepedon townrd the costes well knowne,

By frendly silence of the quist moone,

When the kinges rhip put fuurth bis mark of fire,

Sivon, preseyued by froward desthaie,

Let fourth the Grekes enclosed in the womb,

The clesures eke of pioe by steaith wnpind ;

Wherby the Greker restored were to aire.

With ioy down hasting fromn the hol'ow tree,

With condes let down did alide vato the ground -

The preat captaines, Sthenel, and Thesander,

The Geree Uliusew, Athama:, and Choas,

Muchson first, and then king Menolne,

Epens eke rhat did the engin furge.

By cordes let fal fast gan they siide adown:

And rtreight inuade the town yburied then

With wioe, xnd alepr, And first the watch is alain,

Theas gates vofold to let their fellowes in,

They ioyne them selves with the coniured bandes.
N oaw the time, when grannted from the godds

The thut slepe crepes most swete in wery fulk.

Lre in vy dreame before mine eies, me thought,

With rafull cheve 1 sawe where Heetor stood

Gut of whoes eies thera gmshed streames of tenres;

Drawn st s cart e he of late had be,

Distained with Lloudy dust, whoes feet were bowlne

With the streight cordes wherwith they hated him,

Ay me, what onel that Hevlor how walike,

Which erst returzd clad with Achilles spoiles?

Or when ha threw into the Grekish shippes

The Trojan flame ? 5o was his beard defiled,

His ciisped lochas al clustred with his bleod:

With all mch wounds, as many he received

Aboct the walles of that bis native town

Whome franckly thus, me thought, [ spalke yoio,

With bittes Leres and dolefall o

0 Iight, O only hope of thine!

‘What Jettes sn long thee staid? or from what costes,

Oor moat desired Heetor, doest thou come?

Whom after slaughter of thy many freoads,

Aod treuai] of the people, and thy town,

Alwevied, lord ! how gladly we hehold.

What sory chaunce hath stuind thy lively face?

Or why see 1 those woundes, alas, 8o widet

He answeard nought, nor in my win demaundes

- Abodi: Gt from the bottom of bis brest

Bighing he sayd: Flee, flee, O Goddesse won,

And mue thee from the furie of this fume,

Our enmirs pow &r maisters of the walles;

A wh falleth fi H
Sufficeth that is done for Primns reicna:

If force might serue to puccor Troyd Lown,
Thin right band well mought haoe ben ber defense,
But Troy® now commendeth to thy charge
Her boly religues, and ber priuy qods:
Them jayune to thee, as felowen of thy fate:
Large walles rere thow for them : For 5o thou shalt,
ARer time apant in thouer-wandred food,
Thin maid, be brought fourth Uests in bis hands,
Her fillettes eke, and euerlastiog Aame.

la this mewne while with dieerse plaint the town
Thr.agbuut was spred: and lpswder more nod more
The din resouned: with raitling of armes
(Althouph mine uld father Auchisex hovse
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Remouerd stood, with shadow hid of Lrees)
{ waked: therwith to Fu top I clambe
And harkning atood 1; as when the Aame
Lightes in tha corne, rift of bowsterous winde:
Or the swift siream, that driveth from the hill,
Rootes vp the feldes, and presssth the ripo coroe,
And plowed ground, and ouerwhalmen the grove:
The silly berdman all astonnied standes,
From the by« rock while he doth bere the sonnds
Then the Grelen failh, then their deceit appered.
Of Deiploboa the palace large and great
Fell to the ground, all cuerspred with flash,
His next neighbour Ucslegon afire:
The Sygean seas did glister all with dame.
Upsprang the crye of men, and trumpettes blast,
Then as distraught T did my srmore on :
Ne could [ tell yet wherets arines susilde,
But with our feres to throng out from the preama
Toward the touare onr hartes hrent with desire :
Wrath prickt us fourth; and voto vs it semed
A semely thing to dye srmnd in the feld.
Wherwith Panthus scapta from the Orekish
dartes,
Otreas sonne, Phebua prest, brought in hand
The sacred reliqoes, and the vanguist gods :
And in his hand bis litle nepbew led :
And thus as pbrentik to our gates he ran :
Panthus, quod 1, in what estate staod we ?
Or for refuge what fortresse shall we take?
Scare spake I this, when wailing thes be myd s
The later day wnd fate of Troy i come,
The which no plaint or prayer may auaile,
Troyans we were, and Troyé was sometime,
And of great fame the Tencrian glorie erst:
Fierce Joue to Grecs hath now trunaposed all,
The Grekes ar Jordes gucr this fired town,
Youde buge borse, that stands amid our walles,
Sheds armed men : And Sinon victor now,
‘With scorne of v», doth set all things on fame :
And rashed in at our ynfolded gates
Are thousands moe, than euer came from Grece.
And soine with weapone watch the narrow stretes;
‘With bright swerdes druwn to slunghter redy bent:
And scarse the watches of the gale began
Them to defend, and with blinde fight resist.
Through Panthas words, and lightning of tha
Gods, .
Amid the fame and armen ran | in preasse :
Ax furie guided me, aud whar as 1 had beard
The crye greatest, that made the ayre resound -
Into our band then foi! old ipbytus,
And Rypbeus, that met v by moonelighte -
Dymns and Hypauis joyning oo our side,
With yong Chorabus M ygdonius sun;
Which in those dayes st Troye did arive
Bumniug with rage of dame Cassandoes loue,
In Priams ayd and rescoe of bin town :
Unheppy be that wokl no credit geue
Unto bis spouses woords of prophecie.
Whom when T saw assembled in such wiew,
So desperatly the battail to desire:
Then furthermore thus sayd I roto them -
0 ye yong men, of courage stont in vaioe;
For nought ve strive to ssue the buming town :
What cruel fortane bath betid, ye see.
The Gods out of the temples ali are fed,
Thbrough whoes might long this empire was main-
teind ;
Their altares ekie are left both wast and voyd :
Bat if your will be bent with me to proae
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‘That vttermost, that now may va befall ;

Then let vk dye, and runue amid our foes :

To vanquist folk despeir ia only hope

With this the yong-mens courage did entrease:
And throughb the dark, like Lo the rauening wolues,
Whom raging furie of their empty mawes

Driues from Lheir den,lenuing with hungry throtes
Their whelpes behinde : among our foes wa Tan,
Upon Lheir swerdes vnto apparant death,
Holding alway the chicfe strete of the town,
Caouerd with the ciose shadowes of the night.

Who cun expressc the slmughter of that night?
Or tell the nomber. of the corpaea slnine?

Cr can in teres bewaile them worthely?
The auncient famous citie falleth down,
That many yeres did bold sach seignorie.
‘With senslesse bodies euery strote iy spred,
Fche palace, snd sacred porch of the Gods.
Nor yet alone the Troyan blood was shed ;
Manhod oft times into the vanquist brest
Returnes, wherby some victors Greken ar slain,
Croel complaintes, and terror wikere,
And plentie of griesly pictures of death,

Abd first with us Androgeur there met,
Fellowod with a swarmiog rout of Grekes:
Deming 3, unware, of that feloship :

With frendly words whom thas be cald wto

Hast ye, my frendes; what slouth hath ¢aried
you?

Your feers now sack, and spoile the bumning Troy:

From the Wil ghips where ye but newly come.

‘When he had sayd, and heard 1o answer made

To him nguine wherto he might geve trust:

Findiog bim se)f chaunced amid his Foca,

Muxde be withdrew his foote back with his word :

Like him, that wandriny in the bushes thick,

Tredes on the sdder with his rechlesse foote,

Rered for wrath swelling her spetkled neck,

Dismayd, geues back all sodenly for fore.

Androgeas so feard of that sight stept hack:

And we gan rnsh amid tbe thickest rout:

When here and there we did them cuerlhrow,

Striken with dred, voskitfull of the place.

Onr first labour thus lucked well with vs,

Chorebus thus encounraged by his chaunce,
Reioysing sayd: Hold foarth the way of health

My foers) that hap, and manhod hath va taught:

‘kange we ourshields; the Grekes armes do we on:
CraRt, or maphod, with fors what reckes it which?
Tire alaiue to ve their amure they aball yeld.
And with that word Androgeus crested helme,
And the rich armes of his shield did he on:
A Grekish ewend he guided by his side :
Like gladly Dimas, and Ripheus did:;
‘The wholc youth gan then clad in the new apoiles,
Mingted with Grekes for no good fuck to v
We went, and gaue many onsets that uight,
And many a Greke we sent to Plutoes court.
Other there §0d and hasted to their ships,

tu their costes of saueguam™ ron agziue.

And some there were, for shameful cowardrie, -
Chmb vp ageine ¥oto the hugie horse,
And did them hide in hia wel-knowen womb.

Ay e, bootelease it is for any whight
To hope on, ought, aguinst the will of the Gods.
Law where Cangndre, Priama daughter dere,
From Pallas chirch was dmwn with sparkied tresse,
Lifting in vain her flaming eyen to heven:

Her eyen: for fast her teoder wrestes were bound.
Which sight Chorebus raging could not bere,
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Recklesse of desth; but thrust amid the throng:

And after we through thickest of the swerdes,
Here were wo first yhatred with the dartes

Of onr owne feers, from the hye Lemples top:

Wherby of v& greta slanghter did ensue,

Miataken by our Grekish armes and crester

Then flockt the Greltes, moued with wyath, and i,

Of the Urgin from them 0 rescued ; ’

The fuil Ajax, and either Atrides,

And the grest band eleped the Dulopes.

As wrastling windes, out of dispersed whird,

‘Befight themselues, the west with aoutbern blas,

Apd gladsome east proud of Auroraes hors:
The woods do whiz ; and fomy Nereus,
Raging in furie, with three forked mare
From bottoms depth duth weltre up the wac
S0 came the Grekess And soch, oy by deeeit
We sparkled erst in shadow of the night,

.} And draue about cur town, appered fimt:

Our fained shiclds and wepons then they foand,
And by sound our discording voice they mev,
We went to wreck with nomber oucrlayd.
And by the hand of Peneleus first
Chorebus fel before the altar dead
Of armed Pallxn: and Rypheus eke,
The instest man among the Troians all,
And be that best obserned equitie ;
But otherwyse it pleased now the Gode
There Hipanis, and Dimas both were slaine,
Through pearced with the wepons of their fers:
Nor thee, Penthus, when thou wast ouerthroen,
Pitie, nor zele of good deustion,
Nor habit yet of Phebus hid from scathe.
Yo Troysn ashes, aod last Aamen of mine,
1 cal in witnesse, that at your Last fall
I fied 1o stroke of any Grekish swerd:
And if the fates wold I had Eallen in fgbt,
"That with my hand T did deserue it well.
With this from thence I was recuiled hack,
With Iphytus, and Pelias alone :
Iphytus weke and feble all fur age,
Pelins lamed hy Ulyssez hand.
T Priamz palace crye did cal +1 then.
Here was the fight right hideoun to behold:
As though there had po battail hen but there,
Or slaughter made els-where throughout the towa:
A fight of rage and furie there we sav.
The Grekes toward the palace rushed fast
And eouered with engines the gates beset,
And rered vp ladders against the walles,
Uunder the windowes scaling by their steppes
Fenced with sheldes in their left hands, wheron
They did receive the dartes, while theirright
Griped for hold th' embatel of the wall.
The Troyans on the tother part rend dovo
"The turrets hye, and eke the palace ool
With such weapons they shope thein to defesd,
Sceing al lost, now at the point of death:
The gilt sparres, and the beames then thred they
down,

Of old fathery the proud and royal workes:
An~d with drawn swerds some did beset the 3’::._
Which they did watch and kepe in routes fall
Qur sprites restorde to rescue the kings hooder
To help them, and to gene the vanquisit stred

A postern with a hlinde wicket there wW3% -
A common tmde to passe through Pﬂm"_w ¢
On the backside wheraf wnst Louses stood : gdome
Which way eftsithes, while that our kio

dured,
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T unfortneate Andromache alone
Resorted to the p of her make,
With yong Astyanax his grudsire to see.
Here paised I vp to tbe hyest tonre,
From whenac the wretebed Troyaus did throw down
Durtes epent in wast, Unto » turret then
We sept, the which stood in a place nloft;
The top wheyof did reach well nere the sterres:
Where we were wont all Trove to behold,
The Grekish nanie, and their tents also,
With instruments of iron gan we pick,
To meke where we migit finde the ioyning shronk
From that high seat, which we razed, and threw
down: :

Which falling gene ourthwith & rushing scand,
And large in breadth oo Grekish rates it light
But sone another sort stept in theyr stede:
Ne stone vothrown, nor yet no dart vaeast,

Before the gata stood Pyrrhns, im the porche,
Reioysing in hindanes, with glittring armes;
Like 10 the adder with venimous herbés Fed, .
Whoin cold winter all bolpe bid voder ground:.
Avd shining bright when she her slough bad slong.
Her slippes back doth rowle with forked tong,
Ard muised bireat, Iifl, vp sgainst the sun.
With that together came great Periphas,
Antomedon eke that guided had sometime
Achilles horse, now Pyrrhns armnre bare:
Ard eke with him the warlike Scyrian youth
Asmyid the house, and threw flaree to the top:
Ard ke an axe hefore the foremost raaght ;
Wherwith be gan ihe sizong gates hew, and break;
From whens he bet the mtaples ovt of brasee,
He brake the basres, and through the timber panrst
80 large o hole wherby they might discerne
Tha bouse, the court, the secret chambers eke
Of Priamus, and auncient kings of Troy,
And armed foes in thentrie of the gute.

But the palace withio confounded was
With wayliog, and with rufa) shrikes and cryes :}
The botlow balles did howle of womens plaint:
‘The clamor strake up to the golden sterres.
The frayd mothers, wandring through the wide

house,

Embracing pillsrs, did them hold and kisse.
Pymrbos assaileth with his fatbers might:
Whom the closures ne kepers might hold cut.
With often pushed ram the gatedid shake:
The postes beat down rewoued from their hookes:
By force they made the way, and theptrie brake,
And now the Grekes let in, the formnest slew:
And the large palsce with soldiars gan to Ell.
Norso fercely doth ouerflow the feldes
The [ominy floed, that hrekes oot of his baukes:
Whoes rage of waters beares away what heapen
Steod in his way, the coates, and eke the herdes:
As in thentrie of slanghter furious
1 aaw Pyrchus, and either Atrides.

Thers Hecuba I saw with & bundred moe
Of ber sons wyues, and Prinm at the eltar,
Sprivkling with blood his finme of sacrifice,
Fiftie bed-cbambers of his childreus wyues,
With losse of so great bope of his ofspring.
The pillars eke proudly beset with goid,
Aud with the spoiles of other astions,
Fell to the grouod: and whatso that with fame
Untouched was, the Grekes did all possesse.

Parcase yow wold ask what was Priams fate,
When of his taken town he mw the chaunce,
And the gutes of his pakece benten down;

a4

His foes amid bis secret chambery eke:
‘Thold man in vaine did on his shoidera then,
Trembliog for age, his énmce long disused :
His bootelesse swerd he ginded himp about :
And ran amid his foes, redy to dye.
Amid the coart vnder the henen all bare
A greataltar there stood, by which there grew
Aun old lanrl tree bowing therunto,
‘Which with his shadow did embrace the gods,
Here Hecoba, with her yong danghiers all,
Abont the altar sormrmed were i vaine:
Like doves, that flock together in the storme :
The statves of the Gods ambmcing fast.
But when she ;aw Prian had taken thers
His armure, like as thoogh be had been yong: )
What ﬁ:tnl-ious thought, my wreiched spouse, quod
she,

Did moue thee vow such wepona for to weld?
Why basien thow? This time doth not require
Such mceor, ne yet such defepders pow :
No, though Hector my son were here againe.
Come hether: thiy altar shall saue v& all:
Or we shall dye together. Thus she sayd:
Wherwith she drew him back to her, and set
The aged man down in the holy seat,

But lee Polites, one of Prisvs sons,
Escaped from tbe slnughter of Pyrrhus,
Comen fleeing through the wepana of his foes
Sexrching all wounded the long galleries;
Ard the voyd courtes: whom Pyrrhosall in rage
Followed fast, to reache o mertal wound;
Antd now im hand well nere strikes with hin spere,
Who fleing fourth, till be camée vow in sight ’
Of his parentes, before their face f2ll down, *
Yeiding the ghost, with flowing streames of blood.
Prianus then, although be were half ded,
Might not kepe in his wrath, nor yet bis worda:
But cryeth oat: For this thy wicked work,
And boldnesse ekp such thing to enterprise,
If in the heauens any iustice be,
That of such things tekes any care or kepe,
Arcording thankes the gods may yeH to the:
And send thee eke thy just demerued hyre,
That made me see the glaughter of my childe,
And with his blond defile the fathers fade.
But be, by whom thou faingt thy setf begot,
Achilles was Lo Priam not so stem,
For loe he, tendring my most humble mute,
‘The right, aud faith, my Hector hloadlesse corps
Eendred, for to be layd in sepulture,
And sent me to my kingdome bome ngaine.

. Thus sayd the aged man ; and therewithall
Forcelesse he cast his weake vaweldy dart;
Which repulst from the bragse, where it guoe diut
Withoot sound, hong vainly in the shields boase,
Suod Pyrrhus, Then thou shalt this thing report:,
On message to Pelide my father go:

Shew wnto him my cruel deden, ond how
Neoptolem is swarved out of kinde.

Now shalt thou dye, quod he. And with that word
At the altar hiqy trembling gun he draw, ’

Wallowing through the blodshed of his son:

And his left hand all clasped in hia beare ;

With his right arme drewe fourth his shining
sword,

‘Which io his side he thrust vp to the hilts:

Of Priamus this waa the fatal fine,

The wofull end that wes alotted him:

‘When he had seen bis palace sl on flamas,

With ruine of bis Troyan tarrets eke.
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That royal prince of Asie, which of iate
Reigml ouer 3o many pronles and realmes,
Like a great atock now {ieth on tie shore:
This hed and sholders parted ben in twaina:
A boily now witbout renome, and feme.

Then Grat in me mtrad the grisly feare:
Dismayd [ war. Wherwith care to my mimd
The image cke of my dere father, when
I thus beheld the king of equal age
Yeld up the sprite with wousds so cruelly,

Then thought 1 of Creuss left alone:

And of my bouwee in danger of tha spoiic:
And the celate of yong lulue eke.

1 looked back to seke whbat nomber then

1 might discern about meof my feeres.

But weried they had left e all wlone:
Some tothe ground were lopen from aboue;
Some in the lume their irked bodics enat.

There wgs 1o moe but 1 icft of them all:
When that Ivaw in Uestres temple it
Dame Helen, lurkiug in ' secret place:

{Such light the Bame did giue as | went by,

While here and there I cast mine eyen about)

For ahe in dred, least thet the Trolans shold

Reuenge on her the ruine of their walles,

And of the Greken the cruel wrekos also,

The furie eke of ber foranken make,

The common bane of Troy, snd eke of Grece,

Hateful she sate beside the aitars hid.

Then boyld my brest with flame, snd buming
winth, .

‘To reuenge my towr voto sech ruine brought:

With worthy pein' s ot her tn work oy will.

Thought 1: Shall she passe to the land of Spart

Al sufe, and see M ycone her oative land,

And like & quene returne with victutie

Hore to ker spouse, her parentes, and.children,

Folowed with = tmine of Troyan naides,

Apd serued with a band of Phrygisn slaues:

And Priem eke with iron murdred thas,

Aud Troye town consumed all with flame,

‘Whoes shore bath bea so oft forbathed in bloed?

No no: far though on wemen the renenge

Unsetmely is; such conquest hath no fame:

To geve an #nd voto sweh mischief yot

My iust reuenge shall merit worthy praise;

And guiet eke my minde, for to be wroke

On her which was the causes of thiz fame,

Aod satisfy the ciuder of my feers.

With furious minde while I did argue thos,
My blessed mother then appeard to me,

Whom erat so bright wine eyes had neuer soen,
And with purelight she glistred in the night,
Disclosing her in forine & Goddesse like,

Aashe doth seme to such ws dwell in heuen.

My right hand then she toke, and held it fest,
And with her rosie lips thuedid shesay:

Son, whgt furie kath thue prouuked thee

To suoh vutemed wrath? why ragest thow?

Oz where is now become the careof vai

Wilt thou not first go see where thou hast left
Anchisas thy father fordone with age?

Doth Creusa live, and Ascanius thy son?

Whom now the Grekish bands hane round beset:
And, were they oot defenscd by my cure,

Flame had them reuglt and enmies swird ere this.
Not Helens beantie hatefoll vuto thee,

Nor blamed Paris yet, but the Gods wrath

Reft yow this wealth, and ouerthrew your town.
Behold (apd 1 shail auw the cloude remoue,
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Which guercast thy mortal aight doth: dim «
Whoes mofsture doth cbscure ail thinges about :
And fere not thow to do thy mothers will,
Nor her adoise refuse thow to performe)
Here where thow seest the turrets onerthrown,
Stone bet from stone, ¥moke tisiog mixt withdost,
Neptunus there shakea with his mace the walles,
Atd eke the loose foundations of the same,
And ouerwhelms the whale town from his sest:
And eruel! fano with the furmest bere
Doth kepe the gute that Soea cleped in,
Nerewood for wrath, whareas she standes, and cells
1s harnesse bright the Grekes out of their ships:
And in the turrets hye behold where standes
Bright shinieg Paltas, all in wardike wede,
Ant with ber shield where Gorgons bed apperes;
And Iupiter my father distributes
Aunyling strength, and cournge to tie Grelms:
Yet ouermore, agsinst the Troyan pawer,
He doth provoke the rest of il the gods.
Flee tben my sou, and geue tbis trausil end:
Ne shal! | thee fursate, In canegard i1l
I baue thee brought vnto thy fathers gate.
This did she say: aed therwith gan she hide
Her gelf in shadow of the close night.
Then dredfol figures gan appers to me,
And great Gods eke aggreued with our town
I saw Troye fall down iv burning gledes:
N ptunus tawn clepe razed from the soil :
Like as the elm forgrown in mousiains bye,
Round hewer with axe, that hushandmen
With thick ansaultes strive to teere up, doththreal;
And bact bepexath trembling doth hend his top,
Till yold with strokes, geuing the Intter crack,
Rent from the heightl, with ruine it doth fall,
With this [ went, and guided by a God
1 pasaed through my foes, ard eke the Aame:
Their wepoos, and the fire eke groe me place,
And when thet | was cose before the gates,
The suncient building of my fathers house:
My father, whom [ hoped tu conuey
To the next hils,and did bim thearto treat,
Refused either to peoloag his life,
Or bide exilesfter the fall of Troy.
Ail ye, quod he, jn whom yong blood is fresh,
* Whoes strength remaines entier and in full powT,
Take ye your Bight.
Por if the Gods my life wold haue praroge d,
They had reverud for me this woomiug piace.
1L was enough, ales, end ¢ke to much,
'Fo sce the town of Trey thus razed oues;
To have litd after the citee taken.
When ye hava aayd. thiz corps layd out forsake:
My hend shaliseke my death, and pitie shal
Mine enmies moue, of els hope of my apoile.
A for my graue, [ wey the losse bnt Light:
For I my yeres disdainfull to the Gods
Haue lingred fourth, vnable to all nedes,
Sins that the fire of Godsand king of men
Strake me with thesder, and with jeweoing binst.
Suck things he gan reherse, thus Gimiy bent:
But me hesprent with tercs, my tendey son,
And eke my swete Creuss, with the rest
Of the houshuld, my father gan beseche,
Not sa with him to pervish afl al ones,
Nur 23 to yeld voto the crual Gate,
Which he refased, and stack to his entent.
Driuen I wasto hamesse then sgaiue,
Miserably my desth for tu desire.

For what aduise or pther hape was left 7
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Father, thouglifat thow that ] may ones remoue
fuod [, a fuate, and leave thee here beitinde ?
May soch 8 wrong pasie from a fathers mouth ?
1 Gods will be, that Dothing here be saued
Of this great town, wnd thy minde bent to ioyne
Both thee and thine to mine of this town:
‘The way is plaine this death for to attaive,
Pyrrhus ahall come besprent with Prisms blood,
That gored the son before the fathers face,
And slew the fatber st the altar eke.
O mcred mother, waa it then for this,
“That you me ked throagh flame, and wepans sharp,
Thet I might in my sccret chaumber see
Mine enrnies, end Anscanius my son,
My fether, with Creuea my swete wife,
Muwdved, sins, the one in thothers blood?
‘Why seraauts thew, bring e my armes againe.
The latter dzy o8 vaoquished doth ail.
Reoder me now to the Grekes fizlit againe:
And let me sew the Sght begon of vew:
We shali not oll vowroken dye this dsy. .
Abont me then [ girt my swerd aguin,
Apd eke iy shield on my left sholder cast,
And bent me 50 to rush out of the hoase,
Lo in my gate my spouse clusping my feet,
Foreguiost bis father yong Tulur set.
If thow wilt gv, quod !he, and spill thy self
“Take vs with thee in all that way betide,
But an expert if thow in armes haae set
Yet any hope, then first this house defend,
Whearas thy son, and eke thy father dere,
And I somtme thine ownie dere wife, ar Teft.
Herghriltloud voice with plaint thusflldthe houee;
‘When thot & sodein monstrous marue] feli:
For in theirsight, sod woefull parents arnes,
Behold a light out of the batten sprang
That in tip of Injus cap did mand:
With gentietonch whoes harmlesse finine did shine,
Upon his heare, about bis temples spred:
And we afmid trembling for dredful fore
Bet out the fve from hin blasing tresse,
Aud with waler gan guench the sacred fame.
Anchises glad Riseyen ift to the sterres:
With hands his woice to hieauen thus he bcnt.
If by praier, wimighty Jupiter,
Toctined thou mouyst be: behold, vathea
Of ruth: at least if we 20 much Jeserue,
Graunt eke thine ayd, father; confirm this thing.
Scarse hed the old man wsid, whes that the
heuens i
With sodein noise thondred on the Jeft hand:
Qut of the skie by the derk night there fell
A blazing sternc, desgging 4 brand or fanve:
Whreh wilh muchlight pliding ou the house top,
In the forest of Ida hid lier bemncs:
“The which folf bright cedlring a fisrrow shone,
By a long tract appointing s the way:
Aud round about of brimetope rose u fumse,
My fatber vanguist, then behield the skies,
Spake to the Gods, and tholy sterre adored s
Now, now, qood be, no lunger T abide:
Fetow | shall where ye me guide at haod,
< natine Gods, your familie defend,
Preserue your Jive, this warning comes of you,
Aond Troyistands in your protection npow:
Now geue I place, and wherso that thon goe,
Refuze I not, tny sonne, to be thy feer,
Thus did lie say: and by that time more clere
Thecmekiog fiamewrshesrd throughoutthe walles,
Al more wid more the burning heat drew nere.
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Wiy then haue done, my father dere, qood I,
Bestride my neck fourthwith, and sit thereor,
And 1 shal with my sholders thee susteine:

Ne shal this Jabur do me sny dere.

What 30 betide, come perill, come welfare,

Like to ve both and commmun there shal be.
Yong Iutus shall benre me company;

And my wife shal follow fer of my steppes.

Now ye my serunntes, mark well what I say:
Without the town ye hall furd, on &n hill,

And old temple there standes, wherms somtime
Worship was don ta Ceres the Godiletse:

Biside which growes an aged cipreswe tree,
Preserued long by our forefuthers zele.

Behind which place let vxtogether mete,

And thow father receiue into thy handes

The religues all, and the Gods of the land:

The which it were put Iawfull 1 should tonch,
That come but lata from siaughter and hIood.abed
Tilt I be washed in the umbing Bood.

When I had sayd thewe wordes, my sholders brode,
And laied neck with garmentes gan I1pred,
And theron cesta yellow lions skin,

Aud therupon my burden I receiue.

Young Iulus, clawped i my right hand,
Followeth me fust with roegal pace:

And st my back my wife. Thus did we passe,
By places shadowed most with the night,

And e, whome late the dart which enmies threw,
Nor preasse of Arfive moutes conld make amazde,
Eche whispring wind hath power now to fra

A enery sound to moue my doabtful) mmg

S0 inuch i dred my burden'and my feer.

And pow we gan draw nere vnto the gate,
Right well escapt the daunger, as we thought:
When that at hand & spuod of feet we heard.
My father theu, garing throughout the dark,
Cried out on me: Flce, son, they ar at hand.
With that bright she!des, &nd shege srmonrs 1 1aw.
Eut then { knowe not what vofrecdly God.

My trobled wit from me bireft for fere:

For while I ran by the most sccret siretes,
Encluing atill the connnon hounted track,
From me catif,alas, bereucd was

Creusa thess my spouse, I wate not how:-
Whether by faie, or mis<ing of the way,

Or that sbe was by werinesse reteind:

Tut newer sithe these eies might Ler behold :

"Naor did I yet perceive that elie was lost;

Ne never backward turned I my mind,
Till we came to the hill, whereas there stood
The old temple dedicate to Ceres,

And when that we were there amembled all,
She was only away, deceining va
Her speuse, her sun, and ail ber compainie
What God, or man did | uot then actuse,
Nere wood for ire? or what more cruc)l chaunce
Did bap toc me, ie all Troice cuerthrow?
Ascaniusto my feeres I then betoke,
With Auchises and eke the Trojan Gods,
Aud left them Ttid within a vatley depe.
And to the towne [ gac me bye againe,
Clad in bright arines, am} bent forto renew
Auyentures past, to rearch throaghout the town,
And yeld my hed Lo perils ones agnine.
Aod first the walles anwd dark entric I sought
Of the same gate, wherat Timued out:
Holding backward the steppes wher we had come
In the dark right, luking all round about:
In guery place tha ugryme sighta [saw,
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The silence selfa of night agast my aprite,
From bense againe [ past voio our hoose,
If ahe by chaunce had ben relurmed bome.
The Greken were there, and had it all beset :
The waating fire blowp vp by drift of wind,
Above the roofes the blazing flame sprang up:
The acvnd wherof with furie pearst the skies,
To Primns palace and the Castel then
I made: and there at Iunous aanciosir
Tn the void porches Phenix, Ulisses eke,
Sterne gusrdeas stood, walching of the wpoile,
‘The richesse here were set rest from the brent
‘Temples of Troy: Lhe table of the Gods,
The vessels eke that were of massy gold,
And vestores spoiled, were gatherd all in heap;
The children urderty, and mothers, pale
For fright,
Long manged on & rowe slode round sbout |
Sc bold wes 1 to showe miy voice that night;
With clepes and ¢riea o fill the stretes through-
out,
With Creuse name in sorrow, with vain teres;
And often sithes the same for 10 repete,
The town restlesse with furie as T sought,
TH untecky figure of Crevsaes ghost,
Of stature morc than woot, sood fore mine eyen.
Abashed then I waxe: therwith my hexmw
Gan start right ¥p: my voice stuck in my throte
When with such words she gun my bart remoue:
Wiat helps tp yeld ¥olo such furiogs rage,
Hwete xpouse, quod she, without wil of the guds
This chaupced not: ne lefull was for thee,
To lead away Creusa bense with thee:
The king of the hye heven suffreth it not,
A long exile thou art wssigned to bera:
Loog to furrow Jarge space of slormy sess:
So shalt thou reach at last Hesperian land,
Wher Lidian Tiber with his gentle streme
Millly doth flow alung the fratfall feldes.
There mirthful wealth, there kingdom is fur thea,
There & kinges child prepurde to be thy make.
For thy beloued Creusa stiht thy teres:
- For now shal I not see the prowd abodes
Of Mymidons, nor yet of Dolopes:
Ne | a Troyan lady, and the wife
Unto the sonne of Uenus the Godilesss,
Shail goe 8 slane to serue the Grekish dames,
Me here the Gods great mother holdes,
Aud pow farwell; aud kepe iu fathers brest
The tender loue of thy youy eon and mype.
This baving sail, she left ;e all in teves,
And minding much to speake: but she was gune,
And euttly Bed inta the weightlesss aire,
Thrise raught I with mine armes taceoll her
Dot
Thrise did my hande vaine holde thimage escape;
Like nimble wincles, and like the Acing dreame.
S0 night speot out, returu I o my feeres:
And ther wondring [ find toyether swarmd
A new nomber of mates, mothers, aud men,
A rout exiled, @ wrecbed wultitwde,
Frum eche-wlere Hockke togetber, prest to

passe,

With hart and goods, Lo whatsoeuer land

By sliding sean me listed them Lo lede,

Awd now rose Lucifer aboue the ridge

O luaty Ide, and brought the dawning light,
The Grekes Leld thentries of the gates beset:
Of help thete was no hope. Then gane I place,
Toke up my kire, and husted to the hifl,
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THR FOUATH BOKE OF YIRGILES AN,

Bur oow the wounded Suene, with hauy cae
Throeghout Uw: veines dhe norished the playe,
Sorprised with blind fiame; and to hir miod
Gan eke resort the prowesss of Lhe oan,

And honour of his mce: while ia her brest
Imprinted.siuck his wordes, and pictures e
Ne o her limmes care graunteth quiel rest
The next morow, with Phebus laamp, the earth
Alighted clere; aod eke the dawning day

The shadowes dark gun fram the poale remom;
When ail vosound ber sisthr of like minde
Thus spake she to: O sister Ann, what

Be these, that me tormented thas sfmyl”
What new guest is this, that to our rexlm is comet
What one of chere! how stout of bart in Lowes?
Ttuly § think, e vain is my balefe,

Of Goddish rare soms ofspriog shold be be:
Cowardry notes hartes swarued out of kind,

‘He driven, lopd, with how bard destiny!

What battailes eke atchieued did he recoomt!

But that my mmd is Gxed yomonenbly,

Neuer with wight in wedlock ay to ioyoe;

Sith my Arst loue me left by death dissenered:

If geniall brands and bed me lothed not,

To this one gilt perchaunce yot might | yed

Arve, for | grammt, silh wretched Sichee desth,

My qwu:d'uli bonse with brothers sawghier
wai

This obely man heth mede my seuces beod,

And pricked foorth the mind, that g to ide:

How feedingly 1 taste the sleppes of mime dil
flame.

But firet | wish, the sarth me swalow downa:
Or with thunder the mighty Lord me pend
To the paie gostes of hal, zud darknes deepe:

_Ere [ thee stnine, shamefastnes, or Lhy lsweh

He that with me first coppled, woke sy
My lone with him; eqnjoy it in hio grane.

Thus did she say, aud with supprised tears
Bained her brest.  Wherto Anne thus replied:
O wister, dearer beloued then the lyght:
Thy youth alone in plaiat still wilt thoa mill!
Ne childrvn swets, ne Uenus giites wilt know?
Cinders, thinkest thow, miod this? or

ghostes }
Tiime of thy doole, thy spoase new doad, [ granst,
Kaone inight thee moue: no not the Libyaa kiof,
Nor yet of Tire: [arbas set to ight;
And other princes mo: whom the rich mile
Of Affrick breedes, in bonours-trinnphant.
Wilt thou alsc gainstand thy likal looe} ,
Comes not to mind vpon whoes land thou deds!’
Oua thiv side, loe the Getule town betokl
A people bold vavanquisbed in warre;
Eke the vodaanted Numides compagie thee;
Also the SHirtes, vafrendly harbroughe:
On thother haod o desart realme A
The Barceans, whose fury stretcheth wiic,
What shall T touch the warres that mwoe from

Tire? :
Or yel thy brothers threates?
By Gods pumeiaunce it blewe, and [uoos belpe,
The Trotaynes shippes, 1 think, to rann this crrst:
Siuler, what town sbalt thou see this w?
Throgh such ailie how shall onr kingdom rise?
And by the aid of Troiane armes bow sm‘,?
How many waies shal Carteges glorie grow:
Thou onely now besech the Gods of gract
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By movifice: which ended, to thy bouse
Receoe him: wnd forge cuusen of abode:
Whiles winter frettes the nens, and watry Orion,
The shippes shaken, vofrendly the weanon.
8uch wordes enflumed the kindled mind with
Jene -

Loosed al shame, and gave the doutfull hope,
And to the tempies first they bast, and seeke

By sactifice for grace, with hogreles of two yeares
Chosen a3 ought, to Ceres, that gaue lawes,

To Phebns, Bachus, and to Iuoo chiefe,

Which kath in care the bandes of mariage.

Paire Dido held in her right hand the eup,

Which twixt the hornes of a white cowe she shed
lo presence of the Gods, presing before

The auiters fatte, which she renewed oft

With gifies that day, and beasts debowled;

Gasing for counsell on the entrales warme.

AY me, voskilfoll mindes of prophesy!

Temples, or vowes, what boote they in her rage?
A gentle flame the mary doth deuoure,

Whiles in the brest the silent wound keepes Jife.
Unbappy Dido burns, and in ber rage

Taroughout the town she wandreth yp and down:
Like the stricken Hinde with sha®t, in Crete
Througbout the woods which chasing with his durte
Aloafe, the shepheard smiteth at vnwares,

Aud leates unwist in ber the thiding hend :

That through the greacs, aod landex glides in her

Sight ;
Amid whose side the mortal! arvow stickes,
Aepezs pow about the walles she leades,
The towne prepared, and Cartage welth to shew;
Offring to speak, amid her voice, she whistea
Ard when the doy gan faile, new femstés she
makes ;
The Troies tranailes to heare a-new she listes,
Inraged al: and stareth in bis face
That tels the tale. And when they were al gone,
And the dimn:e incne doth eft withold the light,
And sliding sterres prouoked vnto sleepe;
Alone she mournes within her palace voide;
And vets ker down on her forsaken bed:
Apd absent him she beares, when he is gone,
And seeth eke: oft in her lappe she holdes

" Ascaniug, tropt by his fathers forme:

% ta begile the Jnte, can not be told.

The turrettes now arise not, erst begonoe 3
Nether the youth weldes armes, nor they suznce
The pories, nor other mete defence for warr:
Rroken there hang the workes and mighty frames
Of walles high reised, threatening the skie.
Whem assoone a8 Joues deare wife saw infect
With such u plage, ne fame resist the rage:
Satarnds daughter thus hardes Uenus then:
Grent praise, quod she, and worthy spoiles you
You snd your son: great Gods of memory, [win,
By both your wiles one woman to devower.
Yet am [ not deceived, that foreknew
Ye dread cur walles, and bildinges gan mpect
Of bigh Cartege, But what shal be the ende?
Or whernnto now serueth such debate?
But rather peace, and bridale bandes knit we,
Sith thou hast spede of that, thy beart degired :
Dido doth burne with love, rage fretea her boomes;
#;1 “‘l’g ':ov ulcommon to vs both,

LT nowr let v3 ern then;

Lefull ba W to serue a TrcE:: iponle;’
And Tiriames yeld to.thy right hand in dowre,

To whom Usnts replied thus; {that knewe
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Her wordes proceded from a fained minde,
To Libinn constes o turne thempire from Rome.)
What wight so ford, such offer to refuse?
Or yet with thes had lever strine in warr?
So bet it fortune thy tale bring to effdct: ,
But destenics I dout: lewst loue will graant,
That folk of Tire, and such as came from Trote,
5hould hold one town; or graunt these nacions
Mingled to be, or ioyned ay in leage,
Thou ar his wife; lefull it ix for the
For Lo attempt his fansie by request:
Passe on before and folow the [ shal.
2oene lono then thos tooke her tale Azaine:
This travaile be it mine: bat by what meane
Moarke, in fewe wordes I shal thee Jerne eftsones,
‘This wotke in hand may now Le compassed.
Aneas now, aml wretched Dido eke
‘T the forest a hunting minde to wende
To morne, a9 soon as Titan shall ascend, |
And with bis beames hath onerspred the world ;'
And whiles the winges of youth do swart aboul,
And whiles they ronge to ouer-set the groues,
A cloudie showr mingled with heile { shall
Poure d::m, and then with thonder shiake the
skies,
Thasserobie scattered the miat shall eloke,
Dido a cane, tbe Troyan prince the same
Shall enter to; and I will be at band: -
And if thy will sticke vnty mine, I shali
In wedlocke sore kojt, and make her his own:
Thus shall the maryage be. To whose request
Without debate Uenus did seme to yeid,
And singled soft, as abe theat found the wyle,
Then from the seas, the Dawning gan arise:
Tle S3an once vp, the chosen youth gan throag
Gat at the gates: the hayes so rarely knit;
The hunting stages with their brod heads of
stecle: .
And of Masile thc horsemen fourth they brake;
Of senting bonndes a kenel huge likewive.
And at the threshold of her chamber dore,
The Carthage Lords did on the 2uene attend.
The trampling steed with goid and purple trapt,
Chawing the fomie bit, there fercdly stood,
Then issued ahe, nwayted with great tmin,
Clad in a cloke of Tyre embradreed riche,
Her quyner hung behind het back, her tresse
Knotted in gold, her purple resture eke
Butned with gold, The Troyany of her train
Befure her go with gladsome Iulus.
Aeneaa eke the goodliest of the routs :
Makes one of them, and ioyneth close the thronga:
Like when Apollo leausth Lycis i
His wintring place, and Xunthus floods likewise,
To riset Delos his mothers msosion;
Repairing eft and furnishing her quire:
The Candians, aod folkes of Driopes,
With painted Aguthirsics shoute and crye,

| Enuironing the altars round about : -

W heu that he walks vpon mount Cynthustop:

His sparkled tresse repreat with gariandes soft

Of tender lenues, and trussed vp in gold:

His quivering dartes clattring bebind his back.

So fresh wnd [ustie did Aenens seme:

Such lordly port in pr t counte
But to the hils, and wild holtes when they came:

From the rocks top the drinen sauage rose:

Loe from the hill abone on thother side, ,

Throagh the wyde lawnds, they gan to take their

course:
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The harts likewise, in troupes taking their flight,
Rayning the dust, the mountaios fast forsake.

The chitd Iulua, blithe of his swift steade,

Amids the plain now pricks by them, now these:
And te encounter wisheth oft in minde

The foming Bore, in-steede of ferefull beasts;

Or Lion brown might from the hil] descend.

In the mean while the skies gan rumble sore:
1o tavle therof, a mingled showr with hayle,

The Tyrian foik, and eke the Troyans yooth,

And Uentis mephew the cotages for feare

Sought round about; the Boods fell from the hils,

Dido a den, the Troyan prince the same,

Chaunced vpon.  Qur wother then the Earth,

Apd Juno tbat hath charge of mariage,

First tokens gane with burning gledes of dumna:

Apd privie to the wedlock, lightoing Bkiew:

And the Nymphes yelled from the mountaios top.

Ay me, tisis was the first day of their irth,

Agd of their harmes the first uocasion eke.

Respect of fame no longer her witholdes:

Nor museth now to frame ber love by stelth.

A¥edlock she cala it: vnder the pretence

Of which fyre nane she cloketh now her faut.
Forthwith Fame ficth through the great Lybian

towns :

A mischefe Fame, there is none &ls so swilt;

That mouing growes, and Aitting gathers force:

Firsl srmall for dred, sone after climes the skies:

Stayeth on eartb, and hides her bed in cloudes,

Whom cur mother the Sarth, tempted by wruth

€ Gous, begat; the last sister, they write,

Tu Cacus, and to Enceladus eke:

-Rpedie of foote, of wyng likewise as swift,

A monater buge, and dredfull to descrive.

In euvery plume, that on her body sticks,

A thing ia dede much maruelous to heare,

Az many waker eyes lurk voderneath,

So many moutbes to speuk, and listning eares,

Ry night she flics amid the clondy skie,

Sbriking by the dark shadow of the earth,

Ne doth decline to the swete sleepe her eyes:

By day she sits to mark on the houase top,

Or turrels hye, and the great lowns afraies;

As mindefull of Il and lyes, a5 blasing truth,

‘This monster blithe with many a tale yan sowr

Tbis ramer then into the commaon ears:

As well things don, as that was never wrought:

A3 that there comen is %0 'yrians court ’

Aeneas one outsproog of Troyan blood,

To whom fair Did » wold ber gelf be wed,

And that; the while, the winter Jong the passe

In foule delight, forgetting charge of reigme;

Led ngminst honour with vahonest bost,

‘This in eche meuth the filthie Goddesse spreds,
And takes her course ta king Miarbas straight;
Kindling bis minde; with tales she feedes hia

wruth,

Qutten was he hy Ammon Tupiter

Upon the ravisht Nimpb of Garaqant.

Ard hundred hugie great temples he built

In his farre strefching realmes to lupiter;

Altars as many kept wilh waking flame,

A walche aiways vpon the Gods to tend:

Th= floores embrude with yvelded blool of beasten,
" And tbreshold spred with garlands of steange hue.
He wood of minde, kindled by bitter biute,
Tofore thattars,in preseace of the Gods,

With reared hands gan homble Iove entreste:
Almighty God, whom the Moores nacion
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Fed at rich tables presenteth with wice,

Seest thou these things? or feare we thee io wain,

When thou letlest @ye thy thonder fromm the

cloudeat
Or do those flames with vaine noyse w affmy?
A woman, that wendring in our coastes hath
bonghet o

A plot. for price, wbere she a citie wet;

To wboin we gaue the strond for to manure,

And lawes to role car town; onr wedlock lothed,

Hath chose Aeneas to commaund her realme.

That Paris now with his vnmanty sorte,

‘With mitred bats, with oynted bush and beard,

His mape enioyeth: whiles to thy temples wo

Our offrings bring, and folow rumors yeiae.
Whom praing in such sott, and griping eke

The altars fast, the mighty father heard:

And writhed his loke toward the coyal walls,

Apd lovers eke, forg-tting theit good name,

To Mercurie then gane he thus io charge.

Hense son in baste, and call to thee the windes:

§'ide with thy plumes, and tefl the Trovan prince,

That now in Carihage loytersth, rechicsse

Of the towns grauntad him by desteny:

Swift through the skics, see thow these words

Conney -
Fis faire mother behight him not to vs
Such oue to be; ne therefore twyse him mued
From Orekish armes; but soch a one
As mete might seme great Italie to mis,
Direedful] in arms, churged with seigaiorie,
Shewing io profe his worthy Teucrian mce;
And vader lmwes, the whale world to anbdue,
If glorie of such thioge uought him infame,
Ne he that listes seke hooour by som paine:
The towers yet of Rome, being bis sire
Doth be enuie to yong Adcanius?
‘What mindeth he to frame, or on what hope
In enmies land doth lie make hyn abode?
Ne his ofspring in Italie regerdes?
Ne yet the laud of Lauin doth behold?
Hid bim make sayle: haue here the sum and ez
Our messege thus repoct,.  When Joue hind syd,
Then Mercurie gan bead im w obey
His michty fathers will: and to his heeles
Hia golden wings be knits, which him transport
With a light winde aboue the earth, and seus.
And then with him his wande he take, whereby
He calles from hell pale gostes; and other some
Thether also be sendeth comfortlense:
Wherby he furceth sleepes, apd them bereoes;
And mortal eies he closeth vp in deth.
By power wheraf he deives the windes awny;
And passeth eke amid the trouhled cloudes:
T#l in his Bight he gan deserie the top,
And the stepe Rankes of roeky Atlea hill;
That with his crowne mstaincs the welkio vp:
Whose head forgrowen with pine, circled siwey
With misty cloudes, beaten with wind and storme
His shoulders spred with snow, and from his chin
The springs descend: his beard froscm with yse.
Here Mercury with equal shining winges
Firektouched; and with body headling bette
To the water thend took be Lin discent ;
Like to the foule, that endlong costes and strondes
Swarming with fish, flyes sweping by the sea:
Cotting betwixt the windes and Lybian landes,
From his graundfather by the mathers side
Cyllene’s child so came, and then alight
Upon the huyses with his winged feele:
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Tofore the towers when he Atnens saw
Foundacions cast, sreveing lodges new;
Gitt with s vwcard of lasper starry bright;
A shining pare), flamed with stately eie
Of Tirian purple, bong his shonlders down,
The gift and work of wealthy Didoes bapd,
Stripped throughout with & thin tbred of gold.
Thus he encounters him: Oh careless wight y
Beth of thy realme, nod of thine own affaires;
A wifeboupd man now dost thou reare the walles
Of bigh Cartage, to build = goodly town !
From the bright skies the ruler of the Gods
Seat me to thee, that with his beck commanndes
Both beoen and earth: in bast be gaue me charge
Through this light mire this message thee to say:
What framest thou? or on what hope Ury time
In idleness dotb wast in Africk land?
Of o great things if oought the fame thee stirr,
Ne list by truvail honour to purme;
Ascanus yet, that waxeth fast, behold;
And the bope of {ulus seede thine heir ;
To whom the realm of 1taly belonges,
Amd soile of Rome, When Mercury bud mid:
Amid hiy txle, far of from mortal efex
Into light wire, be vanisht cut of sight.
Areneas with that vigion stricken down,
Well were bestraught, vpstart his beare for dread,
Amid bis throtel his voice likewise gan stick.
Far to depurt by night be longeth now,
And the sweet land to leane, astonied sore
With wbix advise and message of the Goda.
What may he do, alas? or hy what words 4
Dare be persuade the raging Guene in loue?
Or ia what sort may he his tale beginne ?
Kow here, now thers bis recklesss mind gan roxy,
And diueraly bim drawes discoursing all
After long doutes this seatence semed best:
Mnestbeus firet, and strong Cleanthus eke,
He calles to him, with Sergest: vnto whom
He gane in charge his nauis sacretsly
For to prepare; and driue to the sea coast
His people: and (heir armour to addresse:
And for the cause of change to faine excuse:
And that be, when good Dido least forckpew,
Or did suspect so great a lons coukd break,
Wold wait his time $0 speke therof most inseta;’
The menrest way in hesten his entent
Gladly bis wil, and biddings they cbey.
Ful socue the uene thiscrefiy sleight gan pmell,
Who can deorioe & looer in forecast?
And first foresaw e motions for to come:
Things most aesured fearing: voto whaom
Tiat wicked Fame reported, how to flight
Wi armde the ficet, all redy to avals,
Then ill bested of counsel], rageth she;
4] whiketh tbrough tbe town: like Bacchus

ronpe,

A» Thias elirres, the sacred rites begon,

And when the wonted third yeres sacrifice

Doth prick ber fourth, hering Bachus namve

And that the featfol night of Citheron [hallowed:

Dot call her fourth with noyes of dauncing.
Al‘langth ber slf bardeth Aeneas thus.

Unkaitbful) wight, to cover such a fault

Coldest thon hope? vouwist to lexue my land?

Nor Lhee onr loge, ner yet right band betrothed,

Ne cruell denth of Dido may withhold ?

Bot that thow wilt in winter shippes prepare,

And trie the seas in breile of whoring windes?

if the land, thon seckest, were not straonge? +
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If not-unkn t Troye yet soode
Io rough seas; yet should Troys towne be sought?
Shopnest thou me? By thess teares, amil right

3} or g

hand,

{For nought eln hane I wretched lefta my oelf)
By our spousaly and maringe begonne,
If I of thee descrued ener well .
Or thing of tnine were euer to thee lecfe;
Ruoe on this realme, whoes ruine is at hand:
If cught be lcft that praier may auvaile,
I thee beseche to do away this minde,
The Libiang and tirans of Nomadase
For thee me hate: my Tirians eke for thee
Ar-wroth: by thes my shamefastnes eke shained,
And good reacume, wherby vp ta the starres
Perelesse | clame. To whom wilt thou e leawe
Redy to dye, my twete guest? sithe this mame
Is ull as now, that of & spouse remaives,
But wherto now shold 1 prolong my death?
What? vntil my brother Pigmalion
Beate downe my walls? or the Getulian king
Hiarbes yet caplive lend me awny?
Before thy flight a chidd had 1 ones borne,
Or sene & yong Aeneas in my eourt
Flay vp and down, that might preseut thy face,
All utterly 1 could not seeme forsaken

Thus szyd the 2ucne: he to the Gode aduise
Unmoued beld his eiea, and in his brest
Repreat. his care, and stroue agaiost his wil:
And thess few wordes at [ast then forth he cast.
Nruer shall I desire (Zuene) thy deserte,
Greater than thou in wordes may well expresse:
To think on thee, ne irk me aye it shall, :
Whiles of my seffe 1 ahail have memory,
And whilfs the spirit these limmes of mina shal

rule,

For present purpose somwhat sball T say.
Newer ment I to clok the same by stelth,
Sclaunder me not, ne to escape by flight:
Nor I to thee pretended maringe
Ne hytber cam to jvine me in such Lenge.
If desteny at mine own liberty
To lead my life would bane permitted e,
After my wil oy sorow to redoub,
Troy aod the remainder of our fulke
Restore | shold: and with these scaped handes,
The walles again vnto thee vanqoished,
And palace high of Priam eke repaire.
But now Apollo, called Grineus,
Aud propbecies of Licia we aduise
To sease vpon the realme of |Laly:
That is my loue, my country, and my land,
i Caringe turrettes thee Phanicien borue,
And of n Libian town the sight deteine:
To vs Troians why dosst thon then enuy
In Italy to make our visting sent? .
Lefull is aka for va strange reabmes to secke, .
Ay oft na night doth cloke with shadower durke
The earth an oft as flaming starres apere
The troubled ghost of my father Anchises
So soft in sleepe doth fray me, and advise:
The wronged hed by me of my deare sonne,
Whotn [ defraod of the Hixperian evowo,
And landes alotted him by desteny.
The messenger eke of the Gods but Jate
Sent down from loue {I sware by eyther hed)
Passing the ayve, did thia to me report:
In bright day light the God my self L saw  *
Entre thess walles, and with these eares him

A

i
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Leus then, with pluint to vexe both the and me:
Aguinat my witl to Ialy I go.

Whilew in this soct he did his tale pronounce ;
With waiward Jooke she gav him ay bohaold,
And rlling eies, that moued to and fro:

Wilb nit looke d mg ouer ul;

And foorth in rage at Jast thus gua sln brayde:
Faithlesse, forsworn, ne Goddesse was thy dam,
Nor Dardanus beginuer of thy race;

But of hard rockes mouot Cavcase monsiroous
Ered thee, and tents of Tyger guue. thee suck.
But what should T disemble now my chere?

Or me restros to hope of greater things?
Mindes be our teares? or ener moued his eyen?
‘Wept be for ruth? or pitied he our loge?

_ What shall | set before? or whers begin?

Tuno nor loue with inst eyes this beholda,
Faith is po where in suretie to be found,
13d 1 eot bim thrown vp vpon my shore
1o neede recrine, and fonded eke inncst
Of halfe my realme? hin nanie lost, repmic?
From deatbes daunger hin fellowes eke defend ¢
Ay me, with mge and furies joe [ drive!
Apollo pow, now Lycien propbesies,
Another while the meseenger of Gods
(He sayes) xent down from mighty fove hinmelf
The dredfoll charge nmid the sichen hath browghl.
As though that were the tranail of the Goda,
Or ruch & care their quictnes might mowe
1 bold Lhee not, nor yet gainsay thy words:
To ltaly passe on by belpe of windes,
And through the foods go searche thy kingdom
Dew.

If mthfal gode haue any power, I trust,
Amid the rocks, thy guerdon thou shalt fnda ;
When thou shalt clepe full oft oo Didos name,
With buria) brandes [ absent shall thee trace:
And when cold death from life Lhean limes devides,
My gost eche where shall still on thee awaiter .
Thou shalt abye, nnd 1 sball here thereof :
Among the soules below thy brute shall come,—
With such like wordes sbe cot of half her tale,
With pensive hart abandoning the light:
And from his sight, ber telf gan far remone ;
Forsakiug bim, that meny things in fere
Imnagined, and did prepare to say.
Her swounjuvg Tims her dameels gan releve,
And to ber chumber bare of marble stone:
And layd ber on ber bed with tapets spred,

But iust Aenens, though he did desive
With comfort swete her soTows to nppeass,
And with bis words to beish all her cares
Wailing her moch, with grest lowe onercome :
The Guds will yet he woorketh, and resortes
Unto his nanie. Where the Troyane fast
Fell to their works from the shore to vostock
High rigged ships : now leetes Lbe talowed kele:
Their cars with fesney yot greoe from wood they

¥
And masts unshave for last, to tnke their Aight
You might hewe cene them throag oat of the towrn:
Like ants, when they do spoils the bing of corne,
For winters dred, which they beare 1o Lheir den:
When the black swarm eresps oner wi the Geids,
And thwart the grasse by wtmit pathes dmgs
their pray: [trusse,

The great graines then som om thetr shoulders
Some driue Lthe troups, some chastice ake the glow:
That with their wauail chafed is eche pathe,

Beholding this, what thought might Dido haua?
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What sighes gana sha? when from ber towery bye
The large coasls she saw humisd with Troyum

workes,
And 3o her sight the seas with din confoanded
O witlesee Jona, what thing is that Lo do
A martal minda thou canst not foroe theretn ?
Forred she in to Leares ay to retaroe,
With new requestes, (o yeld ber hart to loue:
And lesst she should before her cnuselesse desth
Leane sny thing votried: O sister Aone,
fuoth she, bebold the whole comst round abont,
How they prepare, amembled encry where:
The sireming sailey abiding but for wymde :
The shipmen crowne their ships with bows far joy.
O sister, if s grent & sorow |
Mistrusted bad, it were more light to beare.
Yet nathelessc this for me wretched wight,
Anne, shalt thou do: for faithies, thee slone
He reneyenced, thee eke his secretes tolde @
The metest time thou knewest to borde the vaan:
To my proud foe, thus sister humbly sy ;
{ with the Grekes within the port Aulide
Coniured not the Troyams to destroy :
Nor to the walles of Troy yet sent my feete:
Nor cyoders of his father Anchives
Distnrbed haae ont of bis sepuliure. .
Why leites ha pot my wordes sinke i bis eares
80 harde to cuerireate? whitber whirles he ?
This last boome yet graunt he to wretched looe:
windes for to depart with cese
Let him sbide: the foresayde mariage wow,
That he betruied, | do not him require;
Nor that he should faire Italy forego:
Neitber T would, he should his kingdom leaoe.
2uiet | aske, and a time of delay,
And respite eke my furye to ssswage,
Till my mishap teach me, nli comfortiesse,
How for to wayle my griel.  This lntter grace,
Sister, I eraue] have thou remorse of me :
Whicbe iflthw shalt vouchsafe, with heapes I
shal
Lezane by my desth redoublen] vato then [playee:
Montad with teares, thus wretched gan s
Which Anne reportes, and snawecn hriogs ngaine,
Nought tears bim mous, pe yet to soy wordes
Ha eun be frumed with gentle minde to yelde,
The Werdes witlmtande, a God stops hie meke
eares
Like to the aged boysteons bodied oke,
The which amouy the Alpes the Northerna wisdes
Blowyng vow from Lhis quarter, vow from thal,
Betwixt them strive to coerwhelme with bburtes ;
The whistiyog syre among the braococbes Tores;
Which all at once bow to the earth her croppes,
The mocke once smit: whiles in the rockes the
tree (toppe
Stickes fast: wod loke, bow bye 0 the bezuen her
H.nn-uhvpl,ndupe her rouke spredes downe o
cli.
Bo wan this Lorde now bere aow there beset,
With wordes, in whose stoate brest wrought mawy
cares;
Bnh: still bis minde in one remaines, in Yaine -
The teares were shed. ido frayde of fates,
Wnia_ll_n,amh. irtedm skyes.
And that she might the rather worke ber will,
And leaue the light (a grisely thing to tall)
Upon the altars burnyng fall of cense
When che set giftes of sacrifice, she saw
The holy watir stocks waxe blacke within:
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The wine oke shod chasinge into Althy gore.

This she to Bome, not Lo ber sister takd.

A marbla temple in her palace eke,

in memory of her old spoase, there stood,

Io great bonour aod worship, which she held,

With suow white clothes deckt, and with bows of

feast: [speche

Wherout was beard ber husbandes voyce, sand

Clepiag for ber, when durk night hid the eurth:

And oft the Owle with nidoll song complaind

From tbe bouse top, drawing long dolefull Ttunes.

And many things forespoke by prophets past

With dredfull warning gan her now affray:

And stern Acnens semed in ber slepe

To chase her stil about, distraught in age:

Azd still her thought, that she was left alone

Fncomspanied grest viages tn weurde,

In desert land ber Tyriau folk to seeke.

Like Pentheus, thet tn his madpes mw

Swatming in Bocks the faries all of hell,

‘Two sony remoue, and Thebwen town sbew twuine,

Or like Orestes Agumemnons som:

15 tgedies who rep ted aye

As driven alwont, that from his mother fied

Armed with brands, and eke with serpents black ;

That sitting found within the temples parche

The rilie furies his siaughter to revenge.
Yelden to wo, when phrensie had ber

Within her selfe then gan she weil debate,

Full bent to dye, the time, and eke the meane:

And to ber wofull sinter thos she sayd,

la onterard chere dissembling her entent,

Presenting bope vuder a semblant glad:

Sister reioyee, for | have found the way

Him to yeturme, or lose me from his loue,

Townrd the end of the great Ocean finw,

‘Whereas the wandring Son discendeth hence,

In the extremmes of Etbiope, is s place,

Where buge Atles on his sholders turne

The mbers so rond with Baming starres beset.

Borne of Maxsyle, | haxre should he a Nunne ;

That of th* Hesperian sisters temple ol

And of heir goodly gerden, keper was;

That gewes vito the Dragon eke bis foode,

That on the tree prescraes the boly fmit ;

That houie moyst, and sleeping caster

Thic waman doth avsunt, by foree of charme

What hart she list bo set ot libertie :

And other soms to perre with heuy cares:

12 running fiood to stop the waters conrse;

And eke the sterres their mouings to Teoerse:

Tassernble eke the vonten that walk by night:

Under 1hy feete, thearlh thou shalt behoid

Trexble and rore; the okes coowe from the hili.

The Gods and thee, dere sister, now 1 call

In witnew, and thy hed to me s awecte,

To magike arts against my will [ bend.

Right secretly within oor inner court,

In open ayre renrs vp a stack of wood;

And hang thereon the weapon of this man,

The which he left within my chbamber sticks

His weedez despoiled all, and bridal bed

(Wherein nias, sister, 1 found my bane)

Charge therenpon: for 5o the Nunne commandes

To do swny what did to him beloug,

Of that false wight thwt might rémembrennce

i

bring,
Then whisted she; the pale her face gud staine,
Ble rould yet Apne belene, her sister ment
To cloke ber death by this new sacrifice;
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Nor in her brest wich furte did conceiua:

Neither doth she wow dred more grewous thing,

Then followed Sichres death: wherefore

She put her will in vre. But then the 2uene,

When that the stak of wood was reared vp*

Under the ayra within the inward court

With clouen oke, and bitlets made of fyrre,

With gariandes she doth all beset the place,

And with grene bows eke croom the funerll,

Amil therenpon bis wedes and sweal ylelt,

And on & bed bis pictute she bestowes,

43 she that well foreknew what was to coma,

The altars standa about, and eke the Nnone .

With spl';ihded tresee; the which thre hoadred
Gods

With a louda voice doth thander oot at onee,

Erebny the gripely, snd Chaos huge,

And eke the threefulde Godderse Hecuts,

And three faces of Niena the virgin:

And sprinches eke the water conntarfet

Like vnio blacke Auernna lake in helt:

And springyng berbes reupt up with Lrasen sithes

Were suught efter the right conrse of the Moooe;

The venim blacke intevmingled witk mitke ;

The lumpe of Beshe twene the new borne fomles
eyen N

To reuc, that winveth from tho damme her loca,

She with the mole all in her handen devout

Stade neare the aalter, bare of the ooe foote,

With vesture loose, the handes volaced all;

Bent for ta dye, calls the GGods to recordr,

And gilty starres eke of her desteny:

And if there were any God that had care

OF louers hartes not moved with love alike,

Him she requires of instics to remember. -

It wax then night; the sonnde aud quiet slepe
Had throogh the earth the weried bodyes canght ;
The woodes, the ragying seas wore faloe to rest ;
When that the starres had halfe. their comse de-

clined; hue,
The fldes whist, beastes, and fowles of duers
And what-so that in the brods lakes remainde,
Or yet nmong the bushy thickes of bryar,
Taide downe to slepe by silence of the night
Gan swage their cares, mindlesse of trwuels pasi.
Not 30 the spirite of this Phenician;
Unhappy she that on no stepe could chance,
Nor yet nightcs rest enter in eve or brest:
Her eares redoble; loge doth rise and rege agnice,
And surrflowes with swellyng stormes of wrath
Thus thinken she them, this ronles she in ber minde;
What shall | do? shall 1 now beare the scome
For to assaye mime olde woers agmins?-
And humhiy yet a Numid spoose require,
Whoee marmge { haue 0o oft disdayoed ?
The Troysn naoy, aed Teacriou vile commnnder’
Folow shall 1} as thon it should aupile,
That whilom by my helpe they were relensd;
Or forbecause with kinde, and mindfull folka
Right well doth =it the passed thankefull dede?
Whao would me saffer; admit this were my will,
Or we scomed to their proude chippes receiuc?
Oh, wo begone! fnil little knowoest thou yet
The broken othes of Laomedons kinde.
What then? alone on mery mariners
Shall I waite? or horde them with my power
Of Tyrians assem led me abhoat ?
And such az | with trsuaile brought from Tyrs,
Drive to the seas, and force thein saile agains?
But rather dye, euven sy thou hast deserved
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And to Uris wo with iron gena thou ende.

And thou, sister, first vanquist wilth my teares,

Thou in my rage with ail these’ mischicfes first

Didst burden me, and yelde me to my foe,

‘Was it pot graunted me {rom spousaly free,

Like to wilde beastes, to line without offencs,

Withoat taste of such carcs? Is there no fayth

Rescrued to the cinders of Sichee?

Euch great eomplaints brake forth out of her

bress:

‘While Aepenr ful} cinded to depart,

All thioges prepared, slept in the poupe oo high

To whom in slepe the wented pudheds funne

Gan sy appere, rewarning io like shape

An semed bim; and gan him thus adaise:

Like ubto Mercary in voice, and hue,

YWith yelow bushe, aud comely |lymmes of yontk.

0 Goddenie soope, in such cuse canet thou slepe i

Ne yet, bestrangbl, the daungers doest foresee

That compesse thee? oF hearut the faire windes
blowe ?

Dido in mind. k s and desceite;

Determnd wo dye, swells with unatable ire.

Wilt thou pot flee whiles thon ham. time of Bight?

Strmight shalt thou see the sens cpuered with
siyles,

The blasyng brondes the shore ol sprexd with Aame

And if the morow steale vpon thee here,

Come of, have done, set all delay aside:

For full of change these women be alway.

This sayd, in the dark night he gan him hide

Avness of 1his sodain nision

Adred starts vp oot of his sieepe in hast;

Cals up his feers; Awake, get up, my mem,

Aburd your ships, and boyse vp mayl with speede:

A God me wills, sent from shove againe,

To bast my Aight, and writhen cabels cut.

Ob boly God, whatso thow art, we ghall

Folow thee, and all blithe obey thy will;

Be st our hand, and frendly vs acsist;

Adresse the sterres with prospercua inloence,

And with that word his glistening sword onabethes;

With which drmwen, be the eabels cut in twaipe.

The like desire the rest embraced all;

All thing in hass they cast, and foarth they whurle ;

The shores thiy leave; with ships the seas are

spred;
Cutting the fume, by the blew seas they swepe,
Aurom now froin Titans purple
‘With new day light had ovemprend the earth;
‘When hy his windowes the Ruene the peping day
Espyed, snd nauie with splaid sailes depart
The sbore, and eke the porie of vessels vuyde.
Her comely brest thrise or fouretimes the smols
With her own band, and tore her golden treme.
Oh joue, qooth she, sball he then thun depert,
A sirannger thus, and scorne our kingdom soi |
Shall not my men do on their armore prest,
And eke purme them througheut ali the town?
Out of the rode sone shall the vessel warpe.
Hasi on, cast flame, st mayle, and welde _fom-
owers.
What said 17 but where am [? what phrennie
Alters thy minde? Vohappy Dido, now
Hath thee beset a froward destenie.
Than it beboved, when thou didst geve to. bim
Hiu seepler. 5o his faith and his right band!
That leades with him (they say) bia countrie
That on his back his aged father bore:  [goddes,
His body might 1 net haue caught and reot?
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And in the seas drenchad him, and bis feern?
And from Ascaniua bis life with iron reft,
And set him oo his fathers bord for meate?
Of such debate perchaunce the fortane might
Haue been dontfull; would God it were avsajed!
Whom ahoukd I faare, sith § my selée must dic?
Might I haue throwen intg that vauy brandes,
And Alked eke their deckes with Aaniog Gre,
The father, sonne, and all their oacion
Destroied, nnd fullu, oy self Jed oner al!f {criest;
Sunne, with thy beames, that mortel workes dis-
And thou [uno, that wel these trausiles kooweast -
Proserpine thon, vpon whom folk do vse
To houle, and cali in forked waies by night;
Infernai fariew, ye wreakers of wrong :
And Didoa Gods, who standes at poiat of deatb,
Receiue these wordes, aod eke your heany powes
Withdraw rom me, thnt wicked full du:n:
And onr st pt, we yoo bemch
If so that ymder wicked head must neu]!l
Recover port, and saile to lande, of force;
And if Youes wil baue w0 rewolued it,
And such ende sct ns no wight can fordoe ;
Yet at the Teast msesiled mought he be
With armes, and warres of hardy oacions;
From the boundet of hix kingdom farre exiled ;
Lulus eke ravyshed out of his armes;
Driuen to call for helpe, that he may see
The giltlesse corpses of his folke lie dend:
And aft r herd condicions of peace,
Hiy realme, nor life desired may he brooke;
But fallhefure his time vograoed amid the mpdes.
This I require, theee wordes with blood [ shed.
And Tiriane, ye his ocke and all his race
Pariue with bate; rewande our ¢inders so:
Nos lcue nor leage hetwixt our people be;
And of our bones, some wreaker mey thmqmng,
With sword and Aame thet Tivizsue may pursoe:
Aud from hencefoorth, when that our powr may
Our toates to them contrary be for aye, [steetch,
T ¢ruue of God; and our streames to their Boddes;
Armes mto armes; and ofspeing of eche rece
With mortell warr eche otber may fordoe.

This said, her mind she writhed on al sides,
Seking with spede to mad ber irksotne life.
To Sicheea nuree Barcen thea thus she said
{For hers at home in ashea did remaime)
Cal unto me, deare purse, my sister Aone:
Bid ber, in hast in waler of the fludde
She sprinckle the body, and being tho beastea,
And purging sacrifice, 1 did ber shewe :
5a iet her come: and thou thy temples bind
With sacred garlandes: for the sacribce,
That I 1o Pluto haue begonne, my mind
In o performe, and geve end to these cupea:
Ard Trajan statoe throw inlo the fame
‘When she bad said, redouble gaun ber narse
Her steppes, forth oo an aged womans trot.

Bot trembling Dido egerly uow bent
Upon her stern determinacion
Her bloodshot eies roling within ber head;
Her quivering chekes, fecked with dendly staine,
Both pale and wan to think oa death to come;
luto the ioward waides of ber palace
She rusheth in, and elam vp, s distraught,
The burinl sinck, and drew the Troian swerd,
Her gift sometime, but meant to no mch e -
Where when she saw his weed, and well koowsn
‘Weping a while in stody gan she stay, [,
Fell ou the bid, and these last wordes she mid.
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Serete rpoiles, whiles God and destenies it wold,

Racejue Lhin mprite, and aid me of these cares:

I liverl and ranue the course, fortme did graunt;

And voder earth my great goat now shail wende:

A goodly town 1 built, sud saw my walles;

Happy, alas too happy, if these costes

The Troyan shippes bed peuer touched aye.
Thix said, she laid ber mouth ¢lose to the bed.

‘Why then, quoth she, vowroken shal we die?

But let vx die: for this! mnd in this sort

It Jikath v to peeke the shadowes darck!—

And from the seas the cruel Troyans eies

Sbal wel discern this iame; and take with him

Eke these valucky tokens of my death!

As she bad said, her darnsells might pevcene

Her with these wordes fal pearced oo & sword;

The blzde embrued and hands besprent with gose,

The ciamor rang wnto the pallace toppe:

‘The brute ramme througkout al thastonied towne:

‘With wailing great, acd womens shrill yelling

The roofes gan romre: the gire resound with

plamt:

As thongh Cartage, or thauncient town of Tyre

With preasc of entred enemies swarmed full:

Or when the mge of furipus, fame doth take

The temples toppes, sod mansions ske of men.
Her sister Anne, spritelesse for dread to heare

This fearefull sturre, with nailes gan teare her

face,

Gbe waote ber brest, and rushed throogh the rout;

And her dieug sbe cleapes thus by ber name:

Sister, for thin with craft did you me bound?

The dak, the fame, the slters, bred they this?

What shall 1 imt complaine, forsaken wight?

Lothest thou in death thy sisters fellowahip ?

Thou sbouldst have calld me to like destiny;

One wo, one sword, one houre meught end ve both,

This funerall stak built 1 with these band
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Commaunded T reus; and thy spirit ynlocsa
From this body. And when she thus had said,
With ber right band she cut the bearc in twmine:
And therwith &l the kindly heat gan quench,
And into wind the life foorthwith reaojue,

ECCLESIASTES AND CERTAIN
PSALMS.

e

ECCLEBIASTES.

CHAPTER I.

I Sazamon Davids sonne, king of Jeryaalem,
Chosen by Gnd to teache the Jewes, und in his
Tawes to Teade them, [wmyne,
Conferze, vnder the mnne that eury thing is
‘The world is falee, man he is fruyle, and &1l his
plessurss payue, [fynde
Alaa! what stable frute may Adams childeren
In that they wthe by sweste of hrowes, and travill
of their myade? [decay:
We that liue on the earthe, drawn toward our
Ower childeren 611 our place a whille, snd then
they fade nwaye.
Buch chaunges mekes the earthe, aud dothe re-
moue for nooe,
But serues s for w place to play our trupedes
¥ppon. . [course hath renne,
When that the restleste conpe westwarde his

And with this voice cleped onr natine Gods-
And cruel so sbeentest me from thy desth?
Destroyd thou hast, {sister} both thee aud me,
Thy pecple eke, avd princes borne of Tyre.
Geue here: 1ahall with water washe her woundes;
And such with mouth ber bremth, if cught be left.
‘ ‘T'his waid, voto the high degroes shee mounted,
Embrasing fast ber sister now half dend,
With wailefull plaint: whom in her fap she lnyd,
The bleck swart gore wiping dry with her clothes,
Buat Dido striueth to lift vp agains
Her beauy eyen, and hath no power therto:
Dexpe in ber brest that fived wound doth gape.
Thrise [¢aning on ber albow gain she raise
Her self, vpward: und thrise she ouerthrewe
Upoa the bed: ranging with wandring <es
The skiew for light, and wept when she it found
Almighty Juno hauing mith by this
Of ber loog paines, and eke her lingring death:
From hesurn she sent the Goddemse Iriz downe,
The f..hmmug »pisit, and iointed limmes 1o Joose,
For that neither by lot of deatiny,
Nor yet by kindly desth ghe perished,
But wretchedly before her fatall dxy,
And kiodled with & sodein rage of m:e,
Prowerping had not from her hesd bereft
The golden heare, nor judged her to hell
The dewye Iriz thus with golden wings,
A thousand hues shewing against the sunne,
Amid the akies then did she fiye adowns
Cn Didos bemd : where as she gan = Light,
This beare {guod she} to Pluto consecrate
VUL L1,

T is the exst he hastsan fast, 1o rysc where he
begenoe. [blast,
When hoarcy Boress hathe blowen his frosen
Then Zephirus with his gentill breathe dissolues
the ise us fast:
Fludds, that drinke ypp smali broks, and mrel
by rage of rayhe,
Dischorge in sees, which them replesse, xnd
swallowe streyte againe. [ronue their race,
These worldly pleasures, {Lord,) so awift they
Tomt skarce gur eyes may them discerne, they
byde s0 littel xpuce. [wball:
What bathe bin, but ia now, the like hereafter
What new device grounded se suer, that dreadeth
not the fal] : (tymes past
Wkhat mey he called oew, but suche things in
As time buryed, and dothe renive, and tyme
agayne shall waste, [brote ut 2l ;
Things past right worthey famu, have now no
Even so shisll dey suchu thingy, as now the simple
wounders call.
I, that in Dauides seate sit crawned, and rejoice,
Thet with my septer rule the Jewes, and teach
them withi my voyce, MONTE,
Have sevchied Jong 1o know all things voder the
To see how in this mortal Iyef a suerty might be
wonne : [to desyer:
This kyndled wiil to knowe, straunge things for
God hathe grafte in our gredye hreasts a torment
for our hyer. - [knoo
The end of eache travel! furtiwith I sought to
I found them uaine mixed with gall, and burden’
wilh muche woo
A&
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Defaulta of natures worke no mans hand may
remiore;
Whiche be in nomber like the tandey vpon the
saite fiouds shore,” [mynd
Then, veunting in my witle, I gan call to my
What rewlcs of wisdom 1 hadde taught, that elders
coutd not find. [uee,
And 31 by coptreries to treye mout thinge we
Meus foilies and their errors eka T gan them atfl
peruse : [clime:
Therby itk more delfight to knowledge for to
But this I found an endies wourke of payune, and
losse of tyme, [mynd,
Tor he to wisdomes skoole, that doth applie hya
The further that he wadey thetin, the greaterdoubta
shall fird ; [are,
And such as enterprise to pui newe things in
Of some that vhail skorne their deuise may well
them seclfes nasure.

CHAPTER H.

From pensif fanzies then I gau my hart renoke,
And guue me to such aporting plaies, as laughter
myght pmuoke: {bliuded me,
But euen siche uain delight, when the moste
Allwayes me-thought with smiling grace a king
did yll agre, [muche wine,
Then sought I bow to plcase my belly with
To feede me fatle with costly feasts of rare de-
lights, ard five; {rest,
And other plesures eke too purchace me with
In so great choise to find the thing, that might
content me bent: [wlormes of ire,
Tut, Lord ! what care of mynd, what suddaine
With broken islepes enduryed I, to compasse my
desjer. . [cure
The buylde my howser faier, then set | all my
By princely actes thus streue I still to make my
fame indure.
Deliciugs gardens eke [ made to pleass my sight,
And grafte therin all kindes of frutes that might
my wmoulh delight: [1 drewe,
Condita by liuely epringe from their owld courre
For to refreshe the frotefull trees, that in my
gardynes grewe:
Of catell great encreace I bred in Littell space;
Bondmen I bought; 1 gave them wyles; and
saru’d me with ther mce:
Gnmu! h-pes of shining gold by spariog gan I
[to haue
With thmgs of price o furnyshed, as fitts a prince
To heare faier women siug sometyme 1 did re-
: ioyce,
Rauysbed with their pleasaunt tuues, and swetnes
of their voyee:
Lemans I had so faier, and of so linely hewe,
That who 5o gased in their face, myght well their
Lewty Tewe: [seate;
Never erste sat there king so riche in Dauyds
Yet still me thought, for so amall gaine, the trauaile
was too great
From my desirous eyes I hyd po pleasaunt sight,
Nor from my hart no kiod of myrth, that might
geve them delyght: [payoe,
Which was the only frente 1 vept of all my
To feode my eyes, and to reioyce my hart with all
my gaine. [care of mynd,
Tut when I made by compte, with howe great
shnd herts vorest, that I had sought, 20 wastfull
frute to fynd:
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Then waa I sircken strayte with that abosed fer,
To glorey in that goodly witte, thai eampast my
desyer. [remewe;
But freshe before myne syed grace did my fauls
What gentill callings | hadd fedd, my ryne to
pursewe; [esiape:
What rugiog pleasurs past, perill, aod band
What fancis in my bed had wronght Lhe licor of
the grape. (doth moe;
The ervours then I sawe, that iheir fraile hartes
Which siriue in vaine for to compare with him
that-sitts above: [peryth playwe,
In whose most t worcks suche crmft ap-
That to the Jeast.of them there may no meortal
hand atayne.
And lyke ax lightsome day dothe shipe abous
the night: (beames s bright:
S0 darke to me did blly seme, and windomes
Whoee eyes did seme 20 clere mots to discern
and fynde,
But will had closed follies eyes, which greped
like the blynde, [worldly faoe;
Yet denth, apd time consome all witt, nd
And looke what ende that folly hath, and wisdome
hathe the same. [care
Then sayd I thos, O Lord, may vot thy wisdan
The wayfull wrongs, and hard condicts, that flly
doth endure ?
To sharpe my wilte 3o fine, then why toke [
this payne?
Now fnde | wel) this noble serche muye ke ba
called myne. rewnrd,
As slandera Jothsome brute aoundes folliea et
Is put to siience all be-time, and brumght in
amale regurd: {fame,
- Enin so dothe tyme denoure tha noble blast of
Which showld resounde their glories great, that
do deserue the ssme.
Thus present changes chase awwy the wonders
past: [to last.
Ne is the wise mans fattal thred yet lenger spotine
Then in this wrestched vale our (yef I bothed
Phyl‘l!!,
When I beheld our frotles payues to companse
Pleasurs vayne;
My tmuryll this availe hath me praduced, [oo !
An heire unknowen shall reape the frute that i
tede did sowe;
Bot whervnto the Lond his nature shall inclyne
Who can fore-knowe, into whoose landa, | murt
my goods res:ne’
But Iﬂld, how pleasaiint swele then seamd the

idell liefe,
That never chargad was with care, nor bordened
with stryefe: [sore,

And vile the gredye trade of them, that toil to
To leaue to suche Lher trawells frul.e, that peoer
awet therfore. [relief,
What is that pleasent geine, what is thet swet
That showld delay the bitter tast, that we fele of
our gref?
The gladsome dayes we passe to serche a simple
‘The quiete nights with broken slepes, to fead
reaties brayne. [remayne,
What hope is left us then, what comfort doth
Qur quiet hexts for to reioyce with the frate of our
payoe? {cull,
YT that be trew, who may him sehie so happy
As 1, whose free and sumptiaa spence doth shyna
beyoude them sl ?
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Sewcrly it is a gilt, and favour of the Lorde,
Liberally to spende our guods, the grounde of all
discorde. [treesurea moid,
And wretched berts baus they, that let their
Aod carrey the rodde that skorgeth them, that
kiory in their gold,
Bat ] do kivowe by proofe, whose ryches beres
suche brute, [suche freute.
Wint stable wehth may stand in wast, or keping of

CHAFTER Lil.

laxm to the stereles boate, that swarues with every
wynde, [profl I finde
The slippee topy of worldely welthe by ereuell
farce hatbe the eeade, whereof that bature
formethe man,
Reeeuid lief, when deathe him yields to earth
wher be began : [frate,
The grafied plauts with payn, whereol wee hopud
To roote them vpp with blomsomes sprede then
1 our cheif porsute :
That erst we rered vpp we undermype againe,
Andshred the sprates, whose grouthe some-tyme
we laboured with paine:
Each frowand thretping chere of fortune maiks us
playne, . [berts againe.
Aod every pl t showe T our wofull
Auncient walles to race in sur unstable guyse,
Ard of their wetherbeten slones to buylde some
new devyse. [moo;
New fancyes dayly springs which vadde, returning
And pow we praciyse to obtaine that strayt we
must forgoo. [wast;
Some tyme we seke to spare, Unt afterward we
And thnft;. we traveled sore to knitt, for to onlose
s fart.
In scher sylence pow our quiet lipps we close:
And with snbrydied toungs furthwith our secret
herts disclose.
Soche as in folded armes we did embrace, we hate ;
sreyte we reconsill ageine, and banishe
all deliate, [me;
My sede, with labour sowne, suche frate prodoceth
To waste my lief in contraries, that never shall

sgTe.
From God these heny carcy ar sent for our unreats,
And with suche burdens fur our weith he frant-
eth full cur brests,
All that the Lord hathe wrought, hath bewtey anid
good grace; [nod places;
And {0 enche thing assined is the proper tyme
A graunted eke to man of all the worldes estate,
And of esche thing wrought in the yame to
argoe and debate:. [lalge moste
Which arie though it aproche the heuealy know-
To serche Lhe patumll grousde of things, yet
ull js laboar loste.
Dut then the wandering cyes, that longe for suartey
waght,
Pounde sthat by peine no certaybe welth might
in this world be bonght

Wha liveth in delight, and sekes no gredy theyste,

But frely spends his goods may thinke it is a
aecTet gifte,
Fulfilled shall it e what so the Lord intende,
Which no device of mans witt may aduaunce,
nor yet defende: [dren might
Wio made all things of nonght, that Adgma chyl-
Lerne how to dread the Lonl that wrought snch
wonders in their sigbt,
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The gresly wonders past, which tyma wears out of
mynde,
To be remewed in cur days the Lord batk s
amaynde,
Lo thos he carful! skourge dor.be stals on 08 ¥o-
ware, [doth againe repaire,
‘Which when the feshe hath clene forgott, he
When | in this aeine serche had wanderyd ore my
witt, {sbould have sifL:
! saw a roinll tbrone eke where as Juwstice
In slede of whom I saw, with fyerce and érewell
mode [drounke the grities biode.
Wher Wrong was set, that blody beast, that
Then thought 1 thus, one day the Lord shall sit in
dome [spotted have vo rome,
Tv wewe his flock, and chose the pure; the
Yet be suche skourges scnt, that each agreuid

myunde,
Lyke the brute bepsts that swell in rage, and
fury by ther kyunde, [longe,
His evrours may coafesse, w hen he-hath wreasteled
And then with pacience may him arme, the
sure defence of wronge,
For deuth, that of the beaste the caron doth de.
uoure, [fatal hower,
Unto the noble kynde of men presents the
The perfitt forme, thnt Grd hathe geuen to sther
man, (began;
Or other bem, dissolve it shall to earth wher it
And who can tell yf that the sowle of man ascende,
Or with e body if it dye, and to the grmun
decende: [gayne,
Wherfore each gredy hart, that riches seks to
Gatbher may he that sagery frute, that springeth
of his paype.
A means eonuenient welth, 1 meane to lake in
[powee it forih:
And wlt.h a band of larges eke in measure
For treasure spent in Iyef, the bodye dotbe sus-
, teyne; [emassed with mnche payne,
The beire shall waste the whourded goW,
Ne may foresight of Man such order geve in lyef,
For to foreknow,. who shall rejoyce their gotten
good with stryef.

CILAPTER IV,

WHER 1 bethought me well, under the restles
s00n {vhastyced were doon;
By foolke of pawer whet crewell wourks up-
I saw wher stoode a heard by power of such op-~ .
prest,
Out of whose eyos mn floods of tears, that bayned
all ther brest ;
Deroyde of comfurt clene, in terroure and dis-
tressc; [to reprysse:
Tn whose defence noue wolde aryse, such rigowr
Then thought [ thus: O Lord, the dead whasa
fatal hower
Is clene ronne ont, more banpy ar; whum that
the wormes deuoure :
Aod happiest is the sede, that never did conceuas ;
That reuer felt the weylfull wrongs, that mortal
fulke receue. [guyne
And then I saw, that welth, and every lionest,
By tmwuill wonne, and swete of browos, gum
growe ioto dislsyne,
Throagh sloth of careles folke; whom case o fat
doth fearde;
Whose idell hands don nooght but waast the
fiute of other sewle:
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Which to themselres perswade, that little gott
with tase,
More thapkefull is then kynddomes won by
tratinyle and dizvake.
Another sort. ] saw witbout both frend or kyone;
Whose gredy wayes yet neuer sought = faith-
- full freud 10 wynne; [eould;
Whoae wretched eorps no toile yet euer wery
Nor glutted euer wer their .eyne with heaps of
shyning gould:
But yf it might appesr 1o their abused eyne,
To whose suayie they trauill so, and for whoee
sake they pyne:
Then should they sce what cause they Laue for to
nt
The frutles paynes, and eke the tyme, that they
in vayne haue spent
Then gan I thus resoluc: More pleasant in the lyef
Of faythefull frends, that speud their goods in
commone without stryef:
For as the tender frend ith euery gryef
S0 ¥f he falle that Jiues dooe, who shall he his
reiyef? {faste;
The frendly feeres 1y warme, in srmes embraced
Who sleapes aloone at cuery tourne dothe fenle
the winter Liast:
What can he doo'but yeld,tbat must resist aloone !
Yf ther be twaine, ope may defend the tother
ouer-throwne: (dure,
The single twyned cordes may no such stresee in-
As cabies hrayded thre-fould may, lgether
wrethed sure,
Ip better far emtare stand children poore and wyae,
Then sged kyngw wedded to will, that worke
without aduyse,
In prison haue I sene, or this, & wofull wyght,
Thbat neusr knewe what fredom ment, por tast-
ed of delyght, metle,
With such unhoped happ, in most derpaier, hath
Within the hands, that erst ware gyves, to haue
= septure sette; {otaate,
And by conjures the seade of kyngs is thrust from
Whereon sgreuyd people worke ofteymes their
hidden heate,
Other, without reapect I saw of frend or foo
With feet worne bare in tracing such whereas
the honours groo.
Aixd at defh of a prynce great rowtes reviued
strange,
Which, faine thear owld yuke to dischurge, re-
Joyced in the change. [more,
But when | thought to theise, £s hemuy even, or
Shel be the burden of hia raigne, ws his that
went before; [perd:
And that w trayne like great, vpon the dead de-
1 gan eonclude each gredy gayne bath bis wun-
certayne end.
In humble sprite is set the temple of the Lorde;
Wher yf thow enter, loke thy mouth and con-
scyence Toay accorde:
Whaose charche is buylte of loue, and decte with
botte dewyra,
And simple fayth: the yolden ghoost his marcy
doth requyre:
* Wher parfectly, for are, he in bis woord doth rent;
With gentill eare W heare thy rute, and grant
to thy request.
Jn hoost of ontwarde works he takith ne delight,
Norwast of wourda; suche sneryfice unssusreth
in bis sight.
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WHEK that repentant teres hath slevsed clete
from ill {amendihg will:
The charged Lreat: and grace hath wrooght therin
With bold demands tnhen may his mercy weil
assaile {may pone prenayle:
The spache man sayth; without the which request
More shall thy pennytent sighew his endies
* mercy picese, [wors Gods wrath appease;
"Then their importune suits, which dresme, that
For bart tontrir.e of hnh., is gladsome recota-
pence [wynne dispense.
And praier frulct of faitk, wherby Gud doth with
As ferful broken elepex spring from a restle
hedde; bredde,
By chattering of unholy lippes is fratles prayer
{n wast of wynde, 1 rede, vowe nought vnia the
Lord, [wecomd:
Whereto thy hart to bynd thy will freely doth not
For humble vowes fullfilld by grace right awely
srooke [God provcke
But bold behests, broken by lusts, the wrath of
Yet bette, with humhle bert, thy frayitye w
confesea, fraude expresss.
Then to bost suche perftnes, whose works such
With fayned wordes and othes, coptruct with
Qod no gyle; [thy self defile:
Suche craft returns 1o thyn owb barme, and doth
And thoughe the myst of sinne perswad sach
error Light, {bis wight
Therby yet ar thy outwerd works all demptexd in
Av pondry broken dreams vs dyceniye abuse:
So ar his evrors manifold, that mapy words dotle

th humhie secret playnt, fowe words of botte
effect, [oeghect.
Honor thy Lord; alowmooe vaibe of voyd desemt
Thoughe wronge at times the right, and welthe
eke pede oppresse,
Thiske not the band of justice slowe to followe
the redresse: [dred,
For suche unrighteous folke, us rule withnutem
By some shuse, or secret lust, he enffereth tq be
ledd, (lent,
The cheif blisse, that in earth to liuing man is
15 moderat weith, to nourish lief, yf be can be
cobtent.
He that hath but one felde, and gredely scke
the nought [in his thonghe.
T'o fence the tillers haud from nede, is king with
But such as of ther golde ther only idoll make,
Noe tressure may the reuyn of their hungry hands
aslake. {zuyne,
For he that gapes hr good, and hordeth =il his
Trauells in vayoe to hyde the sweet, that shonkd
relewe his pagne
Wher is gret welth, there should be many »
nrdy wight [man's eheife delight
Tu spend the same, und thet shouid be the Tche
The sweet gnd quiet stepes that weryd limwnes

oppreese,
Begile tbe night ip dyet thynne, and feasts of great
excesse: rest

But wakenlye the riche, whose Tyuely heat with

Thetr charged boolks with ehange vf meats canuot
0 fone dygest.

An other rightecus dome, I v, of gredy gayne

With busy cares suche Uwasnres oft preseroysd

tu their bayoe:
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The plentecus housses sackt, the owmners end

with shame [should rejayce the same

Their sparkelid goods; their nedy heyres, that
From welth dyspoyled bare; from whence they
came they weuat, [them sent:

Clad in the clothes of pouert:, as nature fyrt
Nuked, a9 from the wombe we came, if wa de-
par, [to vex the hart}

What toyle to seeke that we mowt Jeue? what bote
What lyef [eada testey men, they that consuma
their dayes . sumn alwaies,

In inwarde freets, untemnperd bates, s stryef with

Then gac I prayce all those, in sucke a world of
atryfle, [in 1yfFe;

Ar taku the profite of the goods, thot may be tad
For sore the liberall hand that hath no hart to
"pare [varta rare:

This fading welthe, but powres it forthe, it in a

That maks telthe slave to nede, and gold be-

. com his thrsl}, {his chest with ail;

Climgs not hie gutts with siggeshe fare to heape

Bat feeds the knsts of kynde with coptly meaty
and wyne, [that pyne:

Acd siscke the bunger aod the thurst of nedy folke
No gluttous feast I meane in wast of spence to
wiryre, [thus to recice

Rat temnprat mealles the dotlest spryts, with joye
No care mny perce where myrth hath tempred
sch a brest ; [may digest.

The bitter guul}, seasond with swete Rich wysdome

f———— |
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Wize recheles youthe in & unquiet brest,
Set vo hy wmth, reveuge, and crueltye,
After long warr, pacyens had opprest,
Arnd jnstice wrought by pryncelye equitie,
My devy then, myne errour depe imprest,
Hegan to worke dispaire of libertye;
Had not Dxyid, the perfyt warriour, tought
Thst of my fault thus pardon should be spught.
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OF Lorde uppon whose will dependeth my wel-

fare, {oight I spare;

To call uppon thy hollye nampe syes dey nor

Graqot that the just request of this repentacnt
mynd,

S0 perce thyne eares, that in thy sight som fk- |

vour it 1nay fynd, [pasnt,

My sowle is franghted full with greif of follies

My restles. bodye doth consume and death ap-

precheth fast; in twayne,

Like them whose fatsll threde thy band bath ent

Of whome ther is no further brewte, which in
their graves remeyne,

Oh, Lorde, thou bast cast me bedlong, o please

my fooe, [wooe,

Into & pitt ali botomeles, where a3 I playne my

The burthen of tby wrath it dath me sore oppresse ;

And supdrye stormes tbou hast me sent of
terrour and distresse :

The fnithfnll ﬁ'ends &t fled and bannyshed from my

[frendshipp light.

And mcb as I have heid full dere have sett my
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My durance doth perswade of fredom snch dis-
paire, [eye sight doth appaine:
That by the teares that bayne my brest, myns
Yet did I never cense thine ayde for to desyre,
With homble hart and stretebed bands, for to
appease thy yre.
Wherfure dost thou forbeare in the of
thyne, [Aderos Tyne;
Te show such tokens of thy power in sight of
Wherby cche feble hart with fayth might so ke
[might be wpredd,
That i the mouthe of thy elect thy mercyes
The feshe that fedeth wornes can not thy love de-
elxre, [imod of divpaire;
Nor suche set forth thy faitk as dwell in the
In hiind endared berts light of thy lovely unme
Can not gppesre, 48 can not judge the brightoes
of the same:
Nor blasted may thy name be by the mouth of
those [y not discioss:
Whom death hath shutt in sylence, so as they
The lively voyce of them that in thy word delight,
Muat be the trumppe that muat resound the
glorye of thy myght:
Wherfore [ shall not ceasa in chief of my distresse,
To call on Thee Lill that the sleape my weryd
tymes oppresse;
And ic the morning eke when that the alepe in
fedd, [my restles bedd.
With floods of salt repentaunt teres to washe
Within this carsfall mynd, bourdnyd with care and
greif, {l# his relint,
Why dost thon not appere, oh Lord, that shoidest
My wretched state bebolde, whom death shall wtrait
msmaile, [but waile;
Of one, from youth afflicted still, that never did
The dresd, 100! of thyne yre tad ttod me under *
feﬂ [deth seme fuli aweet,
The scourgis of thyne angrye har! hath made
Like to the roring warey the sunken shippe sar-
rounde, [suceour found ;
Great beaps of care d:d swullow me, and I no
For they whom no myschaouvoe could from my
love devyde, [face w Lyde.
Ar fareed, for my greater greif, from me their

FROEN.

THE soudden stormes that heave me to and froe,
Had we! ne=re perced faith, wmy guyding maile,
For 1, that ou the noble voyaga goo
To succher trueth and felabed to sesaile,
Constrayned am to beare my sayles full loo,
And never could atteyne some plessannt gaile:
Por unto anch the proapercus winds doo bloo
As roune from porte to porte to seke nvaile:
This bred dispayre, whereef such doubts did groo,
‘That | gun faint, and all my courage faile;
But now, my biage, mine error well I see,
Such goodlye light king David giveth me.

QUAM BONUS ISRAEL, DEUS. PERALM LEXIN.
TEOUGHSE, Lord, to Istaell thy graces plentenus
be,

I meane 0 such, with pure intent as fix their
trust in The;
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Yet whiles the faith did faynt that shold have
been my guyde, [began to slyde:

Lyke them thot walk in slipper patbes my feel
Whiles T did grudge at those that glorey in their

golde, they wolde,

Whose lolhsom pryde reioyseth welth in quiet as
To se by courss of yervs what nature doth ap-

pere, [heire to heire;

The palayces of princely fourme soccede from
From all such travasles free as longe to Adams

sede; {nor by dread,

Neither withdrawne from wicked works by dsunger
Whereof thire skornfull pryde, and glotied with

their eyes; [clad ip ¥yce:

As gnrments clothe the naked man, thus are they
Thus, av they wishe, succeds the mischicf that

they meane,

Whose glutten chiekes slouth feadn so fatt, as scant
© their eyes be sene. [fayme
Unts whose crewel power mot men for dred ar

To bend and bow with loftye looks, whiles they

vawnt in their rayne; me.

And in their bluody hands whose creweltye that

The wailfull works that skonrge tbe poore, without
regard of blame,

'To tempt the living God they think it no offence,

And perce the symplo with their tungs that can

make no defence, [to waver,

Such proofes bifore the juat, to cause the harts
Be sett, iyke copps myngled with gall, of hitter
tast and saver: [foode,

Then mye thy foes in shorne, that fast 0o other
But sucke the fleshe of thy elect and hath them in
their hloode, {this}

Shold we beleve the Lorde doth know and suffer

Foled be be with fubles vayne, that 50 abused i5.
n terronr of the just, thus raignes iniguitye,

Anned with power, laden with goid, and dred for

creltye, [faythe mayntayne
Then vaynt the warr might seme, that T by
Agwinst the Beshe, whose false affecls my pure
hart wold distayne. [doon,
For 1 am scourged still that no offence have
By wrathes children, and from my byrth my
chastening begoon. (thy band,
When T behelle their pryde, and slackness of
I gap hewsile the wofull state wherin thy chosen
stand;
Apd as i wught wherof thy sufferaunce, Lord,
whold groo, .
I found no witt could perce do far, lhy bholy domes
to knoog [truse,
And that po mysteryes nor dought could be dis.
Till 1 com to the bolly place, the mausion of the
Just; {prepare,
Where | shall se what end thy _;ulhce shall
For such as buyld oo workdly welth, and dye their
colours faire, [buylding vayne,
Oh! bow their ground is false, and all their
And they sball fall, their power shail faile that did
their pryde mayntzyne, [plensaunt tourne,
As charged harts with care, that dreme same
Alteer their sleape fynd their abuse, and to their
phatut retourne: {geaunce shall
8c shall their glorye fande, thy sword of ven-
Unto their dronken eyes in blood disclose their
errours all. [rshoroe,
Aund when their golden Beece is from the backe

‘The spotta that wnder neth were hidd, thy chosen

shepe shall skorne:
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And 6} that happys daye, my hert shall ewell
. in care,
My .eyes yeid teares, my yeres consume, bitwene
hope and dispayre. [ments darke,
Loo, haw my sprite ar dull, and a» thy judg-
No moriall hedd may skale so highe, but wusder
at thy warke,
Alas! how oft my foes have framed my decaye,
But when I stode in drele to drenche, thy hands
stitl did me stay, [»¥noe,
And in enche voyege that I tooke o congoer
Thou wert my guyd, aml gave me grace to com-
fort me therin; [did cleue,
And when my withered skyn unto my bones
And desh did wast, thy grace did then my simple
spirits relene, tewst:
In, other succour then, O Lord, wky sbould [
But oaly thyt, whom 1 hnu fwnd in thy behight
50 just: {refuse,
And suche for drede or gayne a3 shall thy name
Shall perishe with their goiden godds that did their
hurty seduce ; [sud joye,
Where I, that io thy worde have 32t my trost
The high rewand that longs thereto shall quietiye
enjoys: [grmee,
And my unworthye lyppa, inapired with thy
Bhall thus forespeke thy secret works, io sight of
Adams race.

EXAODY, DEUS, ORATIONEM MEUM, FRilLN LY.

GIVE eare to my wsuit, Loed, fmmmd hide not
thy face,
Beholde, sinking in grief, h.mentmg, how I praye;
My fooet they bray so lowde, aud eke Lhrepe om
a0 fast, A
Buckeled to do me scathe, #0 1s their malice bent.
Care perceth my entrayles, aod traveyleth oy

: spryte ;
The grestye fe:ma of death envyroneth my brest.
A tremblynge cold of dred clene overwhelmeth

my hert:
0, thinke 1, badd I winge lie 13 the symple dove,
This pergll might 1 flye, and seke some pince
of rest [caren
In wylder woods, where I miglet dwell far from (hese
What spendy way of wing my playnts shold
ther lay on, [ove;
To skape the stormye biast that threatned is
Rayne those anbrydliad tungs, breake that con-
jured league,
For I decyphred bave amydd our towne the stryfe;
Gile and wrong do kepe the wallew, they ward
both day and night: [ket stede,
And mysclieif joynd with care doth kepe the mar-
Whilst wickidness with cmfl in heaps swarme
through the strete.
Ne my declared foo wrought me all this reproche,
By harme so loked for,yt wayeth halfe the lesse ;
+ For though myne enemyes happ had byn for to
prevaile, feye:
T cold not hzve hidd my face from venym of his
It was a frendly foo, by shadow of good will,
Myne olil fere wnd dere frende, my geyde that
trapped me, :
Where I was wount to fetche the cure of afl my care,
Ard in his bosome hyde my seercat zeale to
God.
Such soden wurprys quicke may hym hell devoare,
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‘Whilst | invoks the Lard, whose power shall me
defend: {discend
My prayer shall oot ceasc, from thet the supme
'Till he his aulture wyno, sod byde them o the
wce. contryle,
With worde of hott effect, that moveth
Buch humble suts, O Lord, doth perce my pay-
cent eare, {of thoae
It wat the Lord that brake fhe bloody compackts
That preioked oo with yre, to slaughter me snd
wyue.
The eoerlasting God, whoss kingdom hath no end,
‘Whome by 0o tals to dred be ¢onld dinert from
ynne. {band,
The conseyence unquyet be strykes with hevy
And prurés their force in fayth, whoroe be sware
to defend, _

bert |
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Butter fals pot so scft as doth bie pacyenca longes
And over passeth fine oyle running not halfe sc
smothe: gprovok!,
But when his suffraunce fynds that brydled wrath
He thremeth wrath, he whets more sharppe than
any tool cap fyle. [wicked sort,
Friour, whosr harme snd tounge presents the
Of those false wolves with cooles which doo theic
ruvin hyde s [Lord,
That sweare to me by heaven, the fotestole of the
Who thongh force had hurt my fame they did
not tonch my life,
Such patching care 1 lothe, as fords the welth
with lies:
Bat in the thother paaime of David find I ease,
Iacts curam tusmy yuper Domigum et ipee e
wnutriet.
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THE

LIFE OF SIR THOMAS WYAT.

BY MR. CHALMERS,
[503~154%

A L1rE of sir Thomas Wynt appeared in the second number of lord Orford’s Miscel-
laneous Antiquities, from materialy collected in the British Museum, by his friend Grey,
the poet; and augmented hy his lordship from other writers, particnlarly Anthony
Wood and Lloyd, bet not without some ingccuracy. A few notices are now added of
more recent authority.

Sir Thomas Wyat, the only son and beir of sir Henry Wyat of Allington Castle in
Kent, was born m the year 1503, His mother was the dzughter of John Shinner of the
conoty of Surrey. His father was imprisoned m the Tower in the reign of Richard I11,,
when be is said to have been preserved by a cat which fed bim while in that place, for
which reason he was always pictured with a cat in his arms, or beside him', On the
secemsion of Henry VII, he had great marks of favour shewn him, among which was the
bonour of knighthood, and a seat in the privy council. Ouve of the last services in
which he was employed by that king was conducting to the Tower the unfortunate earl
of Soffolk, who was afterwards beheaded by Henry VIII. He was also 8 member of
Henry ¥iIF's privy council, master of the jewel office, and of the van-guard of that
amy, commanded by the king in person, which fought the memorble battle of the
Ypurs®,  He died in 1533,

The honour of educating our poet has been claimed for both universities, by Carter
for $1. John's College, Cambridge, and by Anthony Wood for Oxford, becanse he resided
for some time on the establishment of cerdinal Wolsey's new college, now Christ Church.
He then set out on his travels acecording to the cusiom of that age, and returned after
e years, a gentleman of high acecomplishments and clegant mannets, and of such
‘ooversation 1alents, both Bs to sense and wit, as fo have attracted the admiration of all
nnks, and particularly of his sovereign, who bestowed on him the order of knighthood,
td employed him in varions embassies. Mr. Warton appears offended with Wood for
Gying that * the king was i a high manner delighted with his witty jests;” while be

! Hasteds Bistory of Keut, vol. ii. p. 183, 7 Laige's lllustratiouy, vol. i p. 1.
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allows that Henry was probably as much pleased with his repariees as his politics.
Lloyd, whom Mr. Gray and lord Orford have adopted as an authority, reports enough
of his wit to convince us that he might delight a monarch of Henry’s fickleness and
passionate temper. Persons of this character are often more easity directed or diverted
by a striking expression than by a train of argument,

" According to Lloyd, Wyst was frequently honoured with the king'y familiar cooversa-
tion, which never put him so murh off his guard as to betray him y foolevies
‘inconsistent with his character., 'When urged by the king 10 dance at one of the court-
halls, hie replied that, ** He who thought himself « wise man in the day-time, would not
be a fool at night.” His general deportment is said to have been neither 100 severe
for Henry VIll's time, nor too loose for Henry Vil's; with whose court, however, be
could bave little acquaintance, In him also wus said to have been combined the wit of
sir Thomas More, and the wisdom of sir Thomas Cromweli. 1t is no mmall comfirma-
tion of this character that his friend Surrey describes him as of ¢ a visage stern and
mild;” u contrariety which seems to Le very happily preserved in Holbein's incom-
parable drawing lately published by Mr. Chamberlain,

But his wit was not evanescent. We are told that he hrought about tbe Reformation
by a bon mof, and precipiteled the fall of Wolsey by a seasonable story. When the
king was perplexed respettlng his divorce from quecn Catherine, which he affected 1o
feel as 2 matter of eonscience, sir Thomas exclaimed, ¢ Lord! that a2 man cannot
repent him of his sin without the pope’s leave!™ A truth thus wittily bioted was
afterwards confirmed by the opinion of Cranmer and of the universities; and became »
maxim of church and state, The story by which he promoted the fail of Wolsey has
not descended to our times. Lloyd merely says that when the king bappened to be dis-
pleased with Wolsey, “ sir Thomas ops with a story of the cuts baiting the batcher’
dog, wlicl contained the whole method of that great man’s ruin.” Few readers require
to be told that Wolsey was the son of a butcher at Ipswich.

In the early state of the Reformation the clergy were discontented, because afraid of
losing their valuable lands. < Butter the rooks nests,” said sir Thomas, * and Lhey will
pever trouble you,” The meaning, not very obvious, was that the king sbould give
the church lunds to the great families, whose interest it wounld ther be to prevent the
re-establishment of popery. Tlie wit, however, of this advice is more remarkable than
the wisdom; for omwithstanding the robbery of the churel, which has kept ber poor
ever since, popery was effectually re-established in quecn Mury's reign, The liberality
of the only other bon mot recorded of zir Thomas may be questioned. One day be
told 1he king that he had found out a living of £100 a year more than enough, acd
prayed him to bestow it on him; and when the king answered that 1bere was no such in
England, sir Thomas mentioned * the provost-ship of Eaton; where a man hath his diet,
bis lodging, his horsemeat, his servant’s wages, his riding charge, and an hundred
pounds per annem besides,”

Sir Thowas was 2 man whose acquaintance was much courted, for his spiendid enter-
tainments; bis knowledge of the political relations of the kingdom; bis discernment im
discovering men of parts, and his readiness to ‘encourage them; and for the interest be
was known to possess ut court. 1t became a proverh, when any person received prefer-
ment, that ‘¢ he had been in sir Thomas Wyat's closet.” 'To this may be added, that
his conversation had that happy mixture of the grave and gay which excludes dul-
ness as well es levity; and his manners were so highly polished that he differed in
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opinion with the utmost civility, and expressed his doults as if’ he needed the iuforma-
tion which he was able to impart,

Amidst this prosperous career, he had the misfortune, like most of the eminent
characters of this reign, to fall under the severe displeasure of the king, and was
twice imprisoned?, but for what offences hia biographers are not agreed, Fuller
sayi he bad heard that he fell into disfavour about the business of queen Anne

Lloyd insinnates the mme, and some have gone 5o far as to accuse him of a
ammal connection with her. But this i3 in part erroneous, From the oration
which he delivered on his second trial, end which lord Orford bas printed i his Mis-
cellaneons Antiquities, he expressly imputes his first imprisonment to Chatrles Brandon,:
duke of Suffolk. ** His fist mibfortune flowed from a court-cabal ; the second from
the villainy, jealousy, and falce sccosation of that wretch Bonner, bishop of Loudon,
whose clownish manpers, lewd behaviour, want of religion, end melicious perversioa
of truth, sir Thomas paints with equal humour sud asperity.” Bouner eccused him
of a ireasonahle correspondence with cardinal Pole, and this with some treasonable
expressicns coacerning the king, formed the principal charpes against him, which he
repelled with great spinit, ease, and candour. The words which he was accused of
baving uttered were, ** that the king shiould be cast out of a cart’s e—e: and that by
God'’s hlood, if he were s0, he was well served, and he would be were s80.” Sir
Thomas acknowledged the posibility of his baving uttered the first part of this sen-
tence, and explained his meaning, viz. that between the emperor aad the king of
France, Lis master Henry would probably be left in the lurch.

He was tried for this by a jury before a committee of the council, and probably
acquitted ; as we find that he regained the confidence of the king, and was afterwards
sent ambassador to the emperor. His eagerness te execute this commission, whatever
it was, proved fatal ; for riding fast in the keat of summer he was ettacked by & ma-
lignant fever, of which he died at Shirebourme in Dorsetshire, 1541, in the thirty-eighth
year of his age, and was buried in the great conventual church there*.

Lord Orford isforms us, that in Vertwe's wanmscript collections he found that
Yertue was acquainted with a Mr. Wyat, who lived in Charterhouse-yard, and was the
representative descendant of that respectable family. In 1721, and at other times,
Vertue says, at that gentleman's house lie saw portraits of his ancestors for seven de-
acents, and other pictures and andient curiosities®. '

Our poet bas usnally been termed sir Thowns Wyat the Elder, to distinguish him
from gir Thomas Wyat, his son, who suffered death for high treason in the reign of
queen Mery. His lady, according to Wood, was Elimabeth, davghter of Thomas
Brooke, ford Cobham®. His son left imue, hy Jane his wife, daughter and co-heir of
VWilliam Hawte of Bourne, knight, a son named George Wyat of Boxley in Kent, re-
slored 13, Elizabeth,

2 See his Sonnet to sir Prapcie Bryan, C.

¢ Lord Orford contradicts Aathony Wood's account of slr Thomas'a dmth by playiog in bis amal
way upon words, but unfortnnately upon words which are not o be found in the Athene. Bee Mim.
Anlguities, p. 18. note, and compare with Wood, vol. i. ool. 57. €.

3 % Drayton, in his Verses to Master George Ssodys, tressurer for the English colony in Virginia,
meptious the name of a Wyst, who probably might be & descendant of our post's. Sandys WBS re-
hted Lo the Wyst family.” Headley's Beauties, i. 1xvi,

§ She alerwards merried sir Edward Wrrner, bart. Hasted’s Kent, val. I, p. 183
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< Sir Thomas's biographers are in general silent on the subject of Lis connection with lard
Surrey. It is known, bowever, that they were closely allied by friendship, and simila-
\rity of taste and studies, Surrey's character of Wyat is a noble tribute to bis memory.
The year following his death, Lelend published a volume of elegine verses, some of
which are very elegant, and all highly encomiastic, entitled ¢« Neeniz in mortem Thoore
Wiafi, equilis incomparabilis, Joanne Lelando Antiquario, Auctore, 4to.” This scaree
pamphlet bas @ wood cut of Wyat, supposed to be by Holbein, but representing him
s a much older man than he was, and with a buge hushy beard hiding more than half
his features. The copy in the British Museum is dated 1552,
His poems were first published hy Tottel!, along with Surrey’s, and the collection hy
vncertain suthors, The authenticity of Surrey’s and Wyat's poems seems to be con-

" firmed hy this care of Tottell to distiuguish what be knew from what be did pot know,

and what, from the ignorance of eu edilor of so0 much taste, I apprehend were not
generally known. Mr. Warten has favoured us with a very elaborate end elegant eriti-
cism cn Wyat, but has fovind it impossible to revive his poetical fame, He contributed
but little to the refinement of English poetry, and his versification and language are de-
. “ficient in harmony end perspicuity. From a close stody of the Malran poets, his imagi-
mation dwells too often on puerile conceits and coutrarieties, which, however, 1o some
fre so pleasing thet they are not to this day totally excluded from our poetry. As a
lover, his addresses are siately and pedantie, with very little mixture of feeling or pas-

- sion; and although detached beauties may be pointed out in a few of his somnets, his

genius was ill adapted to this species of poetry, In nll respects he is inferior to hin
friend Sorrey, and claims a place in the English series chiefly as being the first moral
satirist, and as having represented the vices and follies of his time in the true spirit of

-, the didactic muse,

Lord Surrey, we have seen, praises his version of David's Psalms, & work about the
cxistence of which hibliographers are not agreed. No eopy is known to be extant, nor
is it noticed in any history of the English press, nor ic any library printed or manu-
script.  In 1549 were poblished Certayne Psalms, a traoseript of which has been
made for the present edition, without, I am afraid, adding much to the author’s repu-
tauon. Mr. Warton ohscrves, that the pisus Thomas Sternhold and Jobn Hopkind are
the only immorlsl translators of David's Pmima, But ipdifferent as they are mow
thought, there is nothing to be found of a superior kind before their time. Lu the
library of Bene’t College, Cambridge, is a manuscript translation of the Psalms ioto
Scolch metre of the fourieenth century.

Tottel's edition of Snrrey and Wyut contains also ilie Poems of UNCERTAIN AU~
TuoRs, on which Mr. Warton has bestowed the whole of sect. xai. and part of xxii, of
his History of Poetry. He notices this collection as the first printed poetical miscellany
in the English language, and is of opinion that sir Francis Bryan, George Boleyn, lord
Rochford (brother to queen Anne Boleyn), and lord Vaux, ¢ all professed rhymers
and sonnet-writers,” were large contributors, Sir Francis Bryan's and lord Rochford's
shares have not been ascertained. Lord Thomas Vaex? is the author of The [mage
of Death, and of the Assavlt of Cupide open the Fort in which the Lover's Heart
lay wounded. He has been coufounded by dhme writers with Nicholas Vaux, his
father, who was no poet ; and willi bis son Wdlhm who wrote seversl poems in the

" Sce Mr. Park’s Life of this noblcman in his edition of the Royal and Noble Authors, vol. L
P. 3U5.
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collection called The Prradise of Dainty Deumes., Mr. Ritson® bas produced
Churchyard’s suthority that he also was a contribator of ¢ many things” to this collec-
tion, but they are hot specified. "

Mr. Warton s of opiniocn that all these pieces were written between the years 1550
and 1550, and most of them, perhaps, within-the fint part of that period. The
Songes written by N. G. at the close of the collection are attributed 10 Nicholas
Grimoald, a mam of extensive learning, a critic, aiid a poet, and the second, after lord
Swrrey, who wrote in blank vermse. Mr. Warton gives him the high praise of having
sdded to Surrey's efforts new strength, elegance, and modulation, and thinks that ss
& writer of verses in rhyme, he yields to noue of his contemporaries, for a masterdy
choice of cheste expresion, and concise elegancies of didactic vemificntion, The
remainder of these poems await the researches and conjectures of somé future and in-
defatigable antiquary,

® Ritson's Bibliographia Poetica, in art. Churchyard,



POEMS

oy

SIR THOMAS WYAT.

kY

ETH HIig8 DFSIRE WITHIN RIS F4]TAH-
FUL BEARTJ

HElo

T Aod in pay bart doth kepe bis revidence,

Into my face premseth with bold pretenpe,

And there cxmpeth, displaying his banner;

She that ma learnes to love, and to sqffer,

And willes that my trust, end [ostes negligance

Be reined by reason, shame, ond recersnce

With his hardinesse talcs displesaure. [ =3

Wherewith loue to the hartes forest he flaeth, o,

Leaning his enterprise with paine awd crye,-

And there him hideth and not appearetd, i

What may I do? when my maister feareth, - f}
But ip the fleld with kim to live abd dye,

For good is the life, eading faithidly, ’

THE IOUER WAXETH WISER, AND WIIL

2 NOT DYE FOR AFFECTION.
v

Yy was [ newer of your Joue agreued, 4

Nor pener shall, while that my life doth lnst; ¥

But of hating my seif, that date is past, 4

And tewres continual sore bath me wened:

I will not yet in my grawe be buried; ¥

Nor oo ty tombe yonr pame haue flxed fast, L 4

As croel eause, thet did my sprite sone bast, <

Frow thuohappy boones by great sighes stirred %

Thes if an bart of amorous feith will

Coutept your minde withowten doing grief; t

Please it you 90 to this to do rehief;

If otherwyne you peke for to fulfylt +
Yoar wrath, yon erre, and shall not ax you wene
And you your self the cause thersof bave bene.

VoL 1L '

i

——

ng love, that in my thonght I harber 4

‘
¢

¥

L]

THE IOUER FOR SHAMEFASTNESSE HID- | THE -4BUSED LOUER SEETH HIS FOLY
% AND ENTENDETH TO TRUST NO MORE

Was never §le yet halfe so well yfiled, &
To file & file for any smithes sntent,

An 1 was made s filing instyument, o
To frame otber, while that 1 wes begiled, &
But resson loe, hath at my foly smiled, &~
And pardoned me, sios that | me repent, -
Of my lust yeres, snd of my time mispentt—

For yoath led me, and falshod me misgwided,
Yet, this trust 1 heoe of great apparancs,
Sins that dmceit is ay retarnable,
OF very force it ia agreable,
That therwithall ba dore the recompence,
‘Then gile begiled, playnd should be neger,
And the reward i [jttle trust for ever,

HE LOUER DESCE
STRIKEN WITH 5{GHT OF HI§ LOUE.

TaE lively aparkes, that istns from those eyes,
Aguinst the which there vaileth no defence,
Have perst my hart, sod done it none offencs,
With quaking pleamure, more than once or twise.
Was peaer mau could eny thing deuise,
Supne beames to turne with so great vehemcnce
To dusa maus sight, as by their bright presence
Dused am 1, much like voto the give,
Qf one striken with dint of lightening,
Blind with the stroke, and crying here and there:
So eall I for help, I not' when or where;
The puyn of my fall pacientiy beariog.
For streight after the hiase {as ia no wonder)
Of deadly uoyse beare I the fearfull thunder.

know oot
t B

.1.

TH HIS BEING

g
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THE WAUERING LOVER WILLETH AN.
DREADETH TO MOUE HISE DESIRE.

Suca vaine thought, as wonted to misleade me,
11 desert hope by well assured mone, .
Makes me from company to line alone, =
1n folowing her, whom remson bids me flee.
A sfter her my hart wonld faine be gooa,
But armed sighes my way do stop anone,
Twixt bope and dresde lockinge my libertie ;
So fleeth sbe by geatle crueltie.
Yet ns I gesse yader disdaiofull brow,
One beam of roth ia in her cloudy looke,
‘Which comfortes the mind, that erst for fear shooke;
That belded straight the way; then seke I bow

To viter forth the smart 1 byde within ;

But such it in, 1 not? how to begin,

THE LOUER HAVING DREAMED EXJOY-
ING OF HIS LOUE, COMPLAINETH
THAT THE DREAME Jﬂ' NOT EITHER
LONGER OR mUER . ¢

ﬁ‘ "

UnsraBix dreame, acconding to the place,

Be stedfast ones, or eln at least be true;

By taxed rvetnesce, make me not Lo rew

The sodeyn loase of thy false fayned grace,

By good respect in such & dzogerous case,

Thou broogbteat not her ioto these tossing seun;

But madest my sprite to Live, my core t' encrease,

My body in tempest her delight t* embrwee,

The hady dead, the sprite had his desire,

Puinless wis th' one, the other in delight

Why then, alas! did it not kepe it right,

HBut thus returne to lespe ioto the Ber;

And where it was ut wish, could not remaine ?
Suchmockes of dreames do turn to deadly payne,

TRE LOUER VNN APPY, RIDDETH HAPPY
LOUFERS REJOICE IN MAIE, WHILE
HE WAILETH THAT MONTH TO HIM
MOST UNLUCKLY. '~ 1

Y& that inJoue find lucke end swete abundance,

And line in lust of joyful jolitie,

Arise for shame, do way your slugzacdy;

Arite, | nay, do May observ

Let me in bed !ye,

Tetmer r

Thal me betyde i )

Aa one whome 1l list little to advance.

Stephan saide true, that my pativitie

Mischanced was with the raler of May ¢

He gest (I prove) of that tha veritie,

In Moy my welth, 2nd eke my wittes, [ say,
Haue stand so oft in such perplexitie,
Joy, let me drenme of your felicitie.

7

—
THE LOUER CONFESSETH HIM IR 1OUFE
WITH PHILLIS. T v
Tr waker care, if n pale colour; v

1f many sighes with little speche to piaine;
[ know not.

WYATS

POEMS, J

Now jay, now wo, if they my chere distaimey
For hope of smal, if rouch to feare therefore,
To hast or slacke, wy pace to lesse, or more
Be signe of loue, then do T lone sgeine.
if thon aske whome ; sure sims [ did refeaine,
Brunet, that set my welth in suck & rore,
Th* unfained chere of Phyitis hath the place
That Brooet had; shea hath and ever shall;
She from my self now hath me in ber grace ;
Sbe hath in band, my wit, my will and ull:
My hart alove wel woorthy she doth stay,
Without whose belpe skant do [ lioe & day.

OF OTHERS FAINED SOROW, A
ct LOUERS FAINED MIRTH.

Cusan, when that the traytosr of Egipt |
With t' hoporable hed did him
Couering his hartey gladnesse, did represent
Plaint with his teares cutward, as i i» writ,
Eke Hannibal, when fortune bim out shit
Clene from his reigue, und from ol his enteot,
Laught to his fulks, whom sorow did torment,
His eruel dispite for to disgorye and guit.
5o chaunred me, that eucry passion
The minde hideth by colour eonlmry,
With frined rizage, now sad, pow mery;
Whehy if that 1 jJaogh at say season,
- It in becunse [ have oone other way

To doake my care, but ydey sporte and play,

. Tar

T

i

f——— ] j
1" OF CHANGE IN NYNDE.

Ecue man me telth, I change most my devise;
And oun my faith, methinke it good ressom
To change purpose, like after the season.
For in eche case to kepe still ove guine,
Is mete for them, that would be lnken wise;
And I am not of such maner condicion ;
But treated wiler & ditiers fashion ;
And thereupon my diversenesse duth ryse.
But yon, this diversenesse that hlamen most,
Change you po maore, but still sfter ane rate
Treate you me well; and kepe you io teat stats)
And while with me doth dyell this weried ghost,
My word por 1 shali be variable;
But always one, your own both frme and etable.

+

{s

HOW THR LOUER PERISHETH IN HN
1DELIGHT, AS THE FLIE IN T§E FIRE D

SomE fowles there be that hane a0 parfite sight,
Against the sunoe their eyes for to defends
And sotne, becaure the light doth them oﬂ‘ndJ
Neuwer appere, but in the darke or night:

Otber reioyce to see the fire so bright,

Apd wene to play in it, us they

Bt finde contrary of i :t. that they enlendc.
Alas, of that sort may I be by right:

Forto withatand ber loke I am not able;

Yet can [ not hide me in po derke place;

S0 foloweth me remembrance of that fuce,

Thet with my t2ary eyen, swoine, end rnstable,
My desteny to bahuld her doth me leade,
Atﬂyetlknowlmmmtothcslamk-
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AGAINST HIS TONG THAT FAILED T0
yor VTTER MIS SUTES. | 4 f

Bxcave 1 atill kept thee fro ives and blame,

And to my powsr slways thee honoured,

Uskinde tongue, ts yli hast thou me rendred,

For ruch desert to do me wreke and shame.

In vede of succaur 1zost when that 1 am,

To ask rewarde, thou stendes lyks one afraid;

Alway mast cold, and if one woord be mid,

A1 in u dreme, voperfit is the ssme;

And ye mit teares, ugainst my wyll eche sight,

That are with me, when 1 would be aloue;

Then are ye gone, when 1 abonld make my mone,

And ye »o ready righes, to make me shright,
Then are ye slacke, when that ye should out start,
And ouely doth my loke declare my bart.

[——] s
DESCRIPTION OF THE CONTRARYOUS
13 PASSIONS IN 4 LOUER. J .

T rraox mo peace, sod all my warre is doge,

I feare and hope; I barve, and frese lyke yee,

I fiye wlcft, yet can I not arise,

And nooght | bane, aod all the world T semsem,

‘That Jockes nor loseth, boldeth me in prison,

And bokdei me not, yet can 1 scape ho wyse:

Nor 1ettm me live, nor dye, at @y deuise,

And yet of death # geneth me occasion,

Without £¥e I'se, without tong I playhe;

1 wish to perish, yet [ aske for belth,

1 love another, agd 1 bate my wlfe; |

I fede me in soraw, snd lsugh in eli my paine,
Lo, thus dispicaseth me, bath deatl and life,
And my dolight is exumer of this strife

THE I1OUVER COMPARETH HISSTATE TO
A SHIPRE X PERILQUS STORME TUSS-

f4 ED ON THE SEA. . 5 4

My gally cherged with forgetfulnesse,

Torongh sharp seas, in winter nightes doth passe,

Twepe rocke, and rocke, and eke my foe (alas}

That is moy lord, stereth witk cruelnesse,

And every houre, a thought o readinesse,

As though that death were light in such = case,

An endlesse wynde doth teare the sayle apace

Of forced nighes and trusty fearfyinesse:

A rayne of teares, & rlowde of darke disdaine,

Have done the weried coardes great hinderance;

Wrethed with errour, &nd with ignorance,

The starres be hidde, that lead me to this paine.
Drounde is reason that shoulde be my comforle,
And I remuyne, disparriog of the po?e.

=
iy OF DOUBTFUL LovE. { ! 4

Avynxa the bright beames of thase faire eyes,
Where besbides that mine cft moystesand washeth;
The weried mynde strwight from the hert de-
To rest within bis worldly prrdyse; [parteth,
And bitter findes the awete, nnder his gise.

‘What webbes there e bath wrought, well he per-

cefveth,

Wherby then with himselfa on love ho plaiveth,
That spurs with fyre, and bridleth cke with yee: .

In such extremitir thus is be brought,

Frosen now cold, and now ke standes in Game:
Twixt wo und wealll, betwixt earnest and game,
With seidome glad, und many & diners thought;
In sote repentance of his bardinewse,

Of such & roote, loe, commeth frots frotelesss,

THE LOUVER SHEWETH HOW HE IS FOR.
SAKEN OF SUCH AS HE SOMETYME
ENIGYED,

Thzy flce from me, that sometime did me ke,
Witk naked fole stelkizg within my chamber:
Once haue § sene them gentle, me, and meke,
That now are wilde, and do not once remember.
That sometime they beue put themeelves in danger,
To take bread at my bend, and now they rmange,
Baycly seking in continunl change,

Thanked be fortune, it hath ben otherwise
Twenty times betler; but once especiall,
In thynne aray, afler o pleasant gise,
When her loose gowne did from ber shoutders fajl
And zke me caught in ber armes long and small ;
Apd therwithall, so swetely did me kisse, i
And softly sayd, dear hearte, bow like you thia?

It was no dreame; for [ Jay bromde awaking:
But al] is turcde pow through my gentleoesse,
ioto & bitter fashion of forsaking:

And 1 have lewue to go of ber goodnesse;

And she also to use new fangienesse,

Dat, tins that 1 vokindly 10 am eerved,

How like you this, what hath ahe sow deseroed?

= .

THE LADY TU AUNSWERE DIRECTLY
WITH YEA OR NAT,

Maipame, withouten many wordes,

QOnce | am sure, you wyll, or no:

And if you wyll, then leaue your bocrdes,
And s your wit, and shew it so.

For with a becke you shatl me call;

And if of ape, that butnes alway,

Ye haue pitie; or ruth at alf,

Aunswere him faire with yes or nsy.

If it be, yea; 1 siiall be faine.

£t 1f it be puy; frendes ma before.

You shall another man obtaine;
And ] mine owe, and yours no more.

TGO HIS LOUR WHOM HE HAD KISSED
AGAINST HER WYL
Aras, madsm, for stealing of & kirse,
flave 1 so rauch your mynde therin offanded ?
Or have | done ao greunusly amisse,
That by no mesnes it may not be amended?
Revange you then: the readjeat way is this;
Another Kisse, my life it shall huue ended,
For, to my mouth the first my hart did sacke,
The next shajl clene out of my brest it plucke.

E————

OF THE IELOUS MAN THAT LOUVED
THE SAME WOMAN, AND ESPIED THIS
OTHER SITTING WITH HER.

Tuz wandering gadling in the sommer tide, -
That fipdes the adder with his rechlease foote;
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Startes not dismayde m sodeinly aside, .
Aniealous dewpite did, thoogh there weve no boote :
‘When that he aaw me sittisg by her dde,
That of my health is very crop and rooke.

It plased me then to hans o faire & grace,

To stypge thehart, thint would basahed my place,

_——

TO HIS LOUE FROM WHOM HE HAD
HER GLOUES.

Waar n_:lz’thue threatning wondes, aod weated
winde?

Al this canpot make ma restore mry pray.

Té robbe yoor good, ywis ia pot my mynde:

Nor causelesse your fair band did [ display.

Let lowm be judpe, or els whom next we finde,

‘That may botb heare what you and 1 can sey.
She reft wy bart, and I a gloue from her:
Let us se them, if one be worth the other,

OF THE FAINED FREXNDE.

Rigwar trae it in, snd ;myd foll yare ago;

Tuoke hede of him that by the back the clawsth:
Por nope is worse than o a frendly fo

Though thee seme good, all thing thet the deliteth,
Yet know it well, that in thy bosome crepeth,

For many « man such fire oft times he lindleth,
That with the blase his besrd himeelf bhe singeth.

THE ILOUER TAUGHT, MISTRUSTETH
ALLUREMENTER

It may be good like it who list,

But | do doabt: who ¢an me bleme?

For oft sisured, yet have 1 mint;

And now sgeine | feur the sanse.

The wondes, that fren your mouth last came,
Of sodeine change make me agust, :
For dread to fali, I stand pol fast,

Alna! 1 tread an endles mase,
That seke t' accord two contraries ;
And bope thus still, mnd notbing hase,
Imprisoned in liberties:
An one mheard, and still that eries;
Always thirsty, and nought doth taste;
For dread to fall, ] stand no tiaxt.

Aszured, T dout T be not sure;
Should ] then trust unto such suerld;
‘That oft hath put the profe in ure,
And never yet have found it trostie.
Nuy, Sir, in faith, it were great folly :
fAnd yet my life thus do T wast ;

For dread to fall, I stam? nwt fast.

]

THE LOUER COMPIAINETH THAT HIS
LOUE DOTH XOT FITIE HIM.
Resovxne my voyce, ye woods, that brare me
Doth hils and vales eausing refiexion, [plaine,
Aud rivers eke, record ye of my peyne,
Which have oft forced ye by compemion,

As jurges, Jo, to beare my exclamecion,

WYAT'S POEMS.

Among whom roik (I finde} yet doth remayws;
Whare [ it soke, alas! there i disdaine.

ORt, ye rinery, io heare my wofull sconde
Have stopt your conrs, end pleinly to exprome
Many a teare by moisture of the ground,

The earth hath wept to heare my heavinesse :
Which canselesse I endare without redrespe.

The hugy okes have rosred in the winde:

Eche thimg, me thought, complaining in theyr kind,

Why then slus! doth not she oo me rew?
Or is her bart 50 harde that ao pitie, -
May in it sinke, my joy for to renew?

O stony hart, who hath thas framed thee
8o croel, that art cloked with benatie ;

That from thee may no grace to me procede,
Bot ay rewards, denth for (o be my mede?

THE LOUER REIOYSETH AGAINST FOR-
TUNE THAT BY HINDERING BIS SUTB
HAD RAPPELY MADE HIM FORSAKE
HI§ FOLLY.

I faith I wote not what to say,

Thy chaunces ben 10 wonderous,

Thou Fortune with thy diuvers play,
That makat tie ioyfol dolorous,

Aud eke the same right ioyous.

Yet though thy chaine heth me enwrapt,
Spite of thy hap, bap bath wefl hapt,

Thimgh thom hast set me for u wonder,
And sekest by change tw doe ore paine:
Mens mindes yet mayst thou not so order,
For bonestie, if it remame,

Shall shine for uli thy cloudy rmine;
In vuine thoa sekesl to have me trapt;
Sipte of thy bap, hap hath well bapk,

In hindering me, me didst thoo further,
And made a gup, where was a otile,
Cruell willes ben off put vnder,
Wening to lower, then didst thou smile:
Lacd, haw thy self thou didst begile,
That iz thy cares would haue me wrapt?
Bat spite of hap, hap hath well hapt,

A RENQUNCING OF HARDLY ESCAPED
L

FaREWELL the hart of cruettie;
Though that with peine my libertie,
Deare haue I bought, und wofully,
Fininbt my fearefull tragedy.

Of force | musat forsake such pleasore,
A good caose just, sins 1 indure,
Therhy my wo, which be ye sure,
Shall therwith go mwe to recure,

1 fare, ux one escapt, that fleeth;
Glad he is grme, and yet still feareth,
Spied to be caught aml @ dredeth
That be for vought bis pain leseth,

In joyfal paine, reroypee iny hart,
Thus to austaive of eche apart.

Let not thia song from thee asiart,
Welcome among my plexsant snar.



WYATES COMPLAINT VPON LOUE TO REASON,

THE IDUER TO RIS BPED, WITH DE-
SCRIBING OF Hi§ UNRUIET STATE.

Tra restfoll piace, renver of my smart,
‘The jaboore mlue encreasing my surow, -
‘The bodies ease, and troubler of my bart,
Huieter of minde, mine anquiet foe,
Forgetier of payoe, remembrer of my woe,
Tha plzea of slepe, wherein [ do bot wake,
Beaprent with teares, my bed, [ thee forsake,
The frosty snowes may not redresse my heat,
Nor, heat of Sonne abate my fervent cold,
T koow nothing to esse my paines so great
Hehe cure causetl encrense by tweaty foid,
Renewing cares upon my sorowes okl,

Sach cuertbwart effectes in me they make,
Besprept with teares, my bed for to formke.
But all for nought, 1 find no better ease
In bed or ont: this mest canseth my paine,
Where 1 do seke how hest that | may pilease;

My tost Taboor (alag) is all in vaine:

My bart once set, I cannot it refraine;

No place from me my grief away can take;
Wherfore with teares, my bed I theo forsake,

p——— |

COMPARISGN OF LOUE, T0 4 STREAMNE
FALLING FROM THE ALPES

Frox these hie hilles as when » spring doth fall,
It trilketh dowoe with still and sittle course,
Of tbis and that, it gathera aye and shall,
Till it bave just downe Sowed toltrumcandfum
Thes at the foote it rageth over all:
So fareth lows, when be bath tane a sourse,
Rage ia his nine, registance vuileth nope,
The first eachue is remedy alope.

f— |

WYATES COMPIAINT VPON LOUE TO
REAEON, WITH LOUES AUNSWERE.

Munx old dere enemy, my froward maister,
Afore that quens 1 caumie to be acited,

W bich boldeth the dinine part of our mtore;
That like as golde in fire he mooght be tryed,
Charged with doloar, thet I me presented

With horvible feare, ns one that greally dradeth
A wrongfull death, and iustice alway seketh,

And thns T aayd: * Ooce myleft foote, madame,
When 1 was yong, 1 set within his raigoe;
Whereby cther then fyry burniog flame,

I pener feli, bul macy a grevous paine,
‘Torment 1 soffred, anger and diadaive:
Thal mine oppressed pacienve was past,
And I mine owne life hated at the Last.

Thuae hitherto bave | my time passed
1o puine and smart; what wiiea is profitable,
How many pleasant duies have me escaped,
In seraing this false lyer so decesuable?
What wit hane wordes so prest and forceabls,
That may containe my grest mishappinesse?
And inst complaintes of his vogentlenesse?

o0 amali booy, moch aloes, and gall,

In bitternetse, my blinde life heue 1 tasted :
Hi false semblance; that tnroeth 2s o ball,
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With faive und amorons daunee, madema be traced,
And where I had my thooght and minds araced
From earthly frailnesse, and from vaine pleayure,
Me from my reat be 10ke and wet i errour,

God mads be me regundlessr, than | ought,
And to my self to take right little bede:
And for a woman haus [ set at nought,
Al other thoughtes, in thie only L spede:
And be was ooely counseler of this dede,
Whetting slwxies my yoothly fraile desire,
On crusl whetston, tempered with fre,

Bot (oh alas!) where had T ever wit,
Or other gift gevan to me ofnmn?
Tt shel be changed my weried sprita,
Then the alwtioate will, that is my ruler:
8o robbeth he my fredome with displeasure, -
Thin wicked truitour, whom { thas socuse;
That bitter Life bath tnmed in pleasant v

Ha bath me hasted, through divers regions,
Torough dewrtwoides, and sharpehye mountsines,
Through froward peoples nd throngh bitter passions,
Through rocky seas, and over hilles spd pluines:
With wery trausl, and with laborous paines,
Alwaies in trouble and in tediousoesse,

All in srrour, and daangerous distresse,

But potker be, nor she, my tother foe,
Fir all my flight did ener me focsake ;.
That though my tiwcly death bath been to slows
That me an yot, it hath not ouvertake:
The beaveniy gods of pite doe it slake,
And note they this his cruel tirnany,
That feedes bim, with my care, and misery.

5ins T was his, bower rested [ never,-
Nor looke to do, and cke the waky night=,
The hanished slepe may in Do wise recaner,
By guile and force, ouer my thralled spritew,
He is ruler, sins which beil newer strikes,
That 1 heare not a8 sounding to reoue
My pleinter, Hiomsell he knoweth that 1 sy troe.

For necer wormes olde rotlen stocke bave eaben,
Ax he my bert, where he i resident,
And doth the mme with death dayly thréaten; *
Thence come the teares, and thenas the bitter Wr-

ment,

‘The nighes, the wardes, and eke the languishment,
That noy both me, and peraventure other,
Judge thou that knowest the one and eke the tother.”

Mine adversair with soch greuous reproofs,
Thus he began, ** Heare fady the other party
That the ptaintrouth, fromm whichhedraweth aloofe, -
This vokind mean muy shew, ere that I part:
To his yony ege, 1 tooke him from that art,
That selleth wordes, and make a cluttering knight,
And of my wealth I gaue him the delight,

Now sbames be not oo me for to complain,
That held him tvermore in pleasapt game, '
From his desire that might haue beau his paing,
Yat therby alome I brought bim to wome fruine,
Which now as wretchednes, he doth s0 blame ;
And toward bonoar guickned 1 his wit,
Wheress a dastand els he mought haue sit,

He knoweth how great Atride that made Troy
And Hannibal to Rome 30 troubebous, [Freaty

Whom Homer booored, Achilles that grest;

aat
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And th' Affriesne Scipion the famous,
And many otber, by much hopour glorioas,
Whose fame and artes, did Jift them vp sbous,
1 did let fall iv base dishonest lone,

And voto him, though be mworthy were,
1 £hose the best of many & millivn;
That vrder sunne yet neotr was her 3
Of wisdom, womanhod, and of discrecion;
And of my grece I gave ber sach a facion,
And cke such way 1 taught her for to teache
That never tmse thooght hiz hart so bie might
reache.

Euver maore thus to content his mairtress,
Thut was hyy only frame of bonestie,
1 stirred him still towsrd gentlenesse;
And causde him to regard fidefitie;
Pacience I tanght him in adversitic :
Such rertues lsarned he in my great achoole,
Wherof repenteth now the ignorant foole,

These were the same deceites, and bitter gull,
That I have veed, the torpent and the eoger,
Fweter than euer did to other faill;

Of right good sede, ili fruite, Jo, thuy I gather
And 0 shall be that the unkinde doth farther:
A serpent nourish 1 vider my wing,

And now of nature gioneth he to sting.

And for to tell at last, my great wraice,
From Wousand dishopesties have | him dawen,
That, by my meanes, him in no maner wyie,
Neuer vyle plensurs once bath overthrowsn;
Wher in his dode, shame bath him alwaies

guawen ;

Douting repurt that should come to her eare:
Whom pow lie blames, her wauted he to feare;

What ener he hath of any hooest custome,
Of her, sl me, that bolds he ecery whit:
But lo, yet never was there nightly feutome,
So farve in errour, a3 be is from his wit,
To pluin on va: be striveth with the bit,
Which may rule bim, and do him esse, wnd
. aine,
And inl:me hower, make al his griefe his gaina,

But one thing yet there is aboue all other:
1 gave him winges, wherewith be might up flie
To bunour and fame; and if be woulde to hygher
Then mortal things, sboue the starry skye;
Conniderimg the pleasare, that an eye
Might gene in eanb, by reason of the loue;
‘What should that be, that lasieth siill abpoe?

And he the same himsvlf hath syd ere this,
Bt now, furgotien is buth thut and I,
"Fhat gaue him her, his anly wealth and hlisse,”
And et this word, with dedly skreke apd crye:
* Thou gmue her once (quod 1) but by and by
Thou tooke her ayen from we, that woworth the!”
' Notl, !;_qt price, mure worth than thoa,” (quod

At last, eche other for himsclf conclnded,
T trembling still, hut he, with-small renerence,
* Lo, thus, as we vche other have ncpused,
Dere [ady, now we wayte thine only sentence;”
She smiling, at the whisted andience,
It liketh me, quud she, to hane heard your question,
Raut leager tune Soth aske a resolucios.”

1

WYAT'S POEMS.

THE LOUERS SORCWFULL STATE MAK.
ETH HIM WRITE SOROWFULL SONGES,
BUT (SQUTHE,) HIS LOUE MAY CHANGE
THE SAME.

Mamveiz no more altho
The songs, I sing do mone ;
For other life then wo,
I never proued pone.
Ard in my hart aiso,
Ls grauen with letters depe,
A thousand sighes and e
A fivod of teares to wepe. .

How many a mao io smart,
Find a matter to rejoyce!

How many a moorning hart,
Sent forth o plesant voice :

Play who o can that part,

' Nedes must in me appere,
How fortune cuerthwart
Doth cause my moorning chere.

Perdy there b no man
If be saw neuer sight,,

That perfitly tell can,
‘The nature of the light.

Alns, how shoulde T thaa,
That never tast but sowre,

But do a& 1 began,
Continually to lowre,

But yet parchance some chasce,
May chance to change my tune,
Aud when (Sonch) chance doth chance,
Then shall 1 thanke fortupe.

And if I bave {Soach) chance,
Perehance or jt be loog,
¥or {Souch) a pleasant chance,
To uing some pleasant song.

THE IOUER COMPLAINETH HIMSELF
FORSAKEN,

Waerg shall I haue at mine owne will,
Teares 10 complaine? whare shal [ fet
Soeh wighes, that | may sigh my M,
Arc then agein my plaintes repete?

For thoagh my plaint shall have nooe ead,
My teares cannot scifise my wos

To mone my hanoe, have 1 no fread,
For fortunen frend, is mishaps foe.
Camiort {God wot) els haoe | nowe,
But in the wind to wast my wordes;
Nought moueth yoo my ded] mone,
Bot still you turn it into

1 speak wot now to moue your heaﬂ.
That you should ree vpon my pain;

The peatence gruen may not reuert,

1 know such labour were but vain.

But sins that 1 for you (my dere)

Have lost that thing, that was my beat,
A right awmall fosse it ust ap,

To lese these worden, and all the rest.
But though they sparkle in the winde,
Yet shall they shew your falshed faith,
Which is returned to bis kimde ;

For like to like, the prouerbe saith.
Fortune, and you did me ausnce,

Me thought I swumn, and coutd ot drown;
Happiest of al; but my mischance,

Did lift me vp, to throw.sse doww




THE LOUER SUSPECTED OF CHANGE

And you with ber, of craelnesss,

1id set your foote upos my neche,

Me, nod my welfare to oppresse;
‘Withent offence your heart to wreke,
‘Wiiere are yoor pleasant wordes (alns}
‘Where is yoor faith? your redfastnesse?
"There is no more dut al doth pame,
And [ am left ali comfortiense.

But sins $0 much it doth you greune,
And also me my wretched life,

Have here my troth: nought ahall releae,;
But deatb alone, my wretched strife.
Therfore farewel, my life, my death,

My guine, my loswe, my salve, my sore,
Farewell also, with yon my hreath,

For | am gone for evermore,

OF HIS LOUE THAT PRICKED HER FIN-
GER WIiTH A NEDLE.

Sax sate, and sowed, that hath Jone me the wrong,
Wherof | plain, and haue done many & day,
And, whiist she heard my plsict, io piteons song,
Bhe wisht my hart the sampler, that it lay.
The blind mafster, whom 1 have serusd 2o long,
Gradging to heare that he did heare ber say,
Made her own weapon do her finger blede,
To feele, if pricking were 10 good indede,

OF THE SANME-

‘WHAT moan bath bearde roch eruelty before?
That, when my plsint remembred her my wo,
‘That cansed it, she cruell more and more,
Wished eche stiche as she did sit and sow,
Had prickt my hert, for 10 encroase my sore;
And as f thinke, she thought it bad been o,

For us sbe thought, this is his bart ic dede,

She pricked hard, aud mede her self to blede.

RERUEST TO CUPIDE FOR REUENGE OF
A HIS VNKINDE LOUE./(,

*

oLD, Loue, thy power how she despiseth,
Ky grevous peic how little she regundcth:
The solempe othe wherof she takes no oure,
Broken she hath, and yet she bydeth sure,
Right at her ease, and little thes sbe dredeth:
Weaponed thou art, and she ynarmed sitteth;
To the disdainfuil, all ber life she leadeth
To me spitefull, without jost cause Or Measares
Behold Loue, how proudly sbe triumnpheth.
1 am in boid, but if the pitie meueth,
Go, bend thy Low, that stony bertes hreaketh,
Aod with some stroke, reuenge the greut disples-
Of thee, and hig that sorow doth endure,  fsure
And as his [ord thee lowly bere entreateth, P

| ————— !

COMPLAINT FOR TRUE,_JOUE! VNRE-
SUITED. | N

/ Lﬁu‘r vaileth troth} or by it, to take pain?
Te nriue by stedfustncsa for to atiaio
How ta be just, and fie¢ from doublenense?
Since ail alike, where ruleih craftinesse,

sté

Rewarded is both erafty, false, and plin,
Soonest he spedes, that most can lye 2od faine
True mesning hart i had iu hye disdaine,
Againet deceit end cloked doublenesse,

What vaileth trouth, or parfit stedfastnese?
Deceiued iz he, by false and craftie train,

Thot meanes uo gile, and fithfull doth remaine
Within the trap, without heip or redrese.

But for to love, Lo, such a steme higistresse,
Where crueltie dweiles, alas, it were iu vain.

THE LOUVER THAT FLED LOUE, NOW
FOLOWES IT WITH HiS HARME.

SomwTIME T fled the fire, that me o brent,

By sex, by land, by water, and by winde;

And now the coales I folow, that be quent,

Frow Dover to Cales, with wiiling minde.

Lo how desire is both forth sprong, and spent;

And he mey see, that whilome was s¢ blinde,
And all hie lshour janghes he now to scorne,
Meashed in the hreers, that erst wan onely toroes

' =
“THE LOUVER FOPETH OF BETTER
CHAUNCE,

Hx is not dend, that scintime bad a fall,

The sunpe returnes, that hid wes onder clowde,

And when fortune hath spit out ali ker gall,

T trust, good luck to me shal be alowed

For i have sene a sbip i haveu fali,

After that stormehath brokebothmaste andshroud;
The willow ele, that stoupeth with the winde,
Dath rise againe, and greater wood doth hinde.

P ——_

THE LOUER COMPARETH M8 HART TO
THRE OUER-CHARGED GONNE.

Trx furicus gonce, ic his most mging yre,

When that tbe boule is rammed in too sore,

And that the Game cannot part fron: the fire g

Crackes ip sunder, and in the ayer do rore

The sheutred peces: so doth my desire,

Whose Bame sncreaseth ay from more to more; -
Which to let ont, | dare bot loke, nor speake;
8o iward force my heart doth wli to breake.

1
THE LOUER SUSPECTED OF CHANGE,
| ¢ PRATETH THAT [ BE NOT BELEUED
AGAINST HIM. } &

Accusep though [ be, withont desert,
Sith none ean proue, belene it not for true:
Por never yet, aince that you had my bert,.
lotended I to falee, 61 be votrae,
Soonér I would of death sugtain the amart,
Than breake one word of that T promised youy
Accept thecfore my service in good part:
Noue is aliue, that can il tonges eschaw.
Hold them as false, and let not v depart,
Qur freudship old in hope of aoy new;
Put not thy trust ic suck & vee o fayn,
Except thou otinde to put thy frend to paym
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THE IOUER ABUSED RENOUNCETH
LOVE. /9

Mr tove to #COT, My WTnice to retaine,
Theria e thought yoo veed crueltie,
Bince with good wyll T lost my libertie,
Might never wo yet cause me to refeaine;
But only this, which is extremitie,
To geus me nought (alas) not to agres
That a8 I was, your man | might remaine:
But since that thas ve list to order me,
That would bave been your serusnt tris and fast,
Displease you not, my doting time ia past,
Aud with my losse to leane I must sgree;
FPor a# there is a certaine time to rage,

1;,
5o is thers tyme such madnes w auswage. ’

—
THE LOUER PROFESSETH HIMSELFE
CONSTANY.

Wrrunx my brest I neuer thonght it gaine
Of gentle minden the fredome for to Tose;
Not in my hert sank pever mich disduine,
Tobea forger, faultes for to disclose,

Nor [ ean oot endure the truth 40 glose,
To et a glosse vpan &n earnent paine,

Nor I am pot in nomber one .of those,
‘That list o blow retreste to eyery texine,

HE LOUER SENDETH HIS COM-
PLAINTES AND TEARES TO SUE FOR
GRACE,

Passr forth my wonted cryes,
Those cruel emres to pearce,
‘Which in rooxt batefull wyse,
Do still my plaintes reverse,
Do you,; my tesres, elso

So wet her barrein hart

That pitie there may grow,
And crusitie depart.

For though bard rockes mnong
She semnes to hane ben bred,
And of the tigre fong .
Bene nourished aad fod,
Yet shall not oature change,
If pitie coce win plaoe;
Whom as ynknowen and strange
She tow away doth chase

And as the waler soft,
Without forcing or strength,
Where that it falleth oft,
Hard siomes doth perce st length:
S0 in her stony bart,
My plaintes at 1ast shall graas,
Aod rigour set apart,
Wyone graunt of that I crage.

Wherkre, my plainies, present
5til s0 to her my mute,
As ye through her amsent,
May bring 0 me some frute.
Ard ws she shall me proue,
8o bid ber me regarde,
And render loue for loue,
Wkich is » jost rewarde,

WYATS POEMS.

THE LOUERS CASE CANNOT BE HIDDEX
BoW EUER HE DISSEMBLE.

- Youn lokes 10 often cast,
Your eyes o frendly rolde,
Your sight fixed so fast,
Alwayez one to beholde:
Though hide it faine ye woulde,
It plainely doth deciare,

Wha hath your hart in held,
Axnd where good will ye bare,

Paype would ye finde s cloke,
Your brenning fire to hide,
Yet hoth the Hame and smoke,
Breaken out on evory side,
Ye cannot lone 80 guide,
That it no imue winne:
Abrode nedes must it glide,
That brenv so hotte within.

Four cause your self do wink,

Ye judge all other blinde,

*  And pecret it you thiok,
Whith euery man dothe finde.
In weat oft spende ye winde,
Your #eH in {one to quit;
For agues of that kinde,
Wylt show, who hath the 6t

Your sighes you fet from farre,

Ard all Lo wry your wo;

Yet are ye ner the narre,

Men are not blinded so.
Depely oft swere ye, No;

But gl those othes are vaine,

So well yowr eye doth shew,

Who puttes your bart to paine.

Thinke not therfore to hide,
That still it self betrayes,
Nor seke mesnes to provide
To derk the supny dayes.
Porget those wonted wayes,
Leave of such frowning ehere,
There wyll be found no stayes,
To stoppe ¢ thing so clere

r——

THE LOUER PRAIETH NOT 7D BE DI%
DAINED, REFUSED, MISTRUSTED,
NOR FORSAKEN.

Dispaznm me not withost desert;
Nor leaue me not 30 sxleniy ;
Siuce well ye wol, that in my hert,
[ meane ye uot but honestly,

Refuse me nol withoat cause why;
Nor think me not to be wajust,
Since that by lot of fantasie,

Thin careful knot nedes kuit I must.

Mistrust me not, thongh some there be,
That faine woulde spot my siadfastnesre;
Beleue them nut, sins that ye 2, -
The prafe is pot, us they expresse.

Formnke me uot, till | deseroe,
Nor bate me not, tll [ offende,
Devtroy me not, till that I swerue,
But sins yo kacw what I entamde,




TO HIS LADIE, CRUEL OVER HER YELDEN LOVER,

Dimdsing me not, that mm your owne,
Refume me oot, that am so troe,
Mistrast me pot till all be knowns,
Forake me not now for oo new,

- — |

THE LOUVER LAMENTETH HIB ESTATE
WIiTH SUTE FOR GRACE.

Fox wact of will in wo I plaine,
Uader colour of sobemesse ;

Renewing with my sute my paine,

My wan bope with your stedfastoesse.
Awnke therefore of geatiencme,
Regard st lenth, | yoo sequire,

Ny swelting paines of my devire,

Betimes who geveth wyllyngly,
Bedoubled thanks nye doth deserue,
And 1 that sos unfeinedly,

1o froitiesse bope, alna! do sterue,
How great my camse is for to swerue,
dad yet bow stedfast is my mate,
La! ber: ye see: where is the froie?

As boande that hath his keper Jost,
Seke 1 your presence to obtaine;
Ia which my hart deliteth most,
Aed fhal) delight though 1 be slain,
Yoo may release my band of paine;
Lose Lhen the care that makes me crie
For want of helpe, or els [ dye.

1 dye, thongh hot incontinent;
By processe yet eonsumingly ;
Ay wnat of fire, which doth refent:
Kyon ms wilfull will deny.
Wherefore cease of mueh cruelty,
Aod lake me wholy in yoor grace,
Which acketh will to chamge bis place,

TAE LOVER WAILETH HI§ CHANCED
JOVES,

b eueTy moan might him acaut,
o fortnues friend!y chere,

N was vy self | must it graunt,
For | baue booght it dere:

And derely haue I held also

The glory of her name,

In yielding her such tribute, lo,
As did set forth ber fame,

Sometime | stocde w0 in ber grace,
That 48 § would require,
Ech icy 1 thought did me embrace
That fundeved my desire ;
And all thesa pleasures lo! had I,
That faney might spport;
And nothing she did e deny,
That wa» unto my comfort.

I bad {what wounld you more perdie i}
grace that | did crane.

Thos fortunes will was voto ma

* AH thing that I woold baue:

Batall to ratbe, mlas! the whike,
:enmlt on such & ground: "

ipace, to greats w goi
I per sow hana 1 found. _‘m ’

”nr

For she bath tnroed so ber whele,
That I vubeppy wan
May wayie the time that [ dyd fele,
‘Wherewith she fed me than;
For broken now are her behestes,
And pleasant lockes she guue,
And therfore now al sy requestas
From perill cannot mve,

Yet would 1 well it might appere
Ta ber my chiele regard;
Though my desertes have been to dere
To merite soch reward.
Sins fortuned will 5 pow so bent
To plague me thus poore mam,
1 wust my self therwith content,
And bear it | caa,

TO HIS LOUE THAT HAS GIVEN HIM
ANSWERE OF REFUSELL

ThE answere that ye made to me, my dere,
When | did me for my poore hartes redress,
Hath so appalde my counwance, and my chere,
That in this case, I am all comfort!esse,

Sins [ of blame Do cause can well expresse.

I haue oo wrong, where I can claim po right,
Nought tane me fro, where [ bave nothing had,
Yet of my wo, I cannot 80 be guite;

Nawely ains that anothar may be glad
With thai, that thus in sorow maken me sad

Yet none can claime (I say} by formar gmant,
That knoweth not of any gmuat at all;
And by desert, I dare well make auant,
Of faithfull will; there is 20 where that shall,
Bewre pou more troth, more ready at your call

Now good then, cull againe that bitter wond,
That I.m!rhtymrﬁ'end o nere with pangs of
peine;
And my, my'dare, that i was mid in bord:
Late or to sone, let it not role the guioe,
Wherwith free will deth true desert retaine.

1o
;:m HIS- LADIE, CRUEL DPUVER HER
? YELDEN LOV.

Spen i the course that natores kind bath wmoght,

That snakes hane time Lo caat away their stinges:

Agninst chainde praowers what verde defence be
sought,

The Rerce Iyon will burt no yeiden thinges; .

; should sach spight be pucsed twem by
thought

Sith all these powess are prest under thy winges,

And eke thou seest, and reason thee hath taught,

‘What mischiafe malice many wayes it bringes:

Consider eke, that spite nvaileth naught

Therefore this song thy fault to thee it simges:

Displease thee not, for saying thus my thoaght

Nor bate thown him from whowm no hate forth springes,

For furies, that in beli be execrable,

For that they khate, are nade mont miserable.
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THE LOUER COMPLAINETH THAT
DEADLY SICKNESSE CANNOT HELP
HiS AFFECTION.,

Taz eomy of life, decayer of al kinde, '

‘That with his colde withers away the geene

‘This other night me in my bed did finde,

And offerd me to rid my fever clepe,

Axnd X did gruat so did dispaire me blindes

He drew his bow with errowes sharp and kene,
And straka the place where Jove bad hit before,
And drave the fint dart deper more and more.

THE LOUER REIOYCETH THE ENI[OY.
ING OF III8 LOUE.

Oncs, os methonght, fortane me kist,
And bade me aske, what | thought best,
Ard 1 should haue it as me Jist,
Therwith to set my hart in rest.
I asked but my Jadies batt,
To bave forensrmore myne owne;
‘Then at an end were all my smart;
Then should I nede no more to mope.
Yet for all that a stormy binst,
Had ouerturnde this goodly nay:
And fortane semed at the Ixst,
That to her promise she said nny.
But liks =3 one out of dispaire,
To sodeine hope reuined I;
Now fortune sheweth her selfe so fuire,
That I content me woodersly,
My mcet desire my hapd mav reach,
My wyll is alway at my hande,
Me nede not long for to besech,
Her that bath power me Lo coprande.
What earthly thing more ceo 1 cruve,
What would [ wishe more at my wili ?
Nothing oo earth more would ! haue,
Save that 1 haue, 10 hage it.atill
For forture now hive kept her prometse,
In grunnting me oy most desire,
Of my wouernigne 1 baue redresss,
. And | eontent me with my hire.

e

THE LOUVER COMPLAINETH THE VN-
KINDNES OF HIS- LOVE.

M7y lute awake perform the fust
Lahour, that thou acd [ shall wast:
And end that I hane now begonne,
And when this song is song and Dast,
My luee be still for I houe done.

As to be hesrd where care is poDe,
Av Jeade {0 grune in marhle stone;
My song may pearse her hart as wone,
Bhould we then ii;h, qr sing, or mon«,
No, no, my lute, for [ have done.

The rocken do not 90 cruelly
Repulse the wsues continually,
A# ahe my sete and affection:

So that [ sm past remedy,
Wherhy my lute acl [ baue dove.

Proude of the spoile that thou hast gotta
Of timple hartx through lones shot,
By whome vnkind thou bast them wonme:
Think not he bath his bow forgot;
Although my lute and I haue done.

WYAT'S POEMS.

Vengeance shell fall on thy disdaioe
That makest but gume on ewrnest payne,
Thiok not alone voder the sunpe
Unquit 10 cause thy lovers plnine;
Although my lute and T have done.

May chancs thes lie withered aod olde,
In winter gighten that ave w0 colde,
Playniog in vsine uasto the mooe;

Thy wighes then dare not be tolde:
Care then who fist, for T haue done.

And then mey chaupee thee to repent
The titne that thou hast joat and spent,
To cause thy lowers sighs and swowne;
Then sheit thou know besutie but lent,
And wish and wuot as | bave done,

Now ctuse, my lute, this is the last
Labour, that thon aod T shall wast,
And ended is that we begonne:

Now is this soog both song and pasty
My lute be still, for 1 bave dopa

ROW BY A KJSSE HE FOUND BOTH HIS
LIFE 4AND DETH.

NATURX, that gaue the bee so feate & grace,
To finde bony of so wondrous feshion,
Hath taught the spider ovt of the same place
To fetch poyson by straunge siteeseion.
Though this be strange, it s & franger cawe,
With one kitse by secret operacium .
Both these at once in those yonr lips to finde,
In change wiherof, I lesus my hart behipde.

THE LGUER DESCRIBETH IIS BEING
TAKEN WITH SIGHT OF HiS LOUE

UxwaRELY 80 was neser no man enught,
With stedfast loke upos a goodly face,

Ad 1 of lute; For sodeinely me thought,
My bart was torne out of hiv place.

Thorow mine eye the stroke from hers did alide,
And duwne directly to my heart it ranoe,
In heip whereof the bood therto did glids,
And left my face both pele and wanpe.

Then was 1 like a man for wo amased,
Or ke the fowle that fleeth into the fire;
For whyle that I vpon her beautie gused,
The more 1 burode in my desire.

Anca the bioud start in my face aguine,
Inflamde with heat, thal it bad &t my bham,
And brought therwith throughout in every vaize,
A quaking heat with pleassnt mmart.

Then was | like the strawe, when thet tha flame,
I3 driueu therin, by force and mge of wynde;
I can not tell, a lasa! what 1 shall blame,
Naor what to seke, wor what to finde,

But well 1 wot, the griefe doth bokl me scre
In heate and cold, hetwint bath bopu end dveads,
That, but her help to health do me restors,

4 This restiessa [yfe | may not lesde.




THE LOUER PRAIYETH HIS OFFRED HART TO BE RECEAUED. 379

TO HIS LOUER T0 LOKE VPON HYM,

ALL in thy loke my life doth whole depende,
Thou hydest thy self, and I must dye therefore;
But sioce thou maist s enscly kelpe thy frend,
Wby doest thou atick to saiue that thou madest
Why do I dye, since thou maist me defend, [sore?
Agpd if | dye thy life may iast oo mome;

For eche by otber doth Jine and huus reliefe,

1 in thy loke, aud thou most in my gricfe.

THE LOUFR EXCUSETH HIM OF
WORDRS, WHERWITH HE WAS VN-
JUSTLY CHARGED.

Prapy 1 said it zot,

Nor meuer thoaght to do:
Az well as 1 yo wat,

I haue oo power tberata,
And if T did, theloy, .
That first did me enchaina,
May never slaks the koot,
Bat straite it ta my paine.

And if1 did eche thing,

That maje do harme or wao,

Continvally maie wring
My bart where 00 I go.
Report maie slwais ring

Of shamwe on me for aye,

If in my heart did spring
The words Lhat you doe saye,
Axnd if 1 did, eche starre

That is in beagen aboue,
May frowme on me 10 ATTE
‘The bope 1 bave in loue
And if 1did; soch warre
As they broaght vato Troy,
Bring all mvy Sile as farre
From ail ki luct-and ioy.
Ard ] did vo sy,
The beautis thmt me boumde;
Eccresse from dey to day
More cruel Lo my wounde,
With all the mone that mey,
To plaint mey turoc my song;
My life may soone decaye, - -
Without reviresse by wrong. -
if I be cleare from thongkt,
Why do you then complayne?
‘Then is this thing but roughs
‘To tarpe iy hatt to paine.
Then this that you baus wrought,
You must it now redresse;
OfF right therfore you ought
Such rigour to represae.
And az T haue deserued,
So grant me now my hyre,
You know | nerer swaru
You neuer found me lier,
For Rachel have I seroed,
For Leah carde I neuer,
And her | baue reserned
Within my hart for ener.

—_

OF SUCH AS H4D FORSAKEN HIM.

Lux my faire fawlcan, and thy fellowes alf,
How well pleasant it wers your libertie, .
Ye not forsake me, that fayre mought you full,
Bot they that smetime liked my company.

Like Tice away from dead bodies they orali,
Loe! what a proof in light adversitie,
But ye my birda I awere by all your beiles,
Ye boa my frandes and very few ellen

A DESCRIPTION OF SUCH A ONE AS
HE WOULD LOUE..

A pace thut sbould content me ous

Should not be fire, but louely to bebold,

Of tiuely Joke ail griefe for to repel;

With right good grace 3o wouid [ that it shoald

Speke without word, such wordes as noue can tell,

Her tresse also should be of crisped goide;
Withwit, und these perchaunceit mightbe tride,
And kuit againe with knot that » oot slide,

e

HOW VMPOSSIBLE IT IS TO FINDE
20 SUIET IN LOUE. D@ {

Eveg wy bap iv slack and slow in comymg
Denire encreesing aye my hope vocertsine,
With doubtifnl loue that but encreaseth paice;
For, tigre like, so swift it is in parting,
Alns! the snow blacke shall it boe and scaldiog,
The sea wateriease, and fishe upon the mountaine,
The Temmes shall back retnrne into bis fountaine,
Aund where he rose, the Junne ahall take hislodging
Ere [ in this finde peace or quietnesse;
Or that lous, or my ladie right wisely,
Leaue to conspire sguingt me wrongfully.
And if [ baue after such bitiernesee
Oue drope of swete, my aicuth is out of taste,
That al my trust and trzvell is but wasta

3
——————1

OF LOUE, FORTUNE, ANl} THE LOUKRS
MINDES - 7}-

Loug, fortune, and my minde whith doe remember *
Eke that is now snd that, that once hath bene,
Torment my hart so sore that very often
 hate and enny them beyond wll memsure.
Love flseth my hart, while fortune j& depriner
Of all my comfort; khe foolish minde than
Barneth and plaineth, meone that very seldam
Liveth in rest.- S0 still in displensure
My pleasant dayes they flete and pasie
And dayly doth myne yll change to the worme,
Whyle more then baife is mnne now of my course,
Alas, not of steeje, but of brittle glasse,

1 se that from my band faileth my truat,

And all my thoughtes are dashed into dust.

/

LY

THE LOURR FPRAIYETH HIS OFR‘R&U
4% HART 10 BE RECEAUED. ). 7

How oft tace 1, my deere and ctuell foe,

With my great paine to get some peace or truce,
Gever you my bart: but you doe not vee,

Ia vo hie things, to cast your minde o low,

If any other loke for it, =3 yor trow,

Thbeiv vaine wesks hope doth grestly them abase;
And that thus I disdaine, that you refuse,

It was quce mine, it eaz no more be vo.

— ——1]

-~
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I1 yon it chafe that it in you can finde
In this enile n0 macoar of comfrte,
Nor Liue alope, nor where ba is calde, vesort,
He may wander frem his oaturel kinde,
Go shall it be great hurt volo vu twaine,

And yours the losee, and mios the deadly paine,

THE LOUERS LIFE COMPAR
ALPES. . g4

Lyxx unto these ynmeasmble mommtaints,

So is my painfull life the burden of yre; ¢

For hie be they, and hie is my desire;

And I of tesres, awd they be full of fountaines.
Vnder craggy rockes they haue barren plaines,
Herd theughts in me my wofull minde doth tire:
3maell frute and many leaves their tops do sitive,
With small effect great trust in e Temaines.
The boistrous winda oft theire high bowes do blaat,
Hott sighes in me continually be shed,

Wilde beasts in them, fierce loue in me iy fed:
Unmoueable am I, and they stadfast.

Of siogiong-birdes, they baue the tune and note,
Apdlalweyesplaintes passing through my throte.

AND LOUING OTHER. i <
1y amorous faith, or if an hart ynfained, r
A sweie Jangoor, & grenle louddy desire,

1f honest wyll kindled in gentle fire,

If long errgut o & blind mase chained,

H in my viwege eche thooght distained,

Or oy sparkeling voice, lower or hier,

Which feare and shame 50 wofally doth tyre,
N pale colour which lone alas bath stained,

¥ to baus anctber then my el more dere,

If waleing or sighing continnally,

With sorvwful anger feding bunly,

U burning farr, of wnd if frisieg nere,

Are canso thet 1 by lcue my welf destroy,
Yours is the fault, and mine the grest sunoy.

-

F

A RENUMINCING -OF LOVE, } 6'

Fanewers, loue, amd all thy lawes for ever,

Thy hayled hookes ahall tangle me wo more;

Senec, and Plato call me from Lhy lore,

To parflt weith, my witt for to endewer.

In blinde errour when | did persener,

Thy sharp repulese, that pricketh aye 50 sore

Taoght me in trifles that I set no store;

But scapte forth thence since libertia is lever:

Therefore, farewelt, go trouble youger harts,

And in me claime noe more anctoritie:

With ydle youth goe vse thy propertie,

And theron spend thy many brittle dartes.
Pur hitherto though 1 baue lost my time,
Me list no lenger rotten bonghs to cline.

THE LOUER FORSAKETH RIS VNKINDE
"

LOUE, I
My hart 1 gawe thee, not to doa it pain,
Bat to presevue, o, it to thee was takea,
) kcrued thee, not that | should be forsaken,
But, that 1 should receiue reward againe,

WYATS POEMS. _

TO THE

CHARGING OF HIS LOUE 48 }NPI oUs

J

I waa comtent, thy saroavk to remaine)
Amd pot to be ropayed on thia faabion.
Now since in thee threre is none other reasn,
i thee pol, if that't do-vefrain.
Unsaciat of my wo aud thy desire;
Assured by cradt for to excase thy fauli:
Bat siny it plenseth thee to fain defadlt,
Farewell I ray, departing from ibe fire.
For be that doth beleae, bearing in baud,
Ploweth in the water, and soweth in the and

LTHE LOUJER DESCRIBETH HIS REST-
1 LESSFE STATE. o

Tue faming sighes that boyle within my breast,
Sometimne break forth and they can well declare,
The hartes vorest, and how that it doth fare,
The paine therof, the gricfe, and ail the rest,
The waterred eyen frum whenee the teares dofil,
Do feel soma force or elce they would be dry,
The wasted fiesh of colour ded can try,

And somtime tell what swetness is in gull.

And be that last to see, snd to discearne,

Hew care can Gwee within & weried mind,
Come be to me | am. that place assinde;

But for ail thix, no foree, it doth oo barme,

The woande, alus, bappe in some other plare,
From whenoe noo toole away the skarre ot nu.y

But you that of such like have had yoar part,
Can bext be indge. Wherefore my friesl w0 dert,
[ thought it good my staie shoold now eppae
To you, and that there i po greut desart.

And whares yoo in weightly metters great,
Of fortunc saw Uw shadow that you keow,
For trifling thinges I now am stricken &,
That thoagh | fele my hart doth wousd asd bl
1wt alone rave oo the second duy
My feuer comen, with whome 1 spend my time
In baruing heat while that she list assigne.
Aud who hath helth aud libertie slonie,
Let him thank God, and let him not proooke,
To haue the like of this my painfull strole.

LOUVER IAMENTES/THE DEATH

2 OF RIS LOGE. .
T‘x piller perisht is wherto I lent,
The strongest siay of mine voquiet minde;
The like of it po man again can Gude,
From east to ‘west vtill seking though e westy
Ta mine ynhappe. For happe sway hath reat
Of all my ioy the very bark and rinde,
And ] (alasf) by ch nm thus assiods,
Dayly to meome till desth do it releat.
But gins that thus it is by desteny,
What can [ more but have a wolufl bart;
My peune iu plaint, my voyce in cazefull oryé,
My mynde in wo, my body full of smart,

And 1 my welf, iy self alwaits to hats,

Tyll dreandfull desth doe ease my doltioll #8i¢,

.i%'HB LOUER SEXNDETH }G n

MOUE HIS SUTE.

Go burnlog sighes unto the frosen bart,
Goe break the v which pities [ainfull dart




COMPLAINT OF THE ABSENCE OF HIS LOUE.

Might mever perce, and if thet mortall prajer
1n heauen be heard st lest yeu 1 desire,

That death, or mercy, end my wofoll smart:

- 'Fake with thee puib, whersof 1 haue my part,
And eke the flurps from which 1 cannot start,
And leaue me then in rest, 1 you require,
Goe borning sighes fuldl] that I desire,

I most go worke, 1 wee, by crwil and urt,

For truth and faith in ber is laid apart: -
Alas 1 capcot therefore pow wmile ber,
With pitfoll complaint and scalding fier,
‘That from my brest deceiunbly doth start,

COMPLAIRT OF THE ABSENCE OF HIS
LOUE,
Bo fechie is the thred that doth the borden stay,
Of my poor life; in heauy plight Lhat falleth in de-
cay, [raceoars,
‘ "That bat it haue elewhere some ayde or mume
The ruoning spindle of my fate anon shall end his
couree, [part,
For tipce 1honhsppy hoare that dyd me to de-
Frosn my swete weale one only bope hath stayed
my lifc apart, [ icvcbe,
Which doth perswade such words voto my sored
Maintaine thy selfe, O wofull wight, sume hetter
tock to finde: E‘ghl,
For though thou be depriued from thy desired
Who ¢an thee tell, if thy returne be for thy more
delight? [couer,
Ov who can tell, thy o if thou mayst once re-
Somve pleasant bowver Ly wo may wiap, and thee
defend and coner. {teinad,
Thus io this trus,, as yet it bath my life sus-
Bat now (wlas) 1 see it faint, and I by trost am
trained. [bend,
The tyme doth fiete, and 1 me how the howers do
Go fast, that | bane scant the space to markemy
comming end, [bis light,
Westward the Suppe from oat the cast seunt shews
When in the west be bies him srwyghte withio the
derk of night;
Aud comes ws faat, where he beynn his path awry,
From esm t0 west, frvm went to east, 5o doth bis
icurney Lye. [betes
The lyfe so short w0 fruyle, that mortall men live
Soe great s weight, so bepuy charge the bodyen
ibat we bere; {apace,
That when | thmk ypon the dirlaunce and the
That doth %0 farre devids me from my dere desined
face,
1 know not how t'atizine the wroges that | require,
To Iyt me up, that 1 migkt fly, to follow my desyre.
Thes of that bope that doth my life something
sustaine,
Alas I feare, and partly fele, full little doth remaine.
Eche place doth bring me grief, where 1 doe not
bebold, [went the keys to hoid
Thoee fively cyes, which of my thoughts, were
Those thonghtey wer pleasant swete whilst I en-
ioyd that grace, [arell embrace.
My pleasure past, my present pain, when I might
And fur beeavnse my waut should more my woe
encrease, [doth never cease.
In watch and alepe both day and oight, my =ill
That thimg (o wishe whereof syns Td lose the
_sight, [hart delight,
Was neuer thivg that mought in onght my wodull

a1

Thunessy life 1 lande, doth teach me for o mete,

The foodes, the seas, the land, the hilkes, that doth
thom emermete. © to clere,

Twene me and those sheoe lights that woated for

My darked pangs of cloudy thoughts, aa hright as
Phebus wphere

-] i beacheth me ning, what was my pleasant state,

The more v fele by such record how that my
weith dath hata,
1f voeh record (akas) proucks thenflamed minde,
Which sprang thet day that I did leaus the best
of me behind.
I loue forget himselfa by Yength of abaence lat,
Who doth me guide (O wofull wretch) vnto this
haited net [for me,
Where doth encrease my care, much hettor were
As dumane sn stone, all thing forgot, still sbsent
for to he. (xlasne,
Alaw the clesr cbristall, the bright tmnepleadant
Doth not bewray the colourn bid which vudermeath
it ey {throwes discouer,
As doth thaccumiwed sprite the thoughtfull
of hm de‘liln of fervent lous, that in our hartes
ight;
Out by these eyel it shewath that evemol;"usde-
1n plaint and teares to seek redress, and eke both
day und pight. [reioyce,
Those kindes of ph ef most wherein men o
To me they do redonble still of stormy sighes tha

tent,

royce,

For, T #m one of them, whom playnt doth well con-

It Bites me well my aheent wealth me semes for to
lamnent; [t.n.me,

And with oy teares tassy to charge mine eyes

Like as my Imt shoue the briuk i fraughbted full
uf payoe {troate

Aod for henunthmm that those fair eyes 10

De mo prouoke, I will returne, my plaint thus to
repeat: .

For there is nothing els, 8o touchetb me within,

Whete they rule all, and [ alone, nought bul. the
case or llun,

Wherefore | shali returne to them, as well, or apring

From wbom descends my morial woe, aboge all

. other thing.
S0 sbell mine eyes in payne nccvmpany oy hort,

That were the guides, that did it lead of loue ta
feal the ooart. (pride,

The crisped gold that doth mmmoant Appolics

The liuely streames of pleasant starres that voder
it doth glide. {theire heete,

Wherein the beames of loue doe still incresss

‘Which vet so farme touch me to oear in cold to
make mse sweat:

The wise und plewsant talke, soe rare or etse alone,

That gave to me the curteis gift, that earst had
DEUET DonE,

Be farre from me alas, and euvery olher thiog,

I might forbeare with bettar will, then thia that did
me bring {payne,

Wilh plepsand woord and cheer, redress of lingred

And wonted oft in kindled will to verioe me to
trayne.

Ttrus am § furst to hear and 'hnrken after newes,

My comfort scant, my large desire in doubifal
tran renewes.

And yet with more delight o mone my wofull
case,

1 must contplaine those hands, those armus, that
fGrmly do embrace
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Me from my self, and rule the steroe of ‘my poar
life,
The swete dirdaynes, the pleasant wruthes, and
eke the lonely strife.
'I'hat wonted well 1o tune in temper fust and meta,
The rage, that oft did make me erre, by furour vo=
discrete.
Al this is bid fro me with sharp and mgged hilles,
At others will my long abode, my depe dyspayr
ful@lles. [drenss,
Ard if my hops sometime ryse vp hy mome re-
It stumbleth straight for feable faint my fear hath
soch excesse.
Huch in the sort of hope, the lesx for more desyre,
And yet I trust ere that 1 dye, to se that 1 require.
The resting place of loue, where virtne dwells end
growes, [repose.
There 1 desire my wery life sometime way take
My song thou abalt sttain to @nd that pleasant
place, [to baue this grace,
Where she doth liuc by whom [ liue: may chance
When she hath read, znd sten the griefe wherein
1 serue, [thee reserue.
Betwyen ber brests she shall thee pat there shail she
Then tell her, that I come, she shall me shortly

"e
Ard if for ’wnighbethe body fayle, the soul shall to
ber fee.
T, —
THE LOUER BIAMETH ITIS LOUE FOR
RENTING OF THE LETTER JE SENT
HER. : * .

Surnsen not (Madame) that you did teare,
My wofull hart, but thus alwo to rent

The weping paper that to you I sent;
Whereof ech letter was written with a tear?
Could not my present paynes (alas) suffise
Yoor gredy hart, and that my hart doth fele,
Torments that prick more sharper than the stele}
But new and new must to my lot arise,

Ve then my death: soe shall your crusity,
Spite of your spyte rid me from all my smart,
And 1 8o more such torments of the hart
Fcke we 1 doe, This shall you gain thereby.

TIHIE LOVER CURSETH THE TIME WHEN
FIRST HE FELL IN LOUE

Wnaen fyrat mine cyes did view and marke,
Thy fuir beawtie to bebold,
And when my ears lystned to harke,
The pleasant words that thou me Lold ;
T would as then I had ben free,
From ears to liear, and eyes to ses,
Aod when my lips gon fymst to moue,
Wherby my bart to thee wis knowne,
Aod when my tong did tatke of loue,
To thee that hast true lowe downe throwne.
| wonid my lipps and tong also
Had then bene dum, no deal to go.
And when my hands beue hacdled ought, "
That thee hath kept in memorie,
And when my feet haue gone and sought
To find and get thee companie.
I would eche hand u fuct had bene,
Ard I eche foote @ haod bad sene,

WYAT'S POEMA.

And when in minds T djd comsent,
To folow this my fancies will
And when my bart did first redent,
To taste such bait my life o spill
1 would my hart had bepe ax thine,
Or els thy bart had been a3 wyoe.

L ———

THE LOUVER DETERMINETH TO SERUE
FAITHFULLY.

Sruce love will needs that I ghall lous,
Of very force I must agree,

And since no chance may it remous,
In wealth and in adversitie.

I shall alway my selfe apply,

To serve and suller paciently.

Thongh for good will ] Gonde bat hate,
And cruely my life to wust,
Apd though that still a wretched rtale
Should pine my days voto the kasd:
Yet I profess it willingly,
To serue and siier paciently.

Por since my hart is hound to serne,
And 1 oot roler of mine owoe,
What soe befall, till that I sterwe,
By pruofe full well it shall be mowne,
That [ shall still my selfe apply,
To serue and suffer paciently.

Yet though my griefe fiode no redresse,
But still encrense before mine oyes,
Thongh my reward be cruelnewe,

With all the barme, happe can denime,
Yet I professe it willingly
To serve and suffer paciently.

Yen thongh Fortune her plessant {ace
Shoold shew, to set me up aloft,
And straight my weaith for to deface,
Should writhe awny, as she doth oft,
Yet would [ still my self apply
To serue aod suffer pacienuy.

Tbere is no griefe, no smert, o wo,
That yet 1 fele, ur after shall,
That from this mind¢ may make me go,
And whatsoener me befall,
1 do profess it willingly
To serue and wulffer paciently,

THE LOVER SUSPECTED BLAMETH YLL
TONGUES, ;..

MisTrusTFULE minds be moved,
To bane me iu suepect,

The truth it shall be proved,

Which time shall once detect.
Though falshed go about,

Of crime me to accuse,

At length T do not dout,

But truth shell me excuse,

Such sawee, as they haue serued,

To me without desart,

Eucn as they haue deverued,

Therof God eend them part,



OF Hi8 LOUE CALLED ANNA,

THE LOUER COMPLAINETH, AND HI8
LADIE COMFORTETH.

Jouer, I1 burneth yet, alns, my hartes dedire,
Loy, What ts the thing, that bath inSam’d thy
L5."A ceraine point as fercent as the fyre, [heri?
Le. The hext ahall cease if that thon wilt conuert.
Lz, 1 cxnnot stop the feruent rageing yra

Ia. What mey | do, if iky self cause thy smart?
Lo, Heare my request, aud rew my weeping chore,
La. With right good will say on: [o, I thes here,
Lo, That thing would I, that maketh two content.

La. Thou seekest, percbeunce of me, that I may not. |’

Lo, Wosld God, thou wouldest, as thou meyst,

well xasent.

Ia. That } may not the griefe is mine, God wob

Lo, But 1 it fele, whatso thy wendes have ment.

La. Suspect me not, my wordes be not forgott,

Ls. Then say, alas! shall I have help or not

La. 1 me no time to soswere, yea, but v,

ILa Say yen, deve hart,and stand no more in dout.

Za. I may not grant & thing that is sc dere.

1o, Lo with delsies, thou drives me atill sbout,

Ia. Thou wouldst my death, it plainly doth ap-

pere. [out

Lo. First muy my heart his blood, #nd [ife blede

La Then for my sake, atas! thy will forbere.

Lo, From duy to day, thus wasles my life away,

La. Yet for the best, suifre xome smnll delay.

Lo Now good, ey yea, do once so guod & dede.

La. If | zayd yea, what shoold therof ensus?

Lo, An bart in payne of succonr s should spede,
Twixt yea, aod nxy, my doute shall still renew,
My swetc, sy yen, and do away this drede.

Ls. Thou wilt nedex 803 be it 80; bat then be trew.

La Nought wonld I ¢ls, nor other treasure nome.
Thos hearty be woune by loue, request, and

mone,

—— ]

P WRY LOUE IS BLIND.

Or porpose, Youe chose finst. for to be blinde,

For be with sight of thet, that I bebolde,

Yanquisht had heen, against all godly kinde,

His bow your band, and trusse should have vofolde,

And he with me to serue had bern sasinde,

Bat, for be blind, and reckless would him bolde,
And still, by cheance, bia dedly strokes bestow,
With such, as ses, [ scrue, sod suffer wo,

TO HIS VNKINDE LOUE.

Whar rage is thin? what furor? of what kynde?
What power? what plage doth wery thus mye
Witkin my bones to rankle is aaginde, [minde?
What poyson pleasant swete

Lo see tmyne eyes Row with contimoal Leares,
The body still away slepelesse it weares,
My foode nothing my fainting strength repaires
Ner doth my limmes sustalne.

In depe wide wonnd, the dedly etroke doth tume,
To cureles skarma that pever shall retcrne,
Go to, triumph, reicyce thy goodly urne,
Thy frend thon doest oppresse.

-
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thon dosst, md hast of him no cure,

Nor yet my plsint no pitie can procure,

Fierce tygre feli, hard rocke witlout recure

Cruel rebell to lowe.

Once may thou loue, never beloued sgain,
So lous thou till, and not thy loue chtain,
So wrathfal} Ioue with spites of just disdain,
May thret thy cruelf hart

. Em——————
THE LOUVER BLAMETH HIS INSTANT
DESIRE.

Devire (alas!} my maister, aod my fo,
So sore altered thy self, how raist thoy see?
Bome time thou sehest, and dfiues me to and fro;
Some time thou leadst, that leadeth thee and mee,
What resson is to rule thy subjectes 20,
By foreed law and motabiiitis?
For wiere by thee I douted to baue hlame,
Euen now by bate agaio I dout the aame.

THE LOUVER COMPLAINETH HIS ESTATE.

Y sxe that chance hath chosen me
Thus secretly to Hue in payoe,
And to auotber geuen the foe,

Of all my lome Lo haue the gayne,
By chance ausinde thus do 1 serus,
And other have thxt I deserna,

Unto my self some time alone
1 dc [ament my wofull cose,
But wirat pusileth me to mone?
Sace troth and pitie hath no place
In them, to whom I soe and serue,
Aud other haue that [ descrue,

To seke by meane to chenge this mind,
Alrs, 1 proue it wil! not be;
For in oy hart | cannot finde,
Onca to refruine, hut wtill agree
As bound by foree alway to serue,
Aod other haue thut T demerue,

Such is the fortane thet I hage,
To love themn most, that [owe me leut,
And to roy paine to sehe und craue
Tha Lhing, that other haue posseyt:
8o thus in vaioe alway 1 serue,

And other haue that I deserue,

And till [ mzy nppense the heate,
If thut my bappe will buppe s well,
To wayle my wo my beart shall freate,
Whose pensif paine my toug can teil;
Yet thus vohappy must [ seroe,
And other bave that 1 deverns,

OF HIS LOUE CAILED ANNA.

‘Waar word is that, that changeth not,
Though it be tarnde and made in twaine?
[t is mine Anna, God it wut,

The only causer of oy paine;

My loue that moedeth with disdaine.

Yet is it loned, what will you more?

It is my salue, and cke my sore.
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THAT PLEASURE IS MIXED WITH
EUERY PAINE,

VenuxEmous thornes that are 10 sharpe and kene,
Benre Sowers we se, full fresh and faire of hue,
Poisoa is also put in medicine,
And vato man his helth doth oft renues
The fire that ail things eke conpumeth olene,
May hurt and heale: then if that this be true,
I trust some time my herm wiey be my health,
Sins every woc is foyned with some wealth.

4 RIDDLE OF A GIFT GEFEN BY A
LADIE.

A LDV gaue ros a gyR she had oot;

And [ receiued her gt which I took not; -
Bhe gave it me willingly, snd yet she would not;
And 1 received it wlbeit | could not,

1f #he give it me [ foree not;

And if she take it aguine she cares not,

Couster what tbis is, and tef not;

For I aro fast sworne, 1 nay nob

THAT SPEAKING QR PROFERING
BRINGES ALWAY SPELING,

Sprixe thou and spede, where will ar power
ought helpeth, {muith:

Where power doth want, will must be wonne by

For nesle will spede, where will workea but his
kinde, [Ende.

And gayse thy foes thy frendes shall cause thee

For aute and golde, what do pot they obtayne?

©Of good and bod the tryers are these twayya,

IE RULETH NOT THOUGR HE RAIGNE
OUER RFALMES, THAT IS SUBJRCT
TO HIS OWN LUSTES

Ir thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage

OF eruell will, and see tbou kepe the free

From the foul yoke of sensual bondage;

¥or though thine empire siretche to Iudion ses,
And for thy fesr trembleth the fardeth Thylee,
If thy desire haue ouer thee the power,

Subject then art thoy, knd po gouernour,

If to be noble and high thy mind he moued,
Consider weil tby gvounde and thy begirming,
For he that hath eche starre in heaven fixed,
And geves the moone her hornes and her eclipsing,
Alike hath made the noble in his working,

So that wretched ne way may thou bee,
Except foule lust and vice doe cooquer thee,

All were it s0 thou bad a flood of gold
Unto thy thirs, yet should it not suffice;
And though with Jndian stones » thousand fokde,
More precious then can thy self deuise.
Ycharged were thy becke; thy couetise,
Ang busy byting yet should neuer let
Thay wretehed life, ne do thy death profet.

WYATS POEMS.

WHETHER LIBERTIE BY LOSE OF
LIFE, OR ILIFE IN PRISON AND
THRALDOM BE TO BE PREFERRED,

Lveg as the birde within the cage encloved,
The dore unspared; ber foe the hawke without
Twixt death ond prison pitecusly oppramed,
Whiether for to chose standeth in dout;

Lo so do 1, which sske to bring about,

Which should be beat by determinacion

By loswe of life, libertie, or life by priscw.

O mischief by mischief to be redresend,
W here pain W best there lieth but little pleswre,
By short deth better to be deliueyed,
Then bide in painfull life, thraidome apd doler.
Smali is tbe pleasuse where much pain we sufler,
Rather therfure to chuse me thinketh wisdame,
By loms of life libertle, then life by prisow. -

Aund get me thiskes aktboogh 1 line and sl
I do but waite a time snd fortunss chance;
Oft many thinges do happen in one hower;
That which opprest ine now may e mluwance;
i time is trast, which by deathes greusgare
1s wholy lost. Then wer it not reason .
By death te chuse libertie, and not Life by pris,

But death wer deliuerunce where life kopis
ine,

Of I.henp-two ylien et pee now choose the best,
This bird to detiver that here doth plain;
What say ye louers, which shal be the best}

To cage thruddome, of by the bawke opprest;
And which to choose, make plain cunclusiad

By losse of life libertie, or life by prison.

AGAINET HOURDERS OF MONEY.
(From the Greek Epigram.)

Fonr shemefast harme of grest gnd hatefull nadt,
tn depe dispuire, s did a wretch go,
With ready corde out of his life to spede;
Hia stumbling foote, did Snde an horde, 12
Of gold, I say, where he preparde this dedn
Aud in eschooge, he left the corde tho.
He that had hid the golde, uad found it o,
Of that he found, he shapt hie meck a kaot

DISCRIPTION OF 4 GONNE.

Vircaur begut me, Minerua me taught,
Nature my wother, cruft nourisht me yere b’.";
Thre bodies are my foode; DY streagth :m-
nanght. hikdrew
Anger, wruth, wast, and noyse, gre my <
Yeswe freude, what I am, and how [ ez ¥1¥
Moxster of sen ot of Jande, or of els whers!
Kuow me, and vee me, and [ may the
And if T be thine snmy | may thy lfe

e ———
WYATE BEING IN PRISON T0 BRIAX

Sicres are my foode, my drink are oy breli
Clinking of fetters woald rach muaike cva®s
Stink, snd close wyre, away my life it weer®s
Poor Innocence is al the bope 1 paot;




OF THE MEANE AND SURE ESTATE.

Rain, wndes, or wather, judge 1 by my earo,
Malice assautes that rightecsnesm should bune.
Sare am I, Brisn, this wound shall heale aguine,
BEut yet, slas! the skarre shall rtll] remaipe,

OF DISSKEMBLIXG WORDES.

Tazovanovrr the world if it were sought,
- ¥uire words yncough & man shall Bode;
They be good chepe, they cost right mooght,
Thar substanos is but only winde:
- But weil to sy, snd 30 [0 mene,
That rwets aceond is sebdom wene,

e

OF THE MEAN AND SURE ESTATE
{From Senecn’s Choras )

Sroun who e list npon the slipper wheele, .

Of hie estate, and let me here reioyce,

' And vse my life in quictneme eche dele,

Unknowen in court that hath the wanton toycos,

In bydden piece my time shall sluwly pasee,

Apd when my yeres be past withouten noyse,

Let me div olde after the common trace;

For gripes of destl doth he to0 bardly pass;
That koowen is to sll, but to bimsetf, alss!
He dyeth pnknowen, dased with dreadfull face.

—r——t

THE C OURTIERSHHFE.

In court to serue decked with fresbe arny,

Of sugred meates feliog the awete repaat,

'The life'in baokets and sundry kindes of playe,

Amid the preass of worldly lookes to waste.

Hath with it joynde oft times such bitter taste,
That who so foyes mich kinde of life to hoid,
1n prison ioyes fettred with cheines of gold.

h—————

OF DISAPPOINTED PURPOSB BY NEG-
- LIGENCE,

OpF Carthoge bo that worthy warriour,
Could cuercome, but could pot nse his ebance ;
Apd 1 ikewise of all my loug endesnour,
The sbarpe conquest ihongh fortnne did sdvance,
Ne could 1 vse. The hold thet is geven over,
1 vnpossesse, &0 hangeth now in balence

Of warre, my peace, rewanle of all my psyoe,

. At Mountton thos I restless rest in Spaine.

—r——t

.OF RIS RETURNE FROM SPAINE.

Tagus farewell, that wertward with thy streoves,
Tarnes vp the graines of gold alresdy tried;
For 1 with spurre and saile go seke the Temmes,,
Gainwand the Sonpe that sheweth ber welthy
pride;
Apd to'the town that Brutus sought by dresmes,
Like bended mona that fesues her Tusty side,
My king, oy countrey | weke, for whom I live,
O tighty Joue the windes for this me give.
VoL IL,

1
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OF SODAINE TRUSTING.

Daywoxw by desire I did this dede,
To danger my selfe without cause why,
To trust thuntrue not like to spede,
To speake nud promive faithfully:
But now the proofe doth verify,
That who 5o trusteth ere he koow,
Doth bust hitoself and plense bys foe.

E———— ]

OF THE MOTHER THAT EATE HER
CHILD AT THE SIKGE OF JERUSALEM.

In doutfull brest whiles motheriy pity,
With furicus Gmine standeth at debute
The mother saith, O child vohappy,.
Return thy blood where thou hedst milke of late.
Yeld me those Iimmey that 1 meade volo thee,
And eutre there where thou wer ganerate,

For of ope body agsinst all nature,

To another must [ make sepulture.

OF THE MEANE AND SUBE ESTATE
WRITTEN TQ JOHN PSINS.

My mothers maides when they du sowe gnd spinpe,
They ting & song made of 3 feldishe moune;
That for bicause her tivelod waas but thinne,
Would nedes go se her townish sisiers hoase,
She thought her self endorde to gremous paine,
The stormy blastes her cane oo pore did w0wee;
That when the farrowse switnmed with the mine,
Yhe must 1ye colde, wnd wet in sory plight;
And worse then that, ba're mente there did remaine,
To cumfort her, when she her hoase had dight.
Some time a barley corne, sometime & beane,
Por which she laboared hard both doy and night.
In haruest tiine, whiie she might go and gleane.
And when her store was stroyed with the floode,
Then welaway for she wndone was clone:
Then was she fuipe to take, instede of foode
Slepe if she might, her honger to begile.
My sister, guod she, buth a living good,
And hence from me ske dwelleth not & mile;
In colde aud storme, she Iyeth warme and drye
in bed of downe; the durt doth not defile
Her teoder fote, the Taboare vot aa 1.
Richely she fedes, and ut the riche mans cowt,
And for her meate she nedes not cratie nor ¢ry 3
By sex, by land, of delicates the most
Her cater sokes, and spureth for no perell:
She fedes on boyle meate, bake meate and rost
And hath therefore no whit of charge nor travell
And when she list, the liconr of the grape
Duth glad her hart, till that her belly swell,
And at this ioarney makes she but a ispe,
So forth she goes, trusting of all thys wealth,
With ber sister her part so for to shape,
That if she might there kepe herself in heaith,
To liue & Jady while berfife doth last. -
Aund to the dore now is she come Ly teslth,
And with ber foote anone she scrapes full fast,
"Thother for fexre durst not well scarse appearc;
Of suery noyse 80 was the wretch agast,
At Tust, she maked soitly who was there,
Aod in ber language =8 well us she could,
Pepe {quod the other) sister, 1 am bars;

£C
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Peace {quod the towne mouse) why -spsskest thou
»o loude ?

And by the hand she toke her faire and well,

‘Welcome, gnod she, my sister hy the rode,

She fessted her, that joye it was to tell,

The fare they had, they deank the wyne 5o clere.

And as to purpose now and then it fell

Bhe chered her, with, bow, sister, what chere?

Amid this joy befell & wory chanice, :

Thast, welaway, the stranger bought full dere,

The fare she had; for as she lookte » shance,

Under a stole she spied two steming eyes

In a rounde head, with sharp eares: iv France

‘Was never mouse 80 feard, for the rmwise

Had not ysene such a beast befure,

Yet had nature taught her after gine

To know her fo, and dread him enermore;

The towne mouse fled, she knew whither to go,

‘The other had no shift, but wunders sore;

Peard of her life, at honie ke wisht her tho,

And 10 the dore, alas! as she did ekippe,

The Heaven it would,io! and eke her ehance

was w0,

At the thrashold ber sely fote did trippe,

And ere she might recouer it agein,

The traytour cat had caught her by the hippe,

And made her there pguinst her wyll remaine,

Tuat kath forgot her power snertie, wod rest,

Par seking wclth, whercin she thought to migne.

Alay {iny Poyns) how men do scke the bem,

And tinde the worse, by errour as they straye;

Ard no maruell, when, sight is o oppreat,

And blindes the guide, anone wut of the way

Goctl) guide and all in weking quiet fyfe.

O wretelied mindes! there ia no golde that may,

Graunt that you seke, no warre, no peace, 00
atrife:: Lgolde,

No, no, sithouwgh thy head were bhoopt with

Serjeant with mace, with hawbart, sword oor knife, '

Can not vepulse the cara that fulow should,

Erlie kinde of life hath with him his disease,
Liue in delites, even as thy just would,

Aund thou shalt finde, when lust doth most thes
: plense,

H irketh straight, and by itself doth fada

A smna\l thing isit, that may thy minde appemse?

None of you all there is, that is av madde

To scke for grapes on brambles, or on bryecs,
Nor none I trow, that hath » witte 90 badde

To set his bay for conied ouer vivers ;

Nor ye set not a drogee net {or an bare;

Avrid yet the thing, that most is your desire,

You do mizseke, with more teavell and care.
Make plaine thine hart; that it be oot knotted
With hepe of dreade, and se thy will be bare
From all sffectes, whom vice hath never spotted;
Thy self cantent with that is the uesinde,

And vse it well that is to the alotted;

‘Then seke no more cut of thy selfe to fynde

The thing that thou hast sought so lang before;
For thou ehalt feele it stickiug in thy minde.
Maude, if ye list to continue your sore,

Let present pasge, and gape on time to come,
And depe thy self in travell more and more.
Fencelorth (my Poins) this shall be all and some,
These wretched fooles shall bave nought els of me:
Hot, to the great God, and to his dome,

Noue other paynae pray | for them to be;

But when the rage doth leade them from the right
That leking backwand vertye they may see

WYAT'S POEMS.

Eoen as she is, 00 goadly faree and bright;
Apd whilsi ihey eclagpe their lasls s wae

acTusse, [sigw,
Graunt them, good Lord, as Aou meist of by
Ta freat inward, for losing such & lose.

OF THE COURTIERS LIPR, WRITTEX T0
JOHN POINS,

Mynx own Jobn Poins, since ye delite t ke
The causs why that homseward [ me deas,
And flee the prease of conrtes, wheve-5o they py
Rather then to liue thrall voder the awe
Of lordty lokes, wrapped within my aioke ;
To will &nd Just leamiog to set & lawe:
1t in oot, that because I svosne or mocke
The power of them whom fortune bere bath b
Chatge over v, of right to strike the stroke;
But true it is, that [ hane always meat
Lese to esteme them, then the common wtl,
Of outward thinges that judge in theyr enteot
Without regarde what inward doth resort.
1 graunt, some time of glory that the fre,
Doth touch my hart, We list oot to report
Rlamre by honour, and honour to desire.
But how may | this honour now atisice,
That eabnot dye the colour blacke u lier?
My Puins, I cannot frame my tuoe to faioe,
Ta cloke the truth, for praise without deserl
Of then that list all vice for to retaine.
1 cannot honour them, that set their part
With Venus and Bacchus all theyr life loog:
Nor hold my peace of them, although 1 seart
[ cannot erouche nor knele to wuch a wroags;
To worship them like God on earth slooe,
That are as wolveéx these sely lambes amocg.
L cannot with my wordes complayue sod mes®
And soffer nought; nor smart without N@P“""
Nour turne the word that from my mouth is g0
I eannut speake and ioke like ag & saint
Uee wyles for wit, and make desceit & pleassity
Call craf¥ counsaile, for Incre still (o paichs
1 can not wrest the taw to fill the colfer;
With innocent bloud to fedz my scif falte,
And do inoat hurt, where that most helpe f ol
I am nat he, that can ullow the state,
OFf hie Cerser, and damne Cato to dye,
That with hig desth did scape ont of the gif
Fromn Ceasers hands, if Liny doth not lie
And woald not liue where liberty was lost;
So did his hart the common wealth apply-
I am 1ot he, suche elogquence to bost, .
To make the crow in singing, as the svmv%
Nor call the lion of pawvard besstes the mo;
That can not take & moune, as the cat <00;
And he that dyeth far houger of the gokits
Call him Adexander, and aay that Pan
Passcth Apollo in musike manifolde,
Praise sy1 Topas for a noble tale,
And scorne the story that the knight tolde,
Pruise bim for counsell, that is dronke of nle;
Qrinne when he laughes, that bearsiball the ::'J:
Fruwne when be frownes, and grose whbei

aje;
On othrrs last tn bang both night ard d‘."ﬂi
Nome: of these pointes would eger frame It
My wit is nought, [ can not learoe the "L
And muah the lesse of thiogs Lbat greater
That asken helpe of colours to deuie



HOW TO VSE THE COURT AND HIMSELFE THERIN.

“Xo ioype the meane with ecke extremitie,

With nerest vertue sy to cloke the vice: -

Aod, s to purpose likewise it shall fall,

"To presse the vertue that it may not rise:

As dronkenness good felowship to call;

*The frendly foe with his foire double fuce,

Bay he is gentic, snd curties therewithall,
Afirme that Fauel beth a goodly grace

Xn eloguence; and craelty to name,

Zesle of justice, and change in time and plece:
And be that suffereth offence without blame,
Call him pitifall, ond him troe aod plaine,
"That rayleth rechléss vnto ecle mans shame,
Say ke is rude, that can not Iye and fayne,

The lecher & louer; ond tyranny

Ta beright of a princes raigne:

I can not 1, no no, it wyil not be.

This it the cause that 1 conld rieer yab,
Hang om their sfeues that weigh (s thow maist se)
Achippe of chaunce, more ther a pound of wit;
This maketh me st bome to bunt and hawke,
And in fowle weather at my book to sit;

To frost and snow, then with my bowe to stalke;
No man doth marke whereso 1 ride or go,

In lusty lens at Iibertie T walke; .
And of these pewes 1 fele no weale nor woe;
Bave that a clogge doth hanz yet et my hele,
Mo force for that, for that is ordied so,

"That I may leape both hedge sud dike fufl wele.
1 am not now in Fraunce, to iudge the wine,
‘With seuery sauce those delicates to fele,

“Mor yet in Spaine, where one must him incline,
Rather then to be, ontwardly to seme,

1 moeddle not with wittes that be so fine,

Nor Flannders chere lettes not my sight to deme
Of black and white, nor takes my wittes away,
With beastiiness, such doe tliose beastes esteme,
Nor 1 am not, where truth is geven in pray
For mouey, poyson and treason, of some

A common practice, vsed night and day.

But 1 am here in Kent and Christendome,
Among the Muses, where 1 reade cnd rime,
“Where if thou list, mine own John Poins to come,
Thoo shalt be judge, how | do apeade my time.

HOW TO VSE THE COURT AND HIMSELFE
THERIN, WRITTEN TO §Iit FRAUNCES
BRIAN. '

A sPRxDING hand that alway powreth out,

Had nede to haue a bringer in gs fast,

Aund on the stone shat still doth turne about,

‘There groweth no mosse: these proverbs yet do

Reason hath set them in so sure a pluce,  [last,

That lenath of yeres their force can never wast.

When I remembre this and eke. the case  [write

Wherein thou standst, 1 thought fourthwith to

{Brizn} to thee, who knowes how great a grace

In writing is to counsayle man the right.

‘To thee therfore that trottes still up xnd downe,

And never restes; but running day and night,

From realme to reslme, from citie, strete, sod
towne; -

Why doest thou weare thy body to the bones?

And mighteet at home slepe in thy bedde of dowze,

And drinke good aie so neppy for the nones;

Fe:le thy seif fatte, aud beape vp pounde by pound.

Lykest thon pot this} No. whyl for swine eo
groces

Jsy

In stye, and chaw dung mouvlded on the grouad;
And drivel on pearles, with head still ju the
Toaunger:
50 of the harpe the asse doth heare the sound,
$o sackes of dum be filde, The neat courticr
So serues for lesse then do thede fatted swite,
Though 1 seme leane and drie witbouten moister,
Yet will I serue my prince, my lord and thyne;
And jet them live to fede the paunch that list,
Sa oy | lue to fede buth me and mine.
By God well said. Tt what end i thou wist
How to bring in, ne fast ox thon doest spende
That would ] learne. And it shall not be mist
To tel the how. Now harke what 1 intende:
Thow knowest wel] first, who so can seke to pleasa,
Stall porchase frendes, wbere trouth shall but
affende ;

Flee therfore truth, it ir both wellth and. ense.
Por though that iroutb of every man hath praise,
Pull nere that winde goeth trouth in great mis-
Use vertue, &5 it goeth now & dafes, - [ease.
In worde zlone to make thy langnage swete ;
And of thy dede, yet do not as thou sayes,
Bls be thou sure, thon shalt be farre ynmete,
To gest thy bread, eche thing i now so skant
Seke still thy profit vpon thy hare fete.
Lend in no wise, for feare that thou do want,
{Falesse it he, as ta a colfe & chese;
But if thon can be sure to win & cant
Of half at lesst.  Jt i not good to leese,
Learne at the ladde, that in a long white cota,
From under the stall, withouten landes or fees
Hath lept into the shoppe; who knowes by rots
This rule thet | hawe tolde thee bere before.
Somtime alwo viche age beginnes to dote; .
Se thea when there thy gayne may be the more:.
Stay him by the armne where 30 he walke or go,
Be nere alway, and if he cough to sore,
What he hath spit tresde out; and plesss him so.
A diligent knave that pickes his maisters purse
May piease him so,that ke withouten mo,
Executour is: And what is he the wurze?

ut if se chence, thou get nought of the mag,

he widow may for all thy paine disbarse:
A riveld ckinoe, a stinkisg breath, what than?
A totlielense mouth shall doe thy lippes no harure;
The gnld is good; and though sbe curse or banne,
Yet where thee list, thou mayst lie good and
Let the old mulc hite upon the bridle, [warme;
Whilst there d¢ lie a sweter in thine arme.”)
In this ol e that thou be not idle,
Thy ncue, thy conin, sister or thy daughter
If she be faire, if hansome he her middle,
If thy better hath her loue besought ker,
Ausunce his canse and he shall helfe thy nede:
It in but loue, turne thou it to & laughter.
But ware I say, o gold thee hetpe aml spede,
That in this case thono be not so unwise,
As Pandor was o such a like dede;
For he the fuole of conscience waa so niee,
That he no gaine would have for all his paine #
Be next thy self, for frendahip bears uo pryce,
Laughest thou at me? why? do I speak in vaine}
No not at thee, but at thy thrifty jest:
Wouldest thou, I shoulle for any losse or gaine
Change that for golde that I have tane for best
Next godly thinyes, to have an bonest name?
Shoutd 1leags that?  Thern take me for o hoast
Nay thea farews], and if thou care for shame

Coutent tho then with honest povertic; ‘
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With frce tong, what thee mistykes, to bisme
And for thy trouth somtime adversitie,

And thenvithall this gyft [ sliall thee give,

In this world pow litle presperitie,

Ard cuoyne to kepe, as water in s give.

THE SONG OF I0PAS VNFINISHED.

Whex Dido feasted the wandring Troisn knight,
Whom Junos wrath with stormes did foree iu Libik
sands to light. ' .
That mighty Atlas taoght the supper fnsting long,
With crisped lockes, in goldeo barpe lopas sang
in 2ong:
That same (quod he) that we the World do call
aod pame,
OF Heauen and Earth with sl contentes, it is the
very frame: [in one,
OF thus, of heauenly powers by more powre kept
Repugnant kindes, in mids of whom the earth
hath plece alone; [and nourse,
Firme, rounde, of liuing thipgs tha mother, place
Withput the which in egall weight this heaven
"~ doth hold his course. {beauen,
And it s calde by name the fist and meving
The firmement is placed pext, conteining other
senen, " | thieke,
Of beauenly powers that same is plauted full and
As shining lights which we call starres, thot therein
cleue rod sticke. lest sours,
With great awift sway, the fytst, and with his rest-
Carieth it sclf, and all those eyght, in eaen con-
" tinual courn.
And of this world &0 round within that rolling case,
"Two points there be that neuer maue, but frmly
kepe their place:
Xha téme we sec¢ alway, the tother stands cbiect,
gainst the sxme, decidiug just the ground by line
direct; fother,
‘Which by hinaginacion, drawne from the one to th*
Toucheth the ceutre of the earth, for way there is
Bote other: {nct bright,
Avd these be'clde the poles, deseride by alurres
Artike the one northward we see, sntartike thotber
) hight,
The line, that we deuise from thoue to thother so,
As axell is; upon which the beavens ahout do go;
Which of wgter ngr earth, of ayre nor fyre bane
kinde;
Therefore the substance of thome same were herd
for man to Bode; .
But they bepe uncorupt, simple and pure vomixt;
And 3o we been all those farres, that in those
anim Bxts
And ekc those prring seuen, in cirele as they struy,
Su calde, becavise ayuinst that Sirst they have re-
pugnant way;
And smatler bywayes too, shant aensible t0 man,
To busy worke for my poor haspe; let sing thew
he that can.
‘The wydest sane the fyrst of alt these nyne aboue,
One hundered yere doth aske of space for one de-
gTee o move: ’ [heaven,
OF which decrees. we make in the fint moving
Three busdred and threscore, in parteg justly
divided euen; [iwa,
And yer there is another belween those heavens
YWhose mauing is 20 aly, s alacke, } name it not
; fot now. : T

WYATS POEMS,

The acuenth hasuen, ar the shall, next to the dary

aky,
Ajlthose degrees that gatherth vp with aged pae,
© iy, {hath beog
And doth performe the same, ws elders coust
In sine and twenty yeres oomplele, and dia
almaont sixtene;
Do carry in his howt the starre of Sainroe cde,
A threatner of all lining things with droaght, ad
with hig cold. Tyouger paey
The sixt whom this conteins, doth stelke with
And in twelve yere doth somwhat more thea
thothers viage wag, [nizow,
Atd this in it dotk beare the starre of Jore b
Twene Haturnes melice, end vs mea, frendly do-
fending signe:
The Rh: beares bloudy Mars, that in thres b
dred daies, .
And twise eleven with one full yere hath fuitd,
all those waien, e
A yere doth aske the fourth, and howers e
And in the same the daies eye the supe, thedn
he stickes. e,
The third that gouernd is by that, that gooer®
Aurd Toue for loye, and for oo loae provokes, & ot
we see, fthe totber
In fike space doth performe that course, that &'vd
So doth the mext, unto the seme, that secmd it
in order;
But it doth beare the starre, that cald w Menwry;
‘That many a crafty secret steppe doth tresde, B
Cajcurs try, [bath gt
That sky is last, and fixt next uws thowe wAS
In geuen and twenty common daies, and et e
third of one;
Ard beareth with his seay the diuers moone abotl;
Now briglt, aow brown, now beot, now fal, o
now her light is out: [these
Thus have they of their own two mouiofe!
One, wherin they be carried still, eche in iy 2s
ral heauen .
Another of themselues, where their hadics b eyl
1t bywaies, aud in lesser roundes, as T afort hl:

a r
Saueof them all the gunne doth sty lest froe 1
The starry sky hath but one course, that we bt
calde the eight, (b =,
And all these moouinges eight gy ment fiom e
Altbough they seme to clime aloft, I a7 @
cart to west; o
But that is but by force of theyr fimt moving U,
In twise twelve houres from east b cast
ckrieth them by and by: P‘l':"'
But marke e well also, these mouinges of Lo
Be not aboue the axeitree of the fyrs moom

hegnen; ':.bctdtﬂ:&:

Por they heue thejr twa poles direstly to2¢ =
r—y——
OF LOUE.

Lvxx wa the wyude with raginge blute
Dath cawse evhe tree ko howe and beade:
Even 30 do 1 spende my tyme in wasic,
My iyf consumynge uuto an sade

For st the Same by force dotb gqueach u’_'m'
And fynpynge stremes consume e BYDE;
Even a0 do I m¥ self desyer
'Fo sugment my greff, aod deadly payos
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Whear aa I fynde that whot is whott,
And coMe is colde by course of kynde, .
So sball | kmet an endles knott:

Sochs froiete in love, alas! I fynde.

‘When I forsaw those christall streames,
Whose béwtic dothe cawne my mortall wounde,
1 Jyteyt thought within those heamea
So swete a tenym for to have foonde.

1 fele ang.ae-may owne decnye;
As oo lﬂﬁum fleme in h.il’bnnt, .
P“&full tho W put WAy

,4ne thyoge thizt breadethe my unrest.

Like 23 the Aye doihe seke the dame,
And sferwarde piayeth in the fyer,
- Who fypdeth ber woe, and seketh her game,
Whase grefie doth growe of her owne desyer.

Lyke as the spider doth dmwe ber 1yns,
As labour lost 80 iy my rate;
The guyae is hemn the lozss is myne:
Of-evill scwpe semde suche is the frote,

. [— ]

O goobLy hande
. Whearin doth stande
My herte dystraught in paynet
Dern hand, alns!
In lyttel space
My Iyl thon dost rextraynd,

O fyogers slyght,

’ And yet a bome
Moat croell in my wounde.

With Iyllyes whyght,
And roves hryght
Doth strayne thie color fayer?
Nulure did lende
. Eche fingers ende
A perle for to repayre.

Consent at laste,

Since that thou hast
My hart in thie demayne,

For service trew

On me to rewe, -
And recbe me love agayne,

© And vf wot so
Ther with more weo
Baforce thi self to strayne
This simple hert,
- Tbat snflered smert,
Aod ryd yt omte of payne.

———

AN EPITAPH OF SIR THOMAS
GRAVENER, KNIGHT.

Unpzn this stone ther Iyeth at rest
A frendlie man, s worthie knight;
Whose hert and mynde was ever prest
To favour truth, to farther ryght

The poores defence, bis neigbbors ayde,
Most kynde always unto his kynue;
That siynt all stryi, that might be stayed:
Whose gentall grace great love dyd wynne,

A man, that was foll ernest sett
To serve hin prince at atl asmyen:
No rycknes could hym from yt lect;
Which was the shortoynge of his dayes,

His 1yf was good, he dyed full well;
The bodie here, the sowle in blys
With length of words whie shoulde I telt,

' Or farlher shewe, that well kaowne is:

Bins that the teares of more and leas,
Right weil declare his worthynes.
Virit post funera virmus.

) t—
8IR ANTONIE SENTLEGER OF SIR T.
AFYAT.

Trus lyeth the deade, that whilome lived here

Emonge the deade that qoicka go on Lhe grounde:

‘Fhoughe be be deade, yet doth ha quicke appers

By immortal fame that deatb ¢an nol eonfounds

Hia Iyf for aye, his fame in trompe shall sounde.
Though he be deade, yet is hs thun alive;

- No deathe that lyf from Wyat cane deprive.

————

CERTAYNE PSALMES

CHOIEN OUT OF THE PIALTER OF DAVID OON-
MONLYS CALLED THEE YII PERTTRNTIALL
PAALNES, DRAWEN INT0 ERGLYIHB METER BY
SIR TAOMAS WYAT ENYGAT, WIERFUNTO 1§
ADDED 4 PROLOGE OF THE AUCTURE BEPORE
EYERY PSALME, VERY PLRAGANT AWD PAO-
FETTABLE TO TITE GOPLY READER,

Dedication by the Printer

Tothe right honorable andhis singular good lord,
William marquesse of Northampton, earde of
Essex, barone of Kendal, lord Parre and kmight
of the moat noble ordre of the garter, yonre most
bounden omtor at commaundment, John Haring-
tom, wysheth helth and prosperite wyth eocreass
of vertne pud the mercy of God for ever.

Cousydering the manyfolde dueties and aboand.
pnt service (thot [ owe unto your good lordeship
(right honorable and my singuler good lord) T
cannot but see iofinite canses, why I chiefy of all
others oughte {wyth all cherefull and redy endes-
voure} to gratify your good lerdshyp by all meanes
possyble, and to applye my selfo wholye to thee
seme, as one that woulde gladly, bot can by o
meanes be able todo wdinglye as hys bound
duetie requireth: ] cannot,l say, bot se and se-
knowledge my selfe bounden, and not able to doo
soche service as I owe, both for the incstimahle
benefites that your noble progenitors, and ulsu
your good lordship hath shewed onto my parentes
and predycessors; and glso t my selfe, ax 1o one
least able to o any accepimble service, thougie
the wil be at all tyimes most resdy, In token
wherof, your lordshyp atwm) at all tymes pevcenve,
by simple thinges that my littel wit shall be able
to invent, that yf myue harte coukd do you an¥
servyce, ho labonr or travnyle sbold witholde me

Aa
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from doynge my duetie, and that yf busy labour
nod the hart myght be sbie to paye the duetye
that love yweth, your Jordshyp shouide in no point
fynde me ingrate or nathankial,  And to declare
this wy redy wyll, I bave dediceled unte your
names thys [fttyl treatyse, whyche after [ had
perused and by thedvice of others (better leamed
thun my sc!f} determined to put it in printe,
that the noble fame of so worihy a koighte, as was
the auctur hereof, sir Thomas Wyat, should nut
prrish but remaype, a9 wall for bys syugolar learn-
ang, as valinnt dedes in mercyal festes, 1 thoughe
that Icouid not nd & mure worthy patron for
such a man's worke than your lordship, whom I
have alsuyes kuowen to be of 5o godlye a zeate, to
thee furtheraunce of God's holy and s sacred
Gospel, most humbly besechynge your good lorde-
shippe berin to accepte my good wyli, apd too
fateme nie &9 one that wisheth unto the same «|
bonour, helthe, and proeperous successe.
Amen
Your good: lurdshyppes
rmost bumble 8¢ commaundment
Johu Harriagton,

' ———

THE PROLOGE OF THE AUCTDR.
Love, to geve lawe unto hys subjectrs hartes,
Stode in the eyes of Batsabé the brighte;
Ard in » looke aunone hym selfe convertes
Cruclly plensaunt fore king David'asyght:
Fyrxt daved hys eyes, wnd further forth he startes
With venemed brethe, x5 softly as be myghte
Touchen his senewes, and ovesrumns s hys bones
With crepynge fyre, sparkeled for the nones.

And when be sawe that kideled wos the flame,
The unysome poyson in hiz herte he lauuced,
So that the soule Jyd tremble wyth the same:
And in this brawle, as he stode entmitnecd,
Yeldynge anto the fygure and tie frame,
That thuse fayre eyes badde in his prewens

ghaunced :

The forme, that Love had printed in hys breste,
He boooreth ag & thiug of thynges boste,

So that, forgotte the wysdom and forecaste,
Whyche woe to realms, when that the kynge doth
FPorgettinge ¢ke Goddes maiestye ps faste, {lacke;
Yea end biys own: forth wyth he dothe to wake
Urye to goo inte the felde in haste,

Urye, [ saye, that was hys jeweles make,
Uader pretence of certayne victory,
For the enemys swordes, a rcady prey to be.

‘Whereby he may enjoy her out of douhfe,
‘Whome more then Qod or himself be myndeth:
And after he hadde broughte thys thynge about,
And of that [uste possest ymaelf, he fyndeth
Tbat hath and dotha renerse snd clene turme out
Kynges fromkyngdomesand cytyes undermyndeth;
He blynlded thynkes, thys trayne #0 blyrde and

close,
To biynde st thynges, that noaght maye it disclose,

But Nathan hath spied out this trecherye
With ruful cheare: apd settew afore hys face
‘The greate ollmmce oulrage aod iniurye, ‘
‘That lie hath done to God, as in thys case,

By murder for to cieoke adullerye:
He shewells eke frown hesuen the threates, alaa!

So sternly sore thys prophete, Lhyy Nathan,
That al smased was thys woful man,

Like him that roetes wylh horror and vyle

fewre;

The hewte doth streyght fersake the lymbe i

The colour eke droppeth down from hys cher;

So dothe he feele bys fyre manyfolde

Hys heste, hvs luste, his pleasare al! in-fere

Consume and wasté: mnd streyght his crowoe d
gold, .

Hys purple paule, hys scepter be letteth Al

And to the ground be throweth him self wythak

Then pompous pryde of state, and digoite
Forth-with rcbates repentaunt huwnsblenes:
Thinner vyle clothe then clotheth pocertie
Duth scandlye byde sud cladde bis naedaes:
Hys fayre hoore bearde of reverente gravite
Wyth ruffeled heyre, knowyng his wickedots:
More lyke wis he the self zame repeatannce
Then kalelye pryncu of woridelye governamacs

Hys barpe he takethe in hand to be his guide,
Wherwyth be offreth playots.his sonle to sre,
That from his hearle dystylieth on every syde.
Wythedrawyoge hymseife into 8 derk depe com
Within the ground, wherein be might by bris,
Flyinge the lyghte, ag in the pryson or grsue;
I which, ag sone as Deuid entied had,

The darcke horror dyd make bys soule adrad,

But he, wythout prolangyng or delaye [peae;
Of that, whyche myghte bys Lorde bys Gulap
Falieth on hys knees, and with hya harpe, L 13t
Afore hys breste, yfrsughted wythe dyrease
Of stormye syghes, depc draughtes of hya desrt,
Drressed vpryghte, sekyng to conterpese
His songe wytiie syghes, and touchyage of I

stringes, . :

Wyth tender harte, [0, thus to God be syrges

DOXINE NE IN FURORE, PIALN VL

O Lorp! sins in my mouthe thy myghtie st
Suffcreth it selfe, my Lord, to neme and call
Here hath my harpe betaken by the moe;
That the repentaunpe, whyche | beae and
Mayc st thy bande seke mercy, as the thyngt
Of onely comfort to wreched ainners alt:
Wheredy 1 dare with humbie bemonynget:

By thy gowdnes, this thynge of thee requyTe;
Chavlyce me not for my deserainge

According to thy iuste concesued yre

O Lord, | dreade: and that [ did pot dreade

1 me repente; and enermore desyre

Thee, thee todrede. 1 opes bore, and sprede
My faulte tothee: Dut thuu, fur tby goodacs
Muasure it nut in largenes, nor in Greade:
Tumisbe it not, as asketh the greatnes

Of thy furor, prounked by myne offence.
Temper, O Lard, the harme of iny excess;
Wyth mendyng wyll thar | for recompeacs
Prepare agayne: and rather pytye me;
For [ em weske, and clenne wythout 4
More is the nede | have of remedye.

For of the whote the leche taketh uo cure!
The shepe, that strayeth; the ai!_epﬂfde -
L, Lord, am strayed: and, sick without '“f:“;
Pele all my lymbs, that bove rebelied, for !
Shake in despayre, unicsse thou me 2MUTS

]
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My feshe v trochiad, my harts doth foare the
ras :

speara:

That dredde of deathe, of deathe that ever lastes,
Thealeth of right, sad draweth novs and niewre,
Moch more my soule is troabled by the blastes
Of these satautes, that come e thick as hayle,
Of worldly venities, that tamptation castes
Agaynst the bulwerke of the fleshe frayle,
Wherin the soule in greate perplexitie

Feeleth the sevces wipth them that assayle
Conspire, corrupte by pleasure and vanitie:
Whereby the wretche doth to the shade resorie
0f bope in the, in thys extremytie,

But thou, O lorde, bow longe after thys sorte
Forberest thou to see my myserye!

Saffer me yet, in hope of some comforte

Feare, and not feele that thou forgettest me,
Retorme, O Lord: O Lorde, 1 thee beseche !
Unls thy oldo wontad benyguitye,

Baduce, revive my soale: be thou the loche;
Aod reconcyle the greate hatred, and stryfe;
That it hathe tane agayuste the floche : thawretche,
That styrmed hathe thy wrath by fylthy Iyfe,

Ss bowe my soule doth freate it to the bones:
loward remorse so sharpeth it lyke s knyle,

That but thou heipe the caitife, that bemones
Hyy greate offence, it tumeth anon to duste.
Here hatbe thy mercye motter for the noves;
Yor yl thy rightecuse hande, timt is so juste,
Suffre noo synne, or stryke wyth dampuation
Ty infynite mercye wante nedes it muste
Sabiect matter for bys operatyon:

Fer that in deathe there is no memorye
Amonge the dampned, nor yet po mencyon
Of thy greate name, grounde of all glorye,
Then yf 1 dye, and goo where ay [ leare

To thynke Lher on, hawe shall thy great mercye
&onde in my moathe unto the worldes enre?
For ther is nome, that can thee lande sod loue,
For urat thon wilt no lous among them there,
Safler my cryes the mercye for to moue,

That worried i @ hundred yeares offence

In a moment of repentaunce to remoue.

2

" Howe ofte have 1 called up with dylipruce

Thys stoutbiull fleshe long uhore the daye

For to coofes hya faulte, and negligence:

Thal to the denne, for oughte thet I conide saye,

Hathe st;l-(:l ?reh:rnad to sbroude bymeelfe from
colde

Whertry it suffreth nowe for soche delaye,

By myghtye playnues instede of pleamres olde.

| ashe my bedde with teares continuall

Todull my syghte, that tn be pever bolda

To steve my baxte agayne to soche a fail,

Thae drye 1 up, among my foes, in woo,

Tust wythe my fall doo ryse, apd growe withall,

And m# besett eren nowe where 1 am, s

Wyth reeret trappes, to trouble my peaanoce.

Bome do presente to my wepinge eyes, lo,

The chers, the manper, bewtye, or countewance

Of ber, whose looke, alna! dyd make me blyode:

Some otber offer to my remembrannce

Thowe plessaunt wondes, now bytter to my mynde:

And sorne sbewe me the power of my armoure,

Triamph, and conguest,and to my hend assynde

Dooble diaderne: Sowne shew the favoure

Of people frayle, palace, pompe and riches.

Té these meremaydes, und theyr baytes of errour

I etoppe my eares, wyth helpe of thy goodnes

dad for | fele, it commeth slone of thea

. £

That to my harte these foas baue none accewre

1 dare them bid, Aocyde, weetches, and Aes;

The Lorde hathe hearde the voyce of my com-
playate;

Yoor engynes take no more effect io me:

The Lord hathe hexrd, 1 saye, and sewre me fayote

Under your. hand, and pytveth my dystresse.

He shall tuo make my s=nses, by constraynte,

Obeye the rule, that reason shall expresce:

 Where the disceyte of that yaure glosing bn'yl;l

Made them vaurpe a power in ol exceme.
Sbamed be they all, that so do lye in wayte

To compasse e, by myssynge of Ltheyre praysl
Shame and rebuke redownd to soche dysceyte!
Soden confusion, as stroko without detaye,

Shall s deface thayr craftye ruggestion,

 ‘That they to horte my beith noo more asaye

Sense [, O Lorde, remayne in thy protection.

+

THE AUCTOR.

‘Wtioso hathe sene the sycke in hiz fevour
After trace taken with the heatw or colde,
And that the fytte ix past of hye fervour,
Dirawe fayntinge syghes: let bym, { saye, beholde
Sorowfull Nauid, after bys languor, [rolide,
That wyth hiz teares, thit from hiz eyn downe
Prused his playnte, and layd adown hys barpe,
Faythfull recarde of all hys sorowes sharpe,

¥t semed nowe that of bys fuzlte the harroar

Dy make rfende no more hys bope of gracet
The threates whereof ka horrible terrour .
Dyd holde hys hacte as in dexpaire a space,
Tyl he had wyll w0 seke for, hys succoure:
Hymseife nccusynge, beknowyoge hys cae,
Thynkynge sc beste hys Eonle to nppense,
And not yet hoaled he feclethe: hys dysease.

Nowe semelh femreful no more the darke coue,
That erste dyd make his soule fur to tremble;
A place deuonte of refuge for 1o mauc
The succurles it rather dyd resemble:
For who bad sene so kneeting within the graue
The chiefe pastoure of the Hebrewes nscmble,’
Wolde judge it made by teres of peuytence
A sacred place worthy of reuerence.

Wythe vapored eyes lie loketh heare apd there, -
And when he hath a whyle himself bethoughte,
Gatherynge his spirites, that were dismayde for

feare,
Hin harpe agayne into bya hand he roaght,
Tunynge avcoide by julgment of hys eare, :
His bartes bolome for a syghe he soughte s }
Aud there witho!l upon Lthe holowe tree '
With strayned voyce agaiue thus cryeth he,

1
BEAT], QUORUM EEMII 1UNT IWIQUITATES.

PRALM XXNEL )
On! happy are they, that haue forgiucoesy

- Of their offence, not by theyr penytence [goite

As by merite, which recompenceth not:
Althoughe that yet pardon hathe not offeuce
Wythoute the axme; but by the gooduess

Of bym that hathe perfytte intelligence

Of harte contrite, and couerth the greatnesae

Of synne wythin & mercyfull discharge.

And bappye are they, that bave the wylfulnrsse
OF lust restrayned afore it went at large,
Provoked by the drede of Qods faror;

Whereby they baoe oot on their backes the charpe
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392 WYAT'S POEMES,

OFf others fanltes to woffer the dolor:

For that theyr fanlte was never execute

Io open syghte, example of error,

Aud happy is he to whome God doth impute

No more bys faulte, by knowledgynge hys aynoe:
But clensed nowe the Lorde dothe hym repute:
As adder freahe newe strypped from hys skynne:
Nor in hys sprete is ooghte uodiscouered.

I, for bycause | hydde it styll wythin,
Thyncking by state in fault to be preferred,

Do fynde by byding of my fault my harme:

(As he, that fyndeth his healthe byndersd

By secrete wounde coocealed from Lhe charme
Of leches cure, that elwe had had redrusae:)

And fele my boney consume, and waxe unferme
By daylye rage, rorynge in excemse.

Thy heauy hand on me was 60 encresste

Both deye and nyght, and held my harte in presse,
‘Wyth prickioge thougbtes byreuinge me my reste;
That wytbered is my lustynes mwaye,

As pomer heates that haue the greyne oppresie,
Wherfore 1 dyd another wayae asmaye,

And sought forthwyth to open in thy syght

My fauite, my feare, my fylthines, [ say,

And not to hyde from the my grest vnryghte.

1 shall, quoth 1, agayost myselfe confusse

Unio thee, Lorde, all my syufull plyghte:

And thou forthwith diddese wash the wyckednesse
Of myne offeuce.  Of truthe ryght thus it is
Wherfore they that haue tasted thy goodnesse,
At me ahal] take example, as of thys,

And praye, and seke in tyme for tyme of grace.
Then sbali the stonnes xnd fluddes of harme hym

mysse,
And bym to reche sholl never haue the rpace.
Thou art my refoge, and only saueganie
From the troubles that compas me the pince.
Such joyes, s he that scapeth his enamyes warde
With loscd bandes, bath in his libertye;
Suche in my joye, thou haste to me preparde.
That, ss the sec-man in hin jeopardye
By soden lyght percesued hath the porte,
50 by thy grest mercyful propertye
‘Within thy boke thuy reade [ my comforte:
4 ] ahall the teache, and geve undenstandynge
And point to Lhee what way thou shalte reaorte
For thy nddresse, to kepe the from wanderynge :
Mynao cyes shall uake the charge to be thy guyde:
T ssk therto of the onlye thys thynge,
Pe not Iyke horse, or mule, that inen do ryde,
T'hat not alone doth mot his master knowe,
But for the good then dont him must be tide,
And brideled lest hys guyde he byte or throwe.”
Oh! diverse are the chaglesinges of siune [blawe,
In meate, in drinke, in brethe, that men dioh
In sepe, and watch, in fretynge styl within:
Thet never suffer rest unto the mynde
Filde wythe offence; that rewe and new begynpe
Wyth thourand featves the harte to strayne and

.But for ul thyw, he that in God doth trust! [byide:

‘Wythe merey shall hymselfc defended fynde
Joye, and rejoyoe, 1 sy, you that ba inste

In hym, that meketh and holdethe you so styll:
1o hym youre glorye always sct you muste,

4ll you that be of upryght bert and wyll

TRAE AUCTOR.

TH Y8 songe endyd, Dauid dyd stynte hys voice 3
Awd ia that whyle be aboote with hys eye

Dyl meke the darcks caoe; with whyche, yits
outen DoyoR, -

Hys syleace sémed to argue, and replye

Uppon hy» pesce thys peece, Lhat dyd reioyes

The soule with mercye, that mercye wdyd el

Apd founde mercye at plemtifall mercyes band,

Neuer denied, but where it waa wythwtande.

An tha seruante that in hys mante fue
FPyodyoge pardon of hys passed offeuce,
Cousyderynge his greate goodnes and hys gract,
Gladde teares dystylles, as gladsome recomperot:
Ryghte so Dauid scmed in the place
A marble image of syngul y
Carued in the rocke, with eyes and haode @ hypee
Made s by craft to playne, to sobbe, to Fyge

Thys whyle » beaume that bryght sonne keth
sendeth,

That sonne, the whyche was never cloade cocd
Perceth the caue, and on the harpe descendethe:
Whose glaunsing lyght the cords dyd aner glyd,
And snche luyster upon the harpe
As lyght of lampe upon the golde clenns trynd
The lome whereof ioto his eyes did sterte,
Supprysed with toye by pennaunpce of the baria

He Lhen enflamed with farre more hote afiecta
Of God, then he was angte of Bataabd,
Hin Jeft foot dyd om the earthe erecte,
And juste thereby remaynetbe Lhe otber kues:
To tbe lefte syde hys wayght he doth dyret:
For hope of heithe hys horpe aguyoe taketh be;
Hys hande, hys tuyne, hys myude, the

thyu laye,

Whyche to the Lord with sober voyoe did afe,

DOMINE, BE IN FUHORE TUO. PRalM XUXVIL

O LoRp, as [ have the bath preysd, and pnys,
{Although in the be ne altcracyon,
But that we men, like as our relfes, we @y,
Mesuryng thy justice by our mutacyon)
Chastice me not, oh Lord! io thy Roor,
KNor me correct in wrathful cestygacion:
For that thy arrowes of feune, of terror,
Of sword, of sycknes, of famine, nod of frre
Sticke deps in me: I, [, from myne et *
Am plonged vp; an horse gut of the myre
With stroke of epusTe; such is thy handeon
That in my fleshe, for terrour of thy yre,
18 not ome poynt of ferme stabilytye;
Norin my bones ther is no stedfaswesy
Soche is my dreade of mutabyl ytye:
For that I knowe wy frayfull syckednes.
For why ! my aynnes aboue my hend are bo
Lyke heuy weighte, that doth my furee oppresit:
Under the whych I stoupeand howe to the
As wyllow plante baled by vyolence.
And of my Beshe eche not well cured woupde,
That festered is by folye and neclygeuce,
By secrete lusie hath rankled under skyong
Not only cured by my penyteace.
Perceyuynge thus the tyrannye of svane,
That with hys weyght hath bumbled and &
My pryde: by gnawyng of the worme within,
That never dyeth, } lyne withouten rest.
S0 ure myne entrayley infect with foruent Frt
Fedynge the harme that hath my welth opprtst
That io mv Aeshe is lefle no belthe therfore.
So wonderous gremt hoth ben my TEZACYON,
That it bath forste my harte to cry and ror&




CERTAYNE PSALMES.

O Lorde! thon koowest thiowarda eontempl.ncyon
Of my desire: l.hou knowest my sighes wud
plaintes:

Thoo hweut the tenres of my lameatacyon
expresse my hartes inwarde restrayntes.

My barte pantethe, m¥ force 1 feel it quayle;

My sight, my_eyes, my loke decayes and fayntes.

And when myae snemyes dyd me most ascayle,

My frendes most sure, wherein I set most trust,

Myre owne verlues, roonest then dyd fayle

And stood aparte; resson abd wytt unjuste,

An kyp unkynde, were fandeste gooe st nede:

So bad they place ther venome out to thruste,

"That sought my denth by naughty worde and dede,

‘Ther tonges reproche, their wit dyd frawde applye,

And 1, 1yke deafe and dom, forthe my waye yvede,

Lyke oue that heres not, nor hath to replye

Ope wordle agayne: knowyng that from thyne
hande [plye

‘These thynges procede, and thon, Lord, sbalte sup-

My trust in that, wherem [ stycke and stande, .

Yet have I bad greate cause to dreade and feare,

That thou wouldeste geve my foes the cuer hande;

Far in my fal they shewed suche pleasaumte chere,

Arnd therewythal 1 alwzy in the lashe

Abyide the stroke; and with me every where

X beare my faulte, that grestely doth sbashe

My dolefal cheare; for I my faulte confesse,

And my deserte dothe al my comforte dashe.

In the mene whyle mios enemies still incrense;

And my provokers hereby doo augmente,

"I'hat withont cause to hurt me do not ceane:

In evell for good agaynste me they be bente, .

And byoder sbal my good persuyte of grece.

Loo! vow, my God, that seest my whole entente!

My Lord, 1 am, thou knoweet, in what case;

Fomhe wne not, be not far from me gone.,

Hasie to my beipe: haste, Lord, and baste apace,

O Lord, the Lord of al my heith alope, |

THE AUCTOR.

LYXE n1 the pylgrime, that in a'longe way
Faintinge for beate, proucked by some wynde,
1a some freshe shade lyeth downent middes of day:
$o dothe of Dauid the wery voyce and mynde
Take breathe of syghes, when be had ponge thys

laye,

Under sngbe shade an sorowe hath assynde:
And as the one stylt myndes hys vyage ende,
So dothe the other to mercy styll pretende.

On sonoor cordes hyn fingery he extendes, -
Without bearyog the judgement of the sounde:
Downe from hys eyes a streame of teares.discemles,
Wythont felynge, that tryckell on the grounde.
&w he that bledes in vayne ryghte so intemles
Thaitred sences to that they are bounde.

But syghe amd wepe ha can none other thynge,
And loke up styll yoto the beavenn kynge.

But who had ben wythonte the cane mouthe

Al bearde the teates and syghes that bhym dyd
srayare,

He wold have sworne there had out of the sonthe
A luke-warme wynde brought forth a samoky rayoe.
But that so clnse the cane was and ankhowth
‘That none hut Qod was record of Liys payne,
Els hadde the wynde blowen io all [eraell eares
Of theyr kyoge the wolull playnte and tearcs,
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Of whych some part when be op lnpped had,

H{’ke a8 he, whome hy»s owne thoughte nﬂ'uyes.
turnen hye loke: hiym serayth that the shade

Of hys offence agnyne hys force asseyes

By ryolente dispayre ¢m bym 10 lade;

Stertynge lyke hym, whom sodayn feare dismayes,

His voyce he straymes, and from his harte oute

bringes .
Thyssonge, that I notewhetherhe cryetbhor synges,

MISENERE MII, DETS. PSALM LL.

RUE on me, Lord, for.thy goodnes and grace,
‘That of thy pature arte so bountifull;
For that goodness that in the worlde dothe brace
Repuguoant natures in quiet wonderfull;
And for thy mercyes nomber withoute ende
In heavew and earth perceaved so plentifull,
That ever ul ibey do themselfes extende,
For those mereyes moche more then mag can synms
Do awsy my syones, that so thy gmce offende
Ofte tyoies agayne. Washe, washe me well wythin,
And from my eynne, that thus makes me afrayde,
Make thou me clesne, as aye thy wonte hath bene,
For wafo thee on nombre can be layde
For to prescribe remyssyons of offence
In bartes retourned, as thou thy selfe haste enyde:
And T bekuowe roy fault, my neglygence :
And in my syght my synne is fized fnate,
Therof to have more perfect penytence,
To the alone, to the have I trespaste;
For none can measure my faulte hut thou algne:
For in thy sygbte, § bave not heen egaste
For to offend: judging thy sight as nooe,
Sothat my faulte were hydde from syghte of man:
Thy maiestye so from my mynde way gone,
This knowe 1, and repent: pardon thou than:
Wherby thou shalte kepe stylle thy worde stable,
Thy iustyoe pure and cleane, becaase that whan
| pardoned am, that forthwith iustlye able
luste I am judged by instice of thy grace.
For I myseelfe, 100! thynge moste vostable.
Formed in offence, conceaued in lyke case,

. Am noughts but sypoe frum my natyuytie

Be not these sayde for myne excuse, alas!

But of thy helpe to shewe necessitic:

For, loo! thou louent truthe of the inwande harts,

Whych yet dothe lyue in my Gdelitie

Thoughe 1 have fallep by frayltie ouerthwarte:

For wylfull malyce ledde me not the waye

S0 moche as hathe the Aeshe drnwen me aparte.

Wherefore, O Lorde, as thou heste done alwaye,

Teach me the hydden wysdom of thy lore;

Since that my faythe dothe not yet decaye.

And, as 1be juyce to heale the lypper sore,

Wythe isoppe clense, clense me and I am clene.

Thoa shalt me washe, and more then sngwe
therefore

[ shal'be whbyte, howe fowie my faulte hath bepe.

Thou of my heaith shalt gladsome tydinges
bringe,

When from aboue remission shal be sene.

Descende on enrth: then shalla.forioye upsprynge

The bones, that were befure consumed to duate.

Loke not, O Lord! vppon myne offendynge,

But do away my dedér, that are unjuste.

Make a cleane harte in the middetl of my breste

Wyth spyryte apryghte voyded from fylthye luste,

From thyne eyes cure caste me nol in ynreste,

Nor teke from me Lhy spyTyte of holynewme.
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Render to me joye of thy helpt und beste: [nesse:
My wylle confyrme wythe the spirite of stedfast-
Al by tirgs shall these godlye thynges ensue,
fAynners 1 shall into thy wayes addresse;

They shall retorne to the, and thy grace sue,

My tongue shall prayae thy justification:

My monthe shall spreade thy glorious praises true.
But of thy selfe, O God, thys operation

It must procede; by purgynge me from bloode,
Amonge the jvste that I maye have relatyon:
And of thy Isudes for to let out the doode,

Thon muste, oh Lorde, my typpes fyrete nnlose.
For yf thon hnddeste estened leasavut goud
,The outwarde dedes, that catwarde men disclose,
T snid bave cifered wmto thee mcrifice:

But thou delytest not m soche glose

Of cutewnrd dede, a5 men dreame and dewvyse.
‘The sacrifice that the Lorde lyketh moste

Is spirite contryte: lowe harte in humble wyse
Thou doest accept, O God, fur plessaunt hoste,
Make Svon, Londe, accordynge to thy wyll
Sawerd Syou the Syon of the ghoste:

Of hartes Jerusalem strengthethe walles styll;
‘Then chalte thou take for good the outwarde dedes,
Av » sacrifice thy plensure to fulfyll.

Of thee alone thus all var good precedes.

THE AUCYUR.
OF deape secreten, that Danid then dyd syogs,
Of mercye, of fayth, of frayltie, of grace;
Of Goddes goodnesse, and of justyfyinge
‘The greatnes dyd so agtony hym space, [thynge?
As who myghte saye, Who hath expressed thys
1 eynner, I, what bave 1 saide? alas!
That Guds gocdnesse wold in my songe entreate,
Let me agayne consyder and repeate.
And so he doth, but not expressed by worde:
But in hys barte he turneth oft and prayveth
Ecbe wonl, that erstc hys lyppes mygth ferth
aforde:
He panles, he pawseth, he wondreth, he prayseth
The mercy, that hydethe of justyce the swonde:
The justyce, that so hys promyse complysheth
For hys worden sake to worthyles deserte,
That gratis bys grace 1o men doth departe,

Here hath he comfort when he doth measure
Mensoreles mercye to measurcles faulte,
‘To prodygable synners infinyte treasare,
‘Trewsire celestyall, that never shell defanlte:
Ye, when that aynne shall fayle, and may not

dure, [assaute

Mercy shail reigne, gaynste whome shall no
Of bell prenayle: by whowe, loe! wt thys daye
Of heaven gates remymyon is the kaye,

And when Denid bad pondered wel and tryed,

Aud seeth hymself not outterly depryved
¥rom lvgth of grace, that darke of synne dyd byde,
He fyndeth bys hape moch therewith reuyued;
He dare imporiune the Lorde on every syde,

Por he kncweth wel that to mercy is secribed

crpertelcs labor) importune, ery, and enll;
And thus besynneth hye song there wythall.

DONMINE, EXAUDE CRATIONEM MEAM. PHALM CI1

LorD, heare my praier, and het my crye passe
Unto thew, Lord, without impedimeut
Do nit from me tourne thy mercyfial face,
Unte mywlie leauynge my gouernment.

WYATS POEMS,

In time of tronble and edvervytye

Enclyne unto me thync eare and thyne entesies
Aml when 1 call, helpe my necessytye:

Redely graunie theflects of my desyre:

These bold demaundes do plezase thy majestye:
And eke my case soch. haste doth weR requyve.
For lyke as smoke my dayex are past awaye,

My bones dryed up, as fornace with the fyre:

My harte, my mynde is wythered up lyke haye:
Because: 1 have forgutt to take my bremde,

My breade of 1yfe, the worde of truth, ] mye
And for my pleyntful syghes end for my dresde,
My hones, my strength, my very forve of orynde
Cleved to the fleshe, and from the spirit were Solde,
As desperate thy mercye for to fynde,

80 made ! me the soten pellveane, -

And lyke the owle, that fleyth by proper kynde
Lygth of the duy, and hath berself beane

To ruiue byfe oute of al] companye,

Wyth waker care, that with this woo begunne,
Lyke the sparrowe was | solyterrye,

That syttrs alone under the housen caves,

This whyle my foes conspyred contynually,

And dyd prouoke the barme of my d

Wherefore lyke ashes my bread dyd me savor;
OfF thy inst word the tast might not me please:
Wherefore my drynk ! tempered with lycor

Of wepynge teares, that from myne eyesdyd rayos,
Because 1 knowe the wrath of thy furour,
Prouoked by vight, had of my pryde dysdayne.
For thou dyddest |yfte ine up to throwe me downe;
To teach me howe to knowe my selfe sgayne:
Wherby | kncwe that helpeles 1 shuld drowee.
My dayes like shaddow declyne, mod 1 doo cry:
And the for ever etemitie dothe crowne;

Worlde wythoute ende doth last Lhy memory.
For thys frayltie, that yoketh all orankyrde,
Thou vhalt awvake, nud rue this mysercye:

Rue oo Syon.  Syon that as [ fynde

Is the people that lyne under thie lawe,

For nuw is tyme, the tyme at hande neaynde,
The tyme 8o longe that thy servantes drawe

In great desyre to se that pleasaunte daye:

Daye of rederoynge Syon from synnes awe.

For they have rutbe tu see in suche decaye

In duste and stunes thys wretched Syon lore.
Then the Gentiles shall dreade thy name alanye:
All earthly kyuges thy glorye shall hononr,
Then when Lthy grace thy Syon thus redemeth,
When tbus thou bast declared thy wmyghtie povtr.
The Lorde bis ser wyshes so est

That he hym turnethe voto the poores rtquut.
To our dyscent this to be written semetb.

OF «dl forts ay yon besie:

And they, that then shalbe regenerate,
Shallprayse the Lovd therfore both moste snd 1este.
For he bath lokt: from the height of hys estate,
The Lorde from beaven in esrth hath lookte on s,
Tu beare the mone of thom that ane 2’ gate

Iu fowla bondage: to bese and to discus

The nonnes of deathe oute frome theyre dendly
Too gyve therehy occasion gl rivus [bonde ;
In thys Syon hys holye urme to stoude,
Aud in Jerusalem hys landes lastynge aye,
When in ooe churche the peaple of the londe
And realmes her gathered to serve, ta laude, to
The Lorde abuve so juste and mereyful,  [pmy
But to this samble runninge in the waye,
My streugthe fayleth to reache it at the full.
He halh abreged my dayes, they may not dwe




- CERTAYNE PSALMES.

o aa thet tevnwe, that terme wo wonderfull:

Al though 1 have with hartie wil!, ond cure,

Prayed to the Lord, Take me not, Lord, zwaye

In middes of my yeares; thoughe thyne ever sure

Remuyne cterne, whore tyme can ot decayc.

Thou wronghtstethe earth; thyhandesthé leauens
dyd make: :

They shall peryshe, and thou shalt laste alwaye:

And al) thinges are shal were and ouertake,

Lyke clothe, and thou sBalt chaunge them Iyke
upparell,

Tourne, and tranalate, and thou m wroth it take;

Boe thoa thy selfe thy seif remaymest welt

Thbat thoa wast erste, and shalt thy yeares extende,

T'hen, sens to thys there miaye no thynge rebelle,

The greateate compforts that 1 can pretende,

Is that the children of thy serant re,

That in thie word are gotte, shall wythout ende

Before thy face ba atabliste ail in fere,

THE AUCTOR.

Waen Dawid badde perceaved in hys brexte
The apyrite of God retourne, that wes exyled,
Because be knewe he buth alone exprests
‘These same great thynged, that greater apyryte

compyled:
A1 shawme or pipe lettes out the sounde impreste,
By musykes arte forged to-fore and fyled:
1 saye whep Dauid hadde perceaued this,
The wpirite of complort in hym reuyuned is.
For thereupon he srabeth argomente
Of reconsylyng roto the Lordes grace:
Al thoughe romtyme to prophecy have lente
Bothe brule beastes, and wycked bartes a place,
But oure David indgzeth in hys eatente
Hym selfe by penanncr: cleane oute of thys case,
Whereby he hathe remysayon of offence,
And gyaneth Lo alowe bys payne add pentence.

But when ke wayeth the fanit, and recompence,
He dampnetb this hys dede and fyndeth playne
Atwene them bwe no whytt eqniunlence:
Whereby he tukes all putwarde dede in veyne
Te beare the name of ryghtfall penitence:
Whyck & slone the barte returned agayne,

Aml more contryte, that doth bys fault bervones
And outward dede the sygne or frite alone,

‘Wylh thys he dothe defende the slye Ite
Of rayne alyweance of hys owne deserte:
Aud all the glorye of bys forgeveu fanlte
'To God alone be dothe it bole converte:
Hys owne meryte be fyndethe in defanite:
Apd whyles he pondreth these thinges in hys barte,
Hys koee, hye arme, hys hande susteyned bys
chinne, .
When be hys songe agayne thus dyd begynne.

R PROFDNDIS CLAMAYE AD TE, DOMINE.
PALM CXXX.

Promdepth of synne,and from a depe dispayre,
From depth of deeth, from depth of hartessorrowe,
From this depe cane, of darkues depe repayre,
Thee have | calde, O Lorde, to beny borowe.
“Thou in my voyce, O Lorde, perceaue and heare
My harte, my hope, my playnte, my ouvertbrowe,
My wyll to ryee: And let by graunle nppeare,
That to my voyce thyne ears do well atiende:
Mo place 5o farre, that to the is not nesr;

. Noo depthg so depe, that thou ng maysie axtende

s

Thy ne eare thertoy hesre tren mry wololl playwmte :
Por, Lotd, ¥f thon obsevye whiat men offende,
And putte thy natywe mercye in restreyirte:

¥ joste exaetyon demaunde recompence;

Who maye endire, O Lorie?! Who shail not fointe
At soche necompte ! so drede, mot reuerence
Should raigne at larpe, Bat thou sekest rather
For in thy hande is mercyer resydence:  [loue;
By hope whereof thor doeste oure hartes eke mooe.
I in the Lorde haue setie my confydence:

My soule soche truste doth euermore approne:
Thy holye worde of cterne oxcellence,

Thy mercyen promyse, that i all.waye tuste,

'Haue ben my staye, my piller, and defnce.

My soule in God hath more desyrous rraste,

Then hath the watchmen loking for the daye;

For hiz refief, b quenche of glepe the thurt

Lette 1sraell truste vnto the Lord alwaye;

Far grace and funor are hys propertie;

Plenteouse ramsome shall come with”hym, | sy,
And shall redeme all cor iniquitie. ’

THB AUCTOR

THYs worde Redeme, that in his moothe dyd
Dyd putte Dauid, it setweth unlo me, [sonode,
Az in a traunce, to star uppon the grounde,
Andwith kys thoughte the hyghte of henven to mees
Wherehebeholdesthe Worde that sholde confounde
The worde of death, by humility to be
In mortail Mayde, in morull habile made,
Eternitye in mortal vayle o shade.

He seyé&th that worde, when ful
shilde come,

Doo awaye that vayle by feruente aifection,
Torne off wyth deathe, for deathe shulde have ber
Aud lepeth Iyghter from- sache corruption: [doms,
The glute of Lyghte, that in the ayre dothe loure,
Man redeemeth, death hathe her destruction:
That martall vayle hathe immortalitie;
To Dauid assarannce of hys iniguitie.

Wherby be frames thys resson in hys harte:
That goodmes, which doth not furbenre hys soone
From desth for we, and can therby coaverte
My death to lyfe, my synne to solvation,

Bothe can and wyll a smaller grace deperte
To bhym, that sueth by humble supplicstion:
And syns I have bys larger grace auseypde,
To aske'thys thinge why am [ then affrayde?

He graunteth most to them that most do crace,
And he delyghtes in muit wythoote respect.
Alns! my sonue pursues me to the graue,
Suffered by God my syune for to correcte.

But of my syoune, syns | may pardon have,

My sonnes pursuyte shall shortelye he reiccte:.
Theno will | craue wyth sured confydence,

And thus begynneth the sute of hys pretence

DOMIRE, KXAUDT ORATIONEM MEAM,
P3ALN CXLIM.

Hxane my prayer, O Lord: heare my recuests :
Compiyshe my boone: answer to my desyre,
Mot by desert, but for thyne owne behest : .
in whose firme truth thon promist myne empyre.
To stande stable: and afler thy iustyce,
Performe, O Lorde, that thyuge that ! requyre,
Bu: wot of law after the forme and guise
To enter wdgment wythe thie thrall-borde slane,,
T plede hys right; for in soch maoer wyae
Befora thy ayghte noo man hys ryghte shall sava,

ry]lletyne.
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For of my self, 101 thys my ryghteonsmesse

By scorge, and whyppe, wnd prickynge spurres, 1
Scant rysen up, such is my beastlines: {haue
For that myne epemye hatbe pursued my lyfe,
Aad fu the duste hathe soyled my lustynes;

To forreyna realmes, to flee hys rage 10 1yle,

He hathe me forste; s deade to hyde my hesde.
Apd for bycause, within my self at srife, [fledde,
My barte, and spirite, wythe all my force, ware
1 hed recoarse to times that have ben paste,

And dyd remember thy deades in al my drede,
And dyd peruse thy worckes that euer last:
Wherby I knew above these wonders al

Thy mercyes were; then Iyfte 1 up in hast

My handes to thee; my soule to the dyd call,
Lyke barren soyle, for moyster of thy grace.
Haste to my helpe, O Lord, afere 1 fall:

For sure I fell my spyrite doth fainte apace,
‘Tumne not thy face from me that 1 be Jayde

in count of them that bendlyng downe doo passe

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS,

Into the pyt: Shewe me betimes thyne ayde,
For on thy grace | wholly do depende:

And io thy band since all oy health is siayed,
Do me to kuow what way, thoa wylte, I bende
For voto the 1 bave myjede up my mynde,

Rydde me, oh Lorde, from them that do entende
My foes to be; for 1 have me amigned

Alwaye wythin thy secret protectyon.
Teache me thy wyl, that I by the may fynds
The waye to worke the same in a :

For thou, Iny God, thy blessed spirite upryght

In laude of truthe ahall be my dyrectyon.

Thou, for thy name, Lord, shalte renine my spryte
Wythin the ryghte, that I receiue by the:
‘Whereby my lyfe of daunger shall be quyte.
Thou baste fordone the great iniguytye,

That vext my scule: thou shalt elso

My foes, oh Lorde, for thy benignitie;

For thyne am [, thy servounte aye most bounde, .

END OF 310 THOMAR WYAT'S FORNR

———— -

THE POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

THE COMPLAINT OF A LOUER WITH
SUTE To Hi§S LOUE FOR PITIE.

. I# ever woefall man might move your bartes to
ruthe, [ehall try bis truth;
Good Iadies heare hiz woful plaint, whese deth
And rightful iudges be on this his true report,
If he deserue a lover’s name amonyg the faithfull
wort, [in the west;
Five hundred times the nmne bath lodpde him
Since in my bart I harbred first of all the good-
st gert, [foyut,
‘Whese worthiness to shew, my wittes are all to
And 1 lacke cunning of the scooles, in eolours her
tc payot,
But this | briefty say in wordes of egall weight,
50 voide of vice was newer nooe, nor with such
vertues freight. [her warres,
And for ber beauties prayse, no wight that with
¥or where she comes, she shews her self, as mm
among the starmes, [parfitenesse,
But Lond, thou wast to blame, to frame such
And putte no pitie in her harl, my sorowes to
redrecse. . _ [pany,
For if ye knew the paines and panges that I haue
A wopder wouid it be to you, how that my life
hatb last, [bowe
YWhen all the gods agreed, that Cupide with his
Sboald shote his arrowes from her eies, on me his
might to show,
1 knew it wan in vaine my force to trust ypon,
Aund well I wist it was no shame to yield o sach &
gme: [mynde,
Then did | me suhmit with hamhble hart and
Tolre her wan for evertnore, ug by the gods pasinde.

And since that day, mo wo, wherewith looe
might torment,
Could moue me from this faithfnll bapd, or poais
me Once repent:
Yet baue: I felt fall oft the bottest of bis fyre,
The bitler teares, the acalding sighs, the xnming
hote desire; [harey
“And with a sodain sigh the tremblyng of the
And how the blood doth come and go, to seccoax
every pari: [aryer,
When that a pleasant looke heth [yfl me in the:
A frowoe bath made me fall as fasd into & depa
despayer. bart,
And when that I e're this, my tale conld well by
And that my tong bad learnad it, so that no word
tmight start, [wany,
The sight of her hath set my wittes m sach s
That to be lord of all the world, one word [ could
not say, [pincbed so,
And many o sodayn crempe my bhart hath
That for the time my sences all, felt neither weals
nor wo, ’ [content,
Yet saw I neuer thing that might my minde .
But wight it hers, aod at her will, if she could 0
consent: pleare,
Nor ncuer heard of wo that did her will dis-
But winht the same voto my self, so it might do
her eaze, [fuce,
Nor never thought that fayre, nor never liked
Unless it did resemble her, or some part of ber

grace.
No distance yet of place could us so farre de-
nide
But that my hart, and my good will did still with
kier abide,



COMPARISON OF LIFE AND DEATH.

- Rer yet it neucr lay in any fortunes powre,
+ To put that swete out of my thought one minute
of ao bowre. [wynde:
No ruge of drenching ses, nor woodnesse of the
* Nor cannous with their thundring cracks copld
' put ber from my minde; [oet,
For when both sea and tand mxuinder bad vs
* My whole delite was only Lhen, my self’ alone to
get; [gesse,
Apd thitherward to looks, a» nere as I coukd
Where as 1 thought that she-wes then, that might
my wo redressa, . [winde,
Full oft it did me good that waies to lake my
* 50 pleasant ayre in no place els methought 1
] could pot fnde ;
1 mying to myself my life is yonder way;
Aod by the winde 1 bave her seot n thousand
sigbes aday; [geven thee,
And seyd uoto the sanme, great giftes are
For thou mayst see mine earthly blisse, where-
ever that ahe be. [thy might
Thou seest in euery place, woulde God T had
Apd | the ruler of my self, then should she know
no night. [been at stryfe,
And thus from wish to wish, wmy wittes have
And wanting all that I haue wisht, thus haue E led
- my life,
Butlong it cannot iast, that in such wo remmines;
Ko force for that, for death is swete to him that
feles ruch paines: Y
Yet most of &1l me greves, when | am in my
Tl ahe shall purchase hy my death s cruel
pame to hawe. [it see
Wherefore all you that bear this plaint, or shall
Wish that it may so peroe her bart that she may
pitie me; - [Leewt
Por and it were her will, for hoth it were the
- Yo mue my life, to kepe her name, and sct my
hart st rest

OF TNE DEATH OF MASTER DEUOROX,
THE LORD FERRES SONNE.

Wno iurtly may refoyce in ought vnder the skye,
As life gr landy, as frendes, or fruites which only
live to dye? {are vaiue,
Or who dotb not well kpow all worldly workes
And geveth nought but to thee lendes to lake the
same again?
For though it lift some vp as we long vpwerd all,
Sach is e sort of slipper weith, nll thinges do rise
to fall.
Thuncertaintie is such, cxperience teacheth so,
That what thinges mem do couet most them son-
et they forgo- [so0 dere,
1o Deuorcx where he lieth, whoss life men held
* That now his death is worowed so, Lhat pitie it is
. to heare, [fame,
_khl_hinh of ayotient blood his pareots of great
od yet in vertue farre befure the formout of the
. ‘ame [gnyne,
His king and countrye bothe he sernde to a0 great
That with the Brutes record doth rest, and cuer
shall remaine.
Mo man in warn: so wete an enterpriso to take;
No mao in pepee that pleasurde more ¢f enimies
freads to maoke, * '
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A Tato for his connsell, his hed was aorchy such,
Ne Theseus frendship was so great, bnt Deuorox
way a3y much, [to bring,
A graffe of so small grothe, so much good frute
Is seldome hearde, or neuver sene, it is 30 rare n
thing. .
A man sent w9 from Qod, his lifs did well dechure,
And now sent for by God agnin, to tamch us
what wa are, [that Liue,
Death and the gmue, that shall accompmoy all
Hath brought him beuen, though somewhat sope,
. which life could pever give,
God graunt wel wl) that shall professe as he profest,
To line » well,to dye no worss; amd send bis
soule good reat.

—— ]

THEY OF THE MEANE ESTATE ARE
HAPP{EST, :

IF right be rackt apd overrons,

Apd pawer take parl with open wrong:
If feare by forca do yelde to soone,
The lack is like to last to long.

If God for goodes zhal be voplaced,
If right for riches lose his shape,
If world for wissdome be embraced;
The gesse in great, much burt may hap,

Among good thinges I proue and fnde -
The quiet life doth most wbound:
A sure to the conlented minde
There is wo riches may be found.

For riches hates to be content ;
Rule is enmy to guietpessc,
Power is most part impacicot,
And seldom !lkes to live in peare.

I beard o herdman once compare,
That quiet nights he hed mo slept,
And bad 1o mery daies to spere,
Then be which ought the beastes he kept

I would not baus it thought hereby,
The dolphin awirome T meane to teache,
Mar yet to learne the faulcon ﬂz:

1 row pot so farre past my reache.

But as my part nboue the rest,
Is well to wish and well to will;
Bo tyll my breath shall fail my brest,
1 will not cease to wish you sdli.

p————]

COMFARISON OF LIFE AND DEATAH.

Thae iife is long, that lothsomly doth last,

The dolefull dayes draw alowly to their dote;

Th epresent panges and paicfull plagaes forepast
Yelde griefe nye grepe to stablish this estate,

So that 1 feelr, in this great storme and strife,
The death is swere that eodeth such a life,

Yet by the stroke of this strunge oucrthrowe,
At which conflict in threldome § was thruet,
The Lord be praised, I am well tavght to know
From whene: man came, and ekewherets be must.
And by the way, vpon how fsble foree,
His terme doth atand, till death doth end his coorae,
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The pleasact yeres Lhat seme o swift that runne,

The mery dayes to end so fast that Bete,

The ioyfull nightes of which day daweth sa soone,

‘The happy bowers which mo do miss then mete,

Do all consume as snowe against the sunne,

And death makes end of all that life begoune.

Sinee death shalf dure, tifl all the world be wast,
‘What meancth man to dred death them so sore?
JAs man might mzke that life shonld atway laat,
Without rezarde the Lord bath led before
The daonce of death, which »1l mast roane on Tow
Though bow, or when the Lord uloge doth kpow,

N mep would minde what burtheos life doth
bring
What grevous crimes to God he doth commit;
What plages, what panges, what perilles, therby
With 0o sure hower in ali his dajes to sit: [sprioge
He would sure think as with great caase 1do,
The day of death wer better of the two.

Death is a port wherby we pass to ioy,
Life is a lake, that drowneth all in payn,
Death is go dere it censeth sll annoy,
Life is #o0 leude that elf it yeldes is vayn:
And as by life 10 bondage man is hrought,
Even 0 likewite by death was fredom wronght

‘Wherefere, with Paul, let all men wish and pray
To be dissolvde of this foule ficshly masse;
Or at leadt be armde pgrinst the day,
That they be fuund good souldiers prest to pase
From life W death, from death to life ngain,
To such u life, a3 encr shall remain

e ———

THE TALE OF PYGMALION, IWITH CON-
CLUSION VPOXN THE BEAUTIE OF HIS
LOUE. :

In Grece somtime there dwelt n man of worthy
g - [his name,
To graue in stone his cunning was, Pigmalion was
To meke his fame endure, when dcuth had bim
bereft, [work were left
He thought it guod of his own ham! some filed
In seerete study then such work he gon devie
As might his cuoning best commieod, and please
the lookers eyes,
A courser faire he thought to greae, barbed far
the field {spear amd shield.
And on his back a semely knight well ann™d with
Or els some foule or fish to grawe be did desise
And still withinhis wandring thoughtes new faucies
didl arise, :
Thus varied he in minde what cnterprise to take
*Fill fancy moued his learned hand a women fayre
to make, [fourne to frame
‘Whereon be stayde, and thought such perfite
Whereby he might amaze all Greee, and winne
immortal name.
Of yvorie white he made so faiye 2 womea then
That mature scorn’d hir periitocss w0 taught by
craft of man. [face,
Wel sbaped were her [ime, full comly was ber
Eche little vain mostlively coucht, eche part had
pemely grace. {great strife
Twixt nature and Pigmalion, there might appere
5o semely was this yinage wrought, it lackt nothing
bl Jife, :

POEMS OF YNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

His curious eye beheld his own denised work,

" And gasing oft thereon, be found moch venoms

there W lurk;
Por all the featurde shape 80 did his fancie moos
That with his idoll whom he rade, Pigmalion fell
in loue; [muriandes swete
To whom he hononr gmoe, and decked with
And did adourn with iewells rich, an is fur loarms
mete. {woaid ey,
Somtimes on it he @wn'd, somtime in rage
1t was & worder W bebhold, how fansy bleard Lis eye.
Siuce that this ymage dumme enflamed 5o wises
man, [than;
My dere, alas, since 1 you loue, what wonder is it
ln whom hath nature eet the glory of ber name
And brake her moulde in great dispaiye, your Lie
she coulde oot frame.

p————

THE LOUER SHEWETH HI3 WOFULL
STATE ARD PRAIETH PITTIE.
LyxE un the larke within the Mariians foote,
With pitevus tunes doth chiep her yelden lay:
S0 sing I newy, seyng no other boote
My rendering song and to your will ohey.
Your vertue mouates aboue my force vwo bye,
And with your beautie seased [ amn 30 sure,
That there agailes resistance none in me,
Bot paciently your pl to endure,
For on your will my fausy shall attend,
My life, my death, [ put both in your choyos;
And rather had my life by yon 1o end,
Then line, by other alwayes to reioyce:
And if your crueltie do thirst my blood,
Then let it forth if it may do you good.

——]

VPON COXNSIDERATION OF THE STATE
OF THIS LIFE HE WISBETH DEATH.

THE lenger life, the mnore offence;

The more offenve, the greater paine ;

The greatcr paine, the lesswe defence

The lesse deferee, the lessar guine;

The losse of gaive long ¥l doth trye,

Wherfore come death anl let me dye.

The shorter life, lesse count 1 finde,
The lesse account, the sooner wade;
The count soon made, the mericr mind,
The mery mynd doth thonght suade;
Short life in truth this thieg doth trye,
Wherfore come death, anil let me dye.

"Come genlle dealh, the ehhe of care,
The ebbe of care, the Hood of lyfe,
The flood of life, the joyful fare,
The ioyful fare, the end of strife:
The end of strife, thaldhing wishe L.
Wherefore comne death, and let me dye,

THE LOUER THAT ONCE DISDAINED
LOUE, 1S NOW BECOME SUBIECT
DEING CAUGHT IN HIS SNARE,

To this songe gave eare who list

And inine intent iudge as ye wyll,

The time is coine that [ haue mist

‘The thing wheren [ hoped styil,

And from the tuppe of oll my trost,
Mishap hoth throwen wme in the dusk.




AGAINST WICKED TONGES.

The time bath bene and that of late,
My bart and I might lesp at large,
And was not shut within the gute
Of loue's desire, nor toke no cherge
Of any thing that did pertaine,

As touching loue in aey payn,

My thought was free, my hart was Jpght,
Y marked uot, who lost, who sacglt,
I playd by day, I slopt by nymbt,
¥ forved not, who wept, who [aught,
My thought from all such thinges was free,
And J ooy seif al fiberthe,’

Ttoke no hede to tauntes nor toys
As leel to see them frowne sasmyle,
Where fortune laught I scorode their ioyes
1 found their fraudes acd enery wyle,
And to my selfe oft timea I sniled,
To see how foue hail them beyiled.

Thusin the net of my conceit,
T manked - stil] among the sort
OFf uch as fod vpon the bayte,
‘Thax Capide Iwade for bis disport;
And ever o5 J saw them caught
I then beheld mrd therent laught.

Tyil st the length when Cupide apied
My scomeful wyll and spitefuil vae,
And bow { past not who was tyed
S0 that my seif inyght mtil} Hue lose,
He set bim selie o lye in woite
And fc my way be threw a baite.

Such one ms nature never made
1 dare well say saue st:e alooe;
Such ope she was as would inuada
A hart more hary] then marble rtone;
Such one she is, I know it right,
Her nature made o shew her might.

‘Then &3 & mAC euen in o maas
When vee of renson isaway,
S0 | began to stare wnd paze,
And sodeinly, withont delay
Or ever [ Lod the wit to joke
1 swalowed vp both bait end boke.

Which dayly grenes me more and more
Py sandry surtes of careful wo;
And uone clive may salue the sore
But onely sbe that hurt me soe:
fo whom my lyfe dothe now coukist
To saue or slay me av she Jist,

But scing pow that I am caught,
And bounde o fast, T cannot flee;
Be ye by mine ensample taught
That in your fansics fele you free;
Derpisse not them that lovers ave
Lest you be cuoght within bis snare.

OF PORTUNE AND FAME.

THE plage ir grent, abere Fartune frowacs,
One minchief bringes & thovsan:] wous,
\Where Lrumpets gewe their warkke sownes,
The weake susteine sharp overihrowes:

Ko betzer life they tast sud fele

That subrigct are to Forlapes wheln

4

Her happy chaunce may last no time;
Her pleasure threstueth paioes W come.

| She ix the fall of Lthose that clime;

And yot her whele aranceth some:
No force, where that she hates. or loass,
Her Bekle minde s oft rewwees,

She getes no git, but crawen as faxi;
She poone repentes & thankful dede;
She turneth after euery blast;
She belpes them oft, Umt taue no nede;
Where power dwellew, and riches rest,
Faise Fortune is a common gest,

Yet sorne affirme and prooe by okyll,
Fortupe i% not o feing Fame, -~
8he neither ean do pood nor ¥il;
She hath no fourme, yet beares & natme,
Then we but striue agninst the streames,
To frame sucbe ioycs on fansien dreama,

If sbe hane shape or name alone;
1f sbe do rule or beare nu yway
If she hane bodie, life or none,
Be vlwe 2 sprite I ean not say:
HRut well | wot, somre cause there is,
Thst causeth wo, and sendeth blime.

The causen of thinges I wili not blame,
Lest 1 offende the prince of pence:
But I may chide, and braule with Fame, .
To make her erye aod nouer ceayo: :
To blowe the triunpe within her eares,
That may apease my wofull teares,

. ]
AGAINST WICKED TONGES,

O zuir tonges, whish olap et enery winde,

Ye slea the quicke, end cke the dead defame,
Those that Hue well, some fante in them ye fynds;
Ye take no thought In slavndring their good name,
Ye put tust men oft times tu opeu sbame!

Ye rynge so loude, ye sounde vato the akyes,
And yet in proofe, ye sow nothing but Iyes,

Ye make great werre, where pesce hath bern of
Ye bring rich reslmes to ruine and decay, [long;
Ye pluck downe right, ye do enhaunce the wrouy;
Yo turue swete mirth to wo and well awiy;

Of mischiefes s}l ye are the grounde { say.
Happy i he that lines ob such s sort,
That needs pot fear such touges of faise report,

:;_ .

HELL TORMENTETH NOT THE DAMNED
GHGSTES 80 SORE A48 FNKINDNLSY
THE LOUER. '

Trr restlesss rage of vdepe devouring bell;

The blosing hrandes, that neuer doe consurns;
‘The roryng route, In Phitoes den that dwell,

The fery bresth, thatfrom thowe ympes doth fume,
The deopsy drowth, that Tantale in the flood
Endureth ay, eli hopelkess of reliefe,

He hongermeruen, wiere fruile is ready foode]
Su wretchedly his sonle doth soffor griet:
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‘The liner gnawne of gylefull Promsthas,

Which vullnres fell with strained talant tyse,
The labour [ost of weried Sisiphus,

These hellish hoondes with paimes of gusnchiess
Can not 5o xore the ailly sonles torment, [Gire
Aa ber vntruth my bart bath all to rent.

— ———

OF THE MUTABILITIE OF THE
FWORLDE,

Br fortane as 1 Iny in bed, my fortune wab to
finde ginto my mind.
Bach fansies, as my careful thought had brought
And when eche one was gone to rest full soft in
bed to Lye [l myne eye:
1 woald have slept, but then the watcn did follow
And sodeinly 1 saw & sen of woful sorowes prest
Those wicked weres of shasp repuise bred mine
unquiet rest. [degree
I naw this warld, and bow it went, ccbe state in his
And that from weaith ygranted is, both life and
libertee, [price,
1 saw how Erruy it did raine, and bear the greatest
Ye greater poyson is not founda within the cocle-
trice ; . [woe
1 saw alw, how that Disduine oft times to forge my
Guoe me the cuppe of hitter swete to pledge-my
_mortall for finrle,
1 mw nlso, how that Desire, to rest no place coald
Dut ®ili comatrainde in endlesse peine to foliow
natures kipde, [forsake
1 saw also mast straunge of all, how Natare dyd
The bloud, that in ber wombe wos wrought, as
] doth the lothed snrke. Y [loat,
1 maw how Fansie would retayne no lenger then ber
And as the wind how she doth cheunge, &s is
nat for to trust,
I saw how Stedfastney did flee with winges of

often change
A fyeing bird, but seldoms seoe, ber nature in so
trenge.
I saw how plessant times did passe, #s flowres do
in the mede, )
To daie that rfecth red as rose, 1o morowe falleth
ed, [glasse,

+ 1sawmytime how it dyd mene, aa sande out of the
Euen as eche bowre appoigted is, from time aod

tide to passe.

I gaw the yerea that 1 had spent, and lowss of all

. my gayne,

And how the sport of youthful playes my foly did
retayne.

I xaw how that the litde xnt in somer atill doth
rnoe .

To scek her foode, wherby to live in wynter fr

to come.

duth begione. . [ pardy
And when all these I thun bebeld, with nmny mo
In me, me thought, eche one bad wrought & per-
fite propertie. ba
And then | sayde unto my selfe a [egson this sbai}
For other, that shal] after come, for to beware by
me, [might constraipe
Thus all the pight 1 did deuise, which way 1
To forme n plot, that wit might worke thege
brogches ig my brajn,

[to spinge.
Y saw eke Vertne how she sate the threde of Iyfe’
Which sheweth the end of euery worke hefore it.
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HARPALITS COMPLAINT OF PHYLIDAES
LOUE BRESTOWED ON CORIN, WHO
LOUED HER NOT, AND DENIED HIM
THAT LOUED HER.

['This beactiful poem, which ia perhaps the fret
attempt at pastors] writing in our language,
preserved among the Songs and Sonneties of
the ear] of Surrey, &< M0, 1574, in thet part
of the collection which consista of pieces by
Uncertain Auctours. These poems were first
publisbed in 1557, ten after that sorom-
plisbed nobleman fell & victim to the tyranny
of Heary VIIT: but it is prevamed most of
them were composed before the death of sir
Thomes Wyst in 1541. See Sorrey’s Poems,
4to. fol, 19. 49.

Thongh written perbups near half a century be-
fore tha Sbepherd’s Culendar?, this will be
found far superior to any of those eclogues in
natorsl unaffected sentiments, in simplicity of
style, in ensy fow of versification, snd all tha
bexuties of pastornl postry, Spenser oaght to
bave profited more by 30 excellent a modele—
PeRcy.] .

Piicripa was u faire maide,
As freah, an any Hower;

Whom Harpalus the heard-man praide
To be his pammoure,

Harpalus, and eke Corin,

Were berdmen both yfere:
Aad Phillida wonld twist and spinne,
- Avd thereto sing ful clere.

But Phillida waa =l 5 coye,
For Harpalus to winne:
For Corin wos her only joye,

Who forst her not a pinge,

How often woold ahe Bowers twine?
Heow oftzn gardznts make

Of couslips and of calumbring
And a] for Corin’s sake.

But Corin, he had hawken Lo lure,
And foresd more the Gelde:

Of lovers law be tooke uo cure;
For oncom be was beguilde,

Harpalus prevayled nought,
Hiz labour nll way loat;

For he was farthest from ber thought,
And yet he loved her moat,

Therefore wax be bath pale and Jeans,
Avd dry ss clod of clay:

His frsbe it was consumed clexne;
His colour gone away.

Mie beard it had not long be shave;
His beare hoog al nokempt:

A man most it even for the grave,
Whom #piteful [ove had shent,

His eyes wers red, and all orwacht;
His face besprent with tenres:

¥ senmed oohap bad him long hatehy,
In middes of his dispairen,

* First published in 1325,




OF THE WRETCHEDNES IN THIS WORLD. 301

Hin clotives were blacke, and also bare;
As one forlone was he;

Upon his hoad alwayes he ware
A wresthe of wyllow tree.

His beastes he kept apon the hyll,
And be sate in the dale;

And thus with sighes und sorrows shril,
He gan to tell hin tale.

Ob Harpalus! thus would be may;
Unhappieat under sunne!

The cause of thine vohappie day,
By lvue was first begunne.

For thou wentest Srt by sute to seeks
A tygre to make tame,

That settes not by thy tone & leeke;
But makes thy griefe her game.

As enry it were for to convert
The frost into the fame;

A for to torne a frowarde bert,
Whem thou o Give wouldst fruma,

Corin he liueth cartlesse:
He leap g the |

He eates the frutes of thy redresse:
‘Thou reapes, he takes Lbe sheaues.

My beastes a while your foode refraine,
And herke your Lerdmans sounde:
Whom spitefull loue, alss! bath slaine,
Through girt #ith many & wounde.

O bappie he ye, beastdn wilde,
That here your pasiure takes:
I s that ye bo not begilde
Of theat your faithful makes.

The hart he feederh by the hinde:
The bocke hard by the do:

The turtle doue is not vokinde
To him that loves ber 3.

The ewe sbe hathk by hor the mmme:
The yong cow hath the bull:

The calfe witk maony a lusty lumbe
D fade their hunger fall

But, wel-a-way! that pature wrought
Thee, Phylida, 2o faire:

For ] ey say that I haue bonght
Thy beauty all td denye,

What resson in that eroeitis
With beautie shondd bave part?

Or els that anch great tiranny
Should deell in womans hart?

1 se thevefore to shape my death
She croelly is prest

To th’ end that ! may waot ooy hreath:
My dayes been at tha best.

O Copide, grannt this my request,
And do not stoppe thine eares;
Thet she may feele within her breste

The paines of my disprires.

Of Coric thet in cardlemss,
That she may crave ber fee:
A | have doue in great distresse,
That louad ber faithfullye.
VoL, 1L

But since that [ shal die her slage;
Her siape, spd eke her thrall:

Write you, my frendes, upon my graoe
This chaunce that ia befal|,

¢ Here lieth unhappy Harpalus
" By crueil loue now slaine:
Whom Phylida vojustly thus,
Hath murdred with disdaine."

FPON SYR JAMES WYLFORDES DEATH,

L here the ende of man! the cruell siatars tharee
The web of Wylfordes [yfe uneth had hplf yspomne,
Whan rashe upon misdede they all secorded ba
To breake vertass course ere half the mce were
TonDe ; [game,
Apnd trip him on his way that els had wonne the
And bolden highest place within the hoase of fame.

But yui thoogh be be gone, though sence with
him be past {mowne,

' Which trode the euen steppes that leaden to re=

We Lhat remaine aline ne suffer uball to waste
The fame of his desertes, wo shall he lose but sowne;
The thing sball aye remaine, aye kept as freab im
store befora.
As if hin eares should ring of that he wrought

Waile oot therfore hig want, sith he so left the
rtage (bands,

Of enre and wretched lyfe, with ioy and clap of
Who pisieth lenger paries, may wel baue greater

age, Eunde-,
But few 5o well may passe the gulfe of fortunes
So tried!y did he trede, ay prest at vertues beck,
That fortune found no place to geus him once s

check.
Tho fates bave rid him beonee, who shat not
after go? [his fame,

Though earthed be his corps, yet Sorish shall
A glsdsome thing it is, that ers be atept us fro,
Soch mimours he us left our lyfe tharby to frame,
Wherefore his praine shall last aye freshe in
Britons sight, [hinlight.
Till suc shall cenpe to shine snd lend the earth

OF THE WRETCHEDNES IN THIS
WORLD.

Wao list to live vpright, and bold bimself content,

Sball se such wondem in this world, as neuer erst
was sent, [vower,

Buch groping for the swete, such tasting of the

Soch wandering here for worldly wellh that loste is
in one houre.

And s the good or badde get up in hie degree,

30 wades the world inright or wrong, it may none
other be; [them obay,

And lokc what lawes they make, eche man must

And yoke himeelf with pacient beart, to drioe
and drawr that way.

Yet much as long ago, great rulers wer aowinde,

Both linss and lawea ars now forgot, and worne
clene out of minde,

So that by this 1 se 0o state on earth may lasi,

But us their tymes appointed be, to rise and falt
as fasl

(¥
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The goodes that gatten be by good end jurl desart;

Yet voe themn a0 that neady bandes may belpe to
spend the part: [wtore,

For lcoke what heape thou herdest of rosty gold in

Thine enemies aheil weste 1he zame, that pever
swat therfure,

f—-]

THE REPENTANT SINNER IN DURANCE
AND ADUERSITIE.

Uxto the living Lord for pardon do I pray,

From whom 1 graunt, euen from the sbefl, I have

. run stiil astray; [clare)

And othet liies there none {my death shall wel) de-

Qo whom [ cught to grate for grace, ay faulty
folkes do fare:

But thee, O Lord, alone, I hage offendad so,

That this amafl scourge is much to scant for mive
offence [ know. [best,

¥ ranpe witheut returbe the wey the world iykte

And wl;nt 1 ought most to regamd, that I respected
eut.

The throng wherein I thrust, hath throwen me in
auch cuse, grace.

That Lordmysoule issore beset withowt thy greater

My giltes are growce soe great, my power doth
#C apipaire, [much dispaire.

That with great force they srgue off, and wercy’

But then with faith I fee to thy prepared sture,
‘Where there lyeth heipe for euery hurt, and sslve
for cuery sore,
My lost time to lament, my vaine wais tobewaile,
No day, no night, no place, no hower, no moment
I shall faile,
My scule ehall never cense with an assured faith,
To knocke, to craue, to cail, to crye, to thee for
belpe, which seyth, fit is;
Knocke and it shal he heard, but aske, and given
And ull that Iyke to kepe this course, of mercy
shail not misse:
For when I call to minde bow the one wandring
shepe [flock did kepe :
. Did bring mure joy with his returne, than wil the
It yeldes fuil hope and tTust, my strayed and
wardricg ghost were ncuee logt,
Shal be receiued apd held more dere, then those
O Lord my hope behold, ard for my helpe make
haste [ past,
' To pardon the forepassed race that carelesse | haue
" And but the day draw peare that death must pay
the det
For loue of life which thou bast lent dund time of
priment set, is at hende,
Fromthis sharpeshowre meshielde, which threatned
‘Wherby thou shajt great power declore, and | the
storme withstund.
Not my will Lord but thine, fulfilde be in eche case,
Te whose gret will and mighty power all powers
shall enec geue place.
My faith, my hope, my trust, my God, end cke
my gurde [the holy hide:
Stralch forth: thy hande to eaue the sule, what s
Refuse not to recejue thet thou so deare hast
bought, [sougbL
For but by thee algne I know all sefetie in vain is
I know and knowledze eke, albeit very late,
That thou it is I aught to love ahd dreade it eche
estate,
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And with repeutant bart, to lande thee, Lorde on
hye

That hnit 50 gently set mw straight, that erst
walkte so awry.

Now graunt me grace my God, to stande thire
strong in sprete, .

And et the world then worke such wuies, s to
the world semes mete.

| —————

THE LOUER HERE TELLETH OF HIS
DITVERS JOJIES, AND ADVERSITIES IN
LOUE, AND LASTLY OF HIS LADIES
DEATH.

Syra sioging giaddeth oft the harts,

Of them that fele the progen of loue;
And for the while duth ease their smarts,
My self [ chal] the same way proue.

And though that Toue bath sxnit the stroke
Wherhy is loat my lihertye
Which by noe meanea | may revoke,
Yet ghall I sing, bow pleasantly:

Nye twenty years of yooth I past,
Which al in libertie I spent;
And 55 ftom Grat voto the last,
Ere mught I knew what louing ment.

And after shell I sing the wo,
The paine, the grief, the deadly smart;
When loue this life did ouertbrowe,
That hiden lyes within my bart,

And then, the joyes that I did feele,
When fortune lifted after this;
And set me hye vpon Ler whele,
And changde my wo to plensant biisae,

And »0 the sodein fall againe,
From al the joyes that J wan in;
All you that list to hear of paine,
Geue eare, for now ] doe heginpe.

Loe first of ali when loue began
With hote desires my heart to burne,
Me thought, his might avaikle no than,
From {ibertie my heart to turne

For I was free, snd did oot kopw
How much his might mans heart muy greue,
I had prefest to be his fo,
His law I thought oot to heleue.

I went votred in lusty leas;
I had my wish alwaics at will;
Ther was oo we, might e displease,
Of plensant ioyes [ kad my 801

No paioful thought did pess my hart,
I apilt ao teare to wet my brest;
I Lrew no scrow, sigh, nor smart,
My greatest griel was quiet rest.

I brake no slepe, 1 tossed not,
Nor did delite to sit alone;
I felt no chaznge of colde and hute,
Nor nought & nightes could make me mone,
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* For al was joy that 1 did fele,
Ard of voyde wandring I was free;
1 bed 1o clnge tyde ut my hele,
Thus wes my life at Jibertie.

Thet yet e thiake it in u hlisee,
To think vpon that plensure past;
But forth withall T finde the misma,
For that it might no lenger fast,

Those dayes I spent at my desire,
Without wo or sdnersitie;
Till thet my hart wan set a fire,
With lone, with wrath, and iclousie.

Yor on & day {alas the while}
Lo, beare my harme how it hegun;
The blinded Lord, the God of guile
Had fist w etd my fredome than.

Ard through mire eye into my hart,
All sodeinly I felt it glide;
He shot his sharped Gery dart,
5o bard, that yet vnder my side

The head (alas) doth il remaine;
Aod yet since could I peger kmow
The way to wring it out arsine;

Yet was it oie thre yere ngo.

- This sodein stroke made me agust,
And it bezan to vexe me ore;

Bul yet [ thought it woulr haue past,
Arcther snch bad dona before.

. But it did nut, that {wo s me)

o dvpe imprinted in my thobght

The stroke nbode, that yet ] see

Methickes my barme bhow it was wrought.

Kinde tatteht rne straight that this wae foue
And | pergeioed it perfectly,
Yot thoogbt I thus; nought shall me moue
1wl got thralt my libertie.

Ard divers wayes I did asmay,
%ﬁight, by force, by frend. by fo
is Berie thonght to put awny;

Lem wiloth for to forgo

My iibertie, that me was leuer
bondage was; where I hard my,
Who ooce way hound, was sure nener
Without great paing, to scape sway.

Bat what for that, there is noe choice
Yor my mishap was shapen so;
That those my dayes that did rejoyce,
Should tome my hiise to bitter wo.

For with that stroke my blisse toke ende,
Torede wherot forthwith I caught
Hove barning sighes, that sins baue brend
My wretched hart almost to nought.

4nd dn that day, O Lond, my life,
The misery that it heth felt,
That nought hath had, but wo and nrife
4nd hotte devires my hart to meit,

O Lord, bow sodein was the change,
Prom mch a pleasant jiberty;
The very Lhrldome semed strange,
Ba yet there was 20 remedy.

But must yeld and geve up ail,
And make my guide my chefeat fo;
And in this wise became | thraH,
Lo love and happe would haue it so,

I muffred wrong mnd held my pence,
I gaue my teares goud leaue to ronne
And neuer would seke for redre, se,
But hopte to Jiue us 1 begonne,

For what it was thet might me ease,
He baed not thet might it knowe;
Thus drank 1 afl myne own dicense,
And ali along bewaylde my wo.

Threre was no sight that might me plense,
1 fied from them that did reioyce;
Aed oft alune, my hart to cese,
I would bewaile with woful voyee

My life, my state, my misery;
And curse my selfe snd all my daies:
Thus wrcught [ with my fantasie,
And souglit my help none other waies,

Saue pometime to my self alore,
When farre of was my helpe, God wot,
Lowde would I crie, My life is goor,
My dere, if that ye lielpe me not.

Then wisht [ atreight that death might spd
These bitter panyges, gnd a} this grief;
Fur nought, me thought, might it amend
Thus in dispaire to baue reliefe.

1 lingred farth, til) | wes brooght
‘With pining in eo pitectos case, i
That ai, that saw me, 1a7d, me thought,
Lo death is painted in hys face.

1 went no where, but by the way
I maw some sight before mine eyes
That made me sigh, snd ufttimes say,
My life, alay, I thee despise.

‘Thys lasted well & yere, and mors,
Which no wight knew, but onely I;
Soe that my lite was nere forlore,
And 1 dispaired vtterly,

Till, on & day, as fortane would,
{For that, that shail be nedes must fal)
I 1ot me down, as though I shocld
Haue endsd them my life and al.

And ag ] sat to write my plaint,
Meaning to shew my great rorest,
Witk quaking heod, and hart ful fint
Amid my playntes among the rest,

1 wrote with yok, and bitter teares,
 am not mine, [ am pot mine;
Bekold my life, away that weares,
And if [ dye the losse is thine,

Herewith a littls hope 1 caught
‘That for » while my Jife did sty ;
Bat in effect, all was for vought;
Thas lived I stil], til on u day

A | sat staring on thoss eyes,
Thome thinmg eyes, that first me boond,
My inward thought tho cryed, Aryse,
Lo, meycy, where it may be found
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And therewith all [ drew me nere,
‘With feble bart, and at a breide
{But it was softely in her eare)
Merey, madume, was all I saide,

But woe was me, when it was Lald,
For therwithall fainted my breath,
And 1sate still for to behulde
And bear the iugment of my death.

But lsue nor hap would not consent
To end me then, but well away
There gane me buisse, thal | repent
To thivke I live to see this day,

Feor after this [ ptained still,
80 long, and in s¢ piteous wise,
That | my wish bad at my will
Gruuntad, at T would it deuise,

But Lord whoeuer barit or kpew
Of half the juy that 1 felt than?
Or who can thiok it may be true
That 0 much biisse had ever man?

Lo, fortune thua set me aloft;
Apd more my sorowes to releue,
Of pleasant toyes | wsted oft
As much as lone or happe might guua

The scrowes old, | fedt before
Abcut my hart, wer~ driuco thenoa;
And for eche griel, I leR efore,

I bad a blime in recompence,

Then thought I all the time wel spent
That { in pleint had fpent 50 long;
S0 wos 1 wiltk my life coatent
That to oy selfe ! sayd umong;

Sins thou art rdde of all thins il
To sliew thy ioyes got furth thy voice,
- Aud eins thou hawt thy wish at will
My happy barm, reioyce, rioyce.

Thus felt { ioyes a great deale mo
Then by my sang may well be talder
Ard thinking on my passed wo
My blisse did double manifokde.

And thus | thosght with mpanes bloed
Such bliase might ot be bought to deare;
1n such estale my loyes then stooda
That of & change I had wo fesre,

Bui why sing i to tong of blisse?
It laseth oot, that will away;
Let me therfore bewayle tha misse,
And sing the cawss of my docay.

Yet all this while there Jinwd oons
That led his life more pleasamtly,
Nor vnder hap thape was not one,
Methenght, so well at ease, as 1.

But O blinde ioy, who may thes trust?
For nne estate thow esnst nasuse:
Thy faithful vowes prove al uaiust,
"Thy fair behestes be fald vosure.

Good proofe by me, that bat of lnke
Not fully teenty duios age,
Which thought my life was in such stats,
That nought might werke my bart this wo.

Yet bath the enerny of mine cate,
Cruel mishappe, that wretchsd wight,
Now when my life did most me plesse
Deuired me such creel spight.

That from the hiest place of all
Ax tn the pleasing of my thought,
Downe to the dexpest am [ fall,
And to my helpe ausileth nought.

Lo, thus are al my joyes quits gowe,
Aud [ am brought from bappimeces
Continually to waile amd mona;

Lo, such is forinnes mablenesse.

In welth 1 thought such sonrtie
That pleasure shouid have eaded vener,
But now alas, mucrsitie
Doth make my singing censs kor sosr.

0! britile iaye! O! welth vostnble!
O frsile pleasure, G sliding bliase
Who feles the most, he shall not wmiise
At length 10 be made misernblo.

For all mos end as dath my blisse.
There in none other certeintie,
And at the end the wonst is hyw
That most hath kaown prosperita

For he that never blisse asmywd
May wel awny with wretchedoesse,
But he abnll Anda thut hath it sayd
A pain to part with plessurtnesss ;

As 1 do now; for ore [ knew
What pleasure was, I fak Do griaf
Like unto this, end & tis trem
That blisse bath brought nwe ol this mischief.

But yet [ beue not songen bow
This mischief came, but T intend
With wofal voice to sing it pow,
Ard therewithal 1 make an end.

But Lord, now thet it ie begon
L fele my spritas ars vexed sors ;
Oh! geue me breth till thia ba dal
And after let me liue no merw

Alss the snmy of this life,
The ender of al plesaantmexyn,
Alas he bringeth alt thin mirife,
And causeth alf this wretchedmparse.

For in the middes of 2lf the welth
That bronght my hert to heppinesse,
This wicked death he carve by stelth
And robde me of my ioyfuloesse,

He came, when that I litthe thought
(H ought that mjght me vexe so sore,
Amnd sodeinly he brought to nought
My plcasantnesse for euer more,

He slew mry joy, alas the wretch!
He slew my ioy, ere | was ware;
And now ales, ro might nmy strebch
To set an end to my grest care,

For by this carsed dexdfy stroke
My blime is lost, and ¥ farore:
And no belp may the losse renoke,
For lost it is for enerivore,
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-And cloned vp are those faire eyen
That geve me frat the signe of grace,
My faire swele foes, inipe enemies
And earth doth hide her pleasant face.

The loke which did my life yphold,
And all my sorowes did confound,
With which more biiase then may he told,
Alas, now lieth it voder ground.

Bat cense, for 1 will sing no more,
Sioce that my harm hath no redresse;
Bal aa & wretche for encrmore
My life will waste with wretchednease,

Arnd endiog thys my wolidl mng,
Now that it ended is and past,
1 would my life were but as long
And that this word might be my !nst.

For lothsome is that life (nien 2ay)
That liketh ot the Huers minde;
Lo, thun 1 séke mine owne decay
And will, till that 1 may it finde,

. ::

OF HIS LOUE NAMED WHITE.

Fowr, faire and white she is, and White by name,
Whose white doth strive the lities white to ataine;
Who mey coutempe the blast of biack defame,
Who in darke pight can bring dey bright ngaine;
The ruddy rose impreaseth with clere beew
In lips and chekes, right oricnt to bebold,
That the nerer gaser may that beaty reew,
Ant fele disparst in limmes the chilling cold,
Por white, all white his bloodless face will be,
The ashey pale so alter wiil his cheare,
But T that du possesse in full degres
The harty love of this my hart so denre,

30 oft to me as she presents her face

For icy do fele my hert spring from bys place.

- —_—

OF THE LOUERS VNRUTET STATE,

Wisax thing it that which I hoth haue and lacke,
With good will graunted, yet it is denied;
How may 1 be recefued s put a backe;
Alwaye doing, and yet vnoccupied :

Mout clow in that which I hane most aplied,
Bl thus to seke, and lese all that I win
And that wan doon is newest to begin,

In rickes finde I wilful pouertis,

In grewt plemsure, line § in heauinesse;

It much fredome L lacke my libertie,

Thus am 1 both in joy and n distrevse;
And in few wordes, if that I shall be plaine
In puradise I suffer all this paine.

WYLL APPERE.

Irismﬂnthtmnohuta
Though it uppere neuer 3o hot;

And they that runne and canoot sweats
&nd very leano and drie, God wot,

WHERE GOOD WYLI, IS, SOME FROFE
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A perfect [eche applieth his wittes
To gather herben of alt degrees,
And feuers with there ferueat fittes '
He cured with their contraries,

New wine will search to fnde a vent,
Although the cask be selt 5o atrong;
And wit wyll walke when wyll is bent,
Although the way be neuer so long,

The rahbetes runne under the rocken,
The snailes doe clime tbe higheat towers,
Guopouder cleaues the sturdy bloekes ;
A ferveat will gl things devoures,

When Wyt with Will and Diligent
Applie themselves, and match as mates,
There can no want of resident
From force defend the caatell gates.

Forgetiulnease raakes little bame,
And slouth delightes to lyc full soft;
That telleth the deaf, his tale doth wast,
And is full drye that craues full oft,

VERSES WRITTEN ON THE PICIURE OF
SIR IAMES WILFORD, KNT.

ArLxs that euer dcath such vertues should forlet,
As compast was within his corps, whase picture s
here set! i
Or that it euer 18y in any fortunes might, .
Through depe disdaine to eod hia like, thad was 90
worthy a wight!
Por sythe he first began in armout to be clad,
A worthier champion than he was, yet Eoglamd
neuer had.
And though recure be past, his life to hawe againe,
Yet would I wisb his worthimes in writing to
remaine, [excell
That men Lo mind might call, how farre he did
At all assaien to winne Lhe fame, which were to
long to teil. {runne
And eke the restlesse rece that he full oft hath
In painful plight {rom plece to place, where seruioa
was to don, [trouth,
Then showM men well perceive, my tale to be of
And he to be the worthiest wight chat euer aature
wrought

——

THE LADYE PRAYET‘HI THE RETURNE
OF HER LOURR ABIDYNG OGN YHE JEAS.

Siary; 1 thas ever long, and be no whit the nered
Auad shall 1 etill complaine to thee, the which me
will not here?
Alan, sni¢ nay, scie nay, and be no more so dome,
Dot open thou thy manly mouth, and saje that
thou wilt come, [a lives man bee,
That thou wilt come, thy word so sware, if thou
The roaring hugy waues, they threatem my pore
ghost, 1be lost,
And toss thee vp and downe the seas, in danger to
Shall they not make me fears that they haue
swallowed thee? {to me,
But ag thou art most sure olime, so wikt thou oomes
Wherby I ahel] go se thy shippe vide oa the strend,
Aud think and eay, lv where he comes, and e
here wyll he land.



{08

And then 1 shall lift vp to thee my Httle hand,
Aud thon wilt (hinke thine besrt io ease, in
heith to see me staud
And if thou come indede {ms Christ thee seude to
doe} [brace thee to,
Those arms whick misse thee yet, sball then rm-
Eche vain to enery joint, ‘the liuely biood shal
spread, ffall pele and dead.
Which now for want of thy glad sight, Joth shew
Bt if thou slip thy trouth, and do oot come at
all {1 shall;
As minutes in the clock do sirike, so call for death
Tu please both thy falve hart, and yid my selfe

L [%o.
That rather Lad to dye in troath then live forsaken

THE MEANE ESTATE IS BEST.

Tre Joutfull man hath feuers stnge,
And constant hope 14 oft diseasde;
Dispsire eaunot but hrede a chauge,

- Nor fleting hertes cannot be pleasde;
Of !l theas bail, the best T think,

" 1s wei Lo hope, though fortone shrink.

Detired thinges are not &y prest,
Nor thinges denide left al unsought;
Nor pew thinges to be loned best,
Nor all offers 10 be act at nonght;
‘Where hithful hart hath ben refusde,
The chusers wit was there ahusde.

The wofull ship of careful sprite,
Fleting on seas of wailinge tearcs,
With sailes of wishes broken quite,
Hanging on wanes of dolcfull feures
By surge of sighes at wreck nere hand
Ma-+ fart on anker holde on lamd,

What helps the dial to the blinde,
Or els the clocke withont it sound;
©Oc who by dreames doth bope to finde
The hidden gelde within the grounde,
Shat be a8 free from ceres and feares
Aw he that holdes a wolfe by th’carex

And how muche mad is he that thinks
To elime to brauen by the beamen?
What ioy alex, hath he thar winks
At Titap or his golden sreames?
His ivyes not subieet to reasong Jawes,
That jcyeth more than be hath cause.

For as the phenix thet climeth hye
The sunne lightly in gshes hurneth;
Apaine, the faulcon so goick of eye,
Sone on the grounde the net masheth:
Bxperience therfure the meane assirance
Prefers before the doutfull pleasance.

THE LOUER THINKES NO PAINE TD
GREAT, WHERBY HE MAY OBTAINE
H!S LADJE.

Srra that the way to welth Is wo,
And after pume is pleascre prest,
Why should Ithen despaire &,
Ay bewnijing mice yorest,

- POEMS OF YNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

Qr let to lead my bife in paine,
S0 worthy » lady to obtaine?

The fisherman doth count no care
To cast his nets to wracke or wast,
And in reward of eche many share,
A gogen gift {8 much frabrast:
should T then grudge in griefe or gull,
‘Tiat loke et leogth to whelmé a whall?

The pore man ploweth his ground for graies,
And soaeth hia sesde increwde to crane,
And for thexpence of all his paine,
Ot holdes it hap his sede Lo saue:
These pacient paines my part doth show
To long for loue ere that I know

And take no scorne to scape from sidll,
To spend my sprites to apare mYy speche,
To win for welth the want of will,

And thua for rest to ragu 1 reche,
Running my race &3 rect vpright,
Till teares of truth appedse my plight.

And plant my plaint witkin her hrest,
Who doutiesse may restore aguine
My hennes Lo helth, my ruth to rest,
That lased is within her chaine;
Pur earst ne are the griefes 50 groat
As is the loy when loue is met,

For who couets so high to clime
As doth the hird that pitfoli toke?
Or who delighten so swift to wwim,
As duth the fishe that scapes the boke?
if these had peuer entred wo,
How mought they have reioised s0?

Bst yet, alas, ye fouers all
That here my joyelese thus mjoyee,
Judge not amizs what so befall;
In me there lieth no power of choyse:
1% is but hupe thet doth me moue,
Who standerd bearer is ta loue.

On whose ensigne, when I behold,
1 sec the shadow of her shape,
Within my faith so fast I fold,
Through drede 1 die, through hope T scape:
Thuse case and wo ful] oft 1 finde,
What wiil you more? she knuweth my minde.

OF 4 NEW MARIED STUDIENT THAT
FPLAIED FAST OR LOSE.

A sTODTENT At his boke o plast, * .
That welth he might have wonne;

From boke to wife did flete in hast,

From welth to wo to runaoe,

Now who bath phied a feater cast

Since ingling first begonoe ?

In knitting of himselfe so fast,

Himselfe he hath vodoone.

THE MEANE ESTATE IS TO BE AcC-
COMPTED THE BEST.

{From Horace.}

Wao craftly castes to stere his boste,
Aod safely skours the flatteing food,




THE FELICITIE OF A MINDE IMBRACING VERTUE.

He culieth pot the grestest wanes;

For why, that way were notbing good ¢
Ne feteth on the croked share,

Lest harme bim happe a wayting lest,
But windes away betwene them both,

As who woulde sy, the menne iz best?
Who waiteth oo the gelden meane,

He put in point of sickernes,
Hides rot bis bead in sluttish coates,

Me shrondes himselfe in Glthives,
Ne sittes aloft in high estate,

Where batefoll hurtes enuie bys chance,
But wisely walkes betwixt them twaine

Ne proudly doth himselfe auance.
The highest tree in all tha wood,

Is rifest rent with bluytering windes;
The higher hall the greater fall,

Such chance have proude and lofty mindes.
‘When Tupiter from hye doth threat

With murtall mace and dint of thunder,
The hiest billes beoe batired eft,

When they stand stilt that stoden vnder.
The man whose hed with wit ix franght

To welth will feare a worser tide;
When fortune friles dispaireth naught,

Bat constantly doth stil abide.
For he that sendeth grisely stormes,

With whisking windes and bitter hiastes,
Arnd fowlth with haile the winters face,

And frotes the soile with hory frostes;
Enen he adawth the force of vold,

The gpringe in tendes with somer hote:
The same full oft to stormy hartes

Is cause of baie, of ioy the roots,
Not alwraies ill though so be now,

When cloudes ben driven, then rides the racke;
Phebns the freshe ne shooteth still,

Somtime he harpes his muse w wake,
8tand stif therefore, pluck vp thy hert;

Lose not thy port though fortune faile;
Apuine whan winds doth serve at will,

‘Tako bede too hie to hoyse thy saile.

THE LOUER REFUSED, LAMENTETH HI§
ESTATE.

I temt my loue to losse, and gaged my life in

eine, [eaine:

Ifhate for loue and denth for life of louers Le the

A curse T muy by course the place eke tyme

and howre, [cremtnre

That natura fyrst in me dyd fourme to be a lives
that T must absent my self 50 secretly,

In pluce desert, where sever man my secreles shgll

discry: [brute,

In doling of my dayes among the bemstes so

Who with their tonges may not bewray the pecrets

of my sute, {mynde,

Nor [ in like o them may once to mooe my

But gase on them, arl they on me, o5 beasts are

wont of kinde.
Tirm reoging as refusde, to reache some place of

rest,
And mffe of heare, my nayles unnocht, as to such
seemsth hewt,
That wander by their wittes, deformed 8o Lo be,
men mAYy S8y, such oue may curse the time
he fyrst gan see
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The beaaty of her face, her shape in such de-
" gree, . [mended to be.
As Ood himaelfe may not discerne one place -
Nor place it in like place, my fanay for to please,
Who would become a heardsmans hyre, one howre
to haue of exse; [nes,
Whereby I might restore to me some stedfast-
That bave mo thonghies heapt in my bed, then life
may long disges: ~ {colde,
As oft to throwe me downe wpon the earth so
Wheras with teares most rufully, my sorowes
do rofold:
And in beholding them T chiefly call to minde, -
What woman could finde in her hart, such bond-
age for to hinde. [care,.
Then rashly forh 1 yede, to cast me from that
Lyke as the binle for foode doth Ay, and kghteth
in the snare. {be roon,
From whence I may oot meue, untill my mce
S50 trained is my truth through her that thinkes
my life wel woon.
Thus wosse | tos and fro, in bope to haue reliefe,
But in the fine | finde not %0, it doubleth but my
Rreife;
Wherefore T will my want a warning for to be
¥nio sl men, wishiug that they & myrrour make
of me. .

TAE FELICITIE OF A4 MINDE IMBRAC-
ING VERTUE, THAT BEHOLDETH
. THE WRETCHED DESIRES OF THE
WORLDE. )

WHEN dredful swelling seas, through boysterous
windy blastes,
8o togse the ships, that all for nought sertves ancor,
seile, and mastes: (rest,
Who takes not pleastre then aafely on shore to
And see with drede and depe dispayre, how ship-
men are distrest? [=mart,
Not that we pleasure take, when others felen
Our gladnes groweth to see their harmes, and yet
to feele np part.
Delight we take a'so, well mnged in amy
‘When armies meete, to soe the figbt, yet free he
from the fry. [this,
But yet among the rest, no ioy may match with
T aspyre unto the temple hye where wisdome
throned is.
Deofended with the sawes of bory heads expert,
Which clere it keep from errours mist, that might
the truth peraert.- {wnder foote,
From whence thou maist 10ke downe, and s2¢ an
Manps wandring will and doutful life from whenge
they take their roote, [ryse,
How some by wit contend, hy prowes some Lo
Riches and rule to gaine and holde, is all that
mcn deuise.
O miscrable mynder, O hartes in fully drent,
Why see you not what blindnewse in this wretched -
life is spent?
Body deuoyde of priefe, winde free From care
and drede, .
iz all and some that pature craues, wherewith cur
Iyfe to frede:
So that for natures lurne fewe Lhinges may weil
suffice, [surprice,
Dolour and grief clene to expell, aod some delighs
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Yeannd it falloth oft, that cature more content
b with the lesae, then when the moere to cauye de-
light is spent. -

ALL WORLDLY PLEASURES VADE.
{Prom Homce.)

Tug winter with his griesly stormes ne langer
dare abide, {hath newly dide.

The plensant yrasse with losty greme, the earth

The trees have [eten, the bowes don spred, new
changed i the yere;

The =ater brokes are clean sonk down, the plea-
sant banks apere; -

The wpring is come, the goodly mimphes now
daynce in euery place,

Thus hath the yers most plemsantly of lale
ychaungde his Rce.

Hope for no immortalitie, for welth will weare
swiy, [every dey.

As we may Jesrn by coery yere, yeo howers of

- For Zephirus dott mollify the cokl and blustering
windes, [of our mindes.

The somars drought doth take away the apring out

And yet the somer cannot last, but onoe most step
aside, :

Ther autumn thinkes to kepe his plece, but »3-
tumn cunnot bide;

For when be heth brought furth his froite, aod
stuft the harnes with corn,

Then winter eates and empties all, #nd thesin
astumn wora,

Tueo hory froates pussesse the place, then tem-
pestes work much harm,

‘Then rage nf stormey done make ul ¢old, which
scmer had made 8o warr.

‘Wherfore let no man put his trust in that, that
will decay, weare WAy,

For alipper’ weaith will oot contioue, pleasure will

For when that we haue [ost our jyfe, nnd Iye under
a itone, [pleasure gone,

‘What are we then; we are but emrtb, then is our

No man can tel! what God almight of avery wight
doth cast, [whall last.

No man csn sy, to day [ five, til morne ray life

For when thou shalt before thy judge staud to re-
coice thy dome, {of thee became.

Whst sentanee Minos doth pronounce that mnst

‘Then shall not noble stocke and bloud redeme thee
froma his handen, [from his bandes:

Nor sugred talke with eloguence shall ioose thee

Nor wet thy life vprightive ied can helpe thvere
out of beil, ~

For who desendeth dewne o depe, pust there
wbide and dwell. "

Dinng could not thence deliner chast Hypuolitos,

Nor Theseus could pat cell to lyfe hin frend
Perithoua,

Semp—

4 COMPLAINT OF THE LOSSE OF LIBER-
TIE BY LOUE.

Ix seXing revt, vorest 1 finde,

I fynde that weith is cacse of wo.,
Woao worth the time that I inclinds
Te fixe i1 minds ber beanty s0.

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS,

That day be darkeed a9 the night;
Let furious rega it clenne denour;
Ne sunne por meone therin give light,
Buat it consame with sireame and showre,

Let wo small birds strayve forth their voyor,
With pleasant tunes, ns yet oo bensl
Fiode cuose whereat be may mioyce
That day when chaunced mine vorgst.

Wherin alas, from me was raught
Myoe owne free choyce and guict minde,
My lyfe, my death in balapce braught,
And rensan rasde through bsrke and rinde.

And T as yet ip fower of age,
Both wit and will did still aduzaonee,
AY to resint that burning rage:

But when I darte then did 1 slaunce.

Nothing to me did sema s bhys,
lc minde I could it strmit attaine;
Fatay perwwaded me therby,

Loue to eslagme & thing most yaine.

But as the bird upon the bryer
Doth pricke and proyne her without cure,
Not knowing alps (poore foole} bow nexe
Bhe it unto the fowlers suare:

5o I amid deceitfull trast
Did oot mirtrust such woful bappe ;
Till cruel loue, ere that I wist,
Had caught me in his carefull trappe.

Then did I fke and partly know
How little force in me did raigne,
Bo soon Lo yelde to suerthrowe,
50 frayle to @it from joy to paine,

From when in welth will did me leade,
Of iibertie to hoywe my wuile,
To hale at sheto, uwd cut my lesde,
1 thought free choyos would still precaile.

In whoss calme streames I suilde x farre,
No ragiog storme had in respeet, |
Untill I misde & goodly starre,
Wherto my course [ did direct.

In whose prospect in doolfull wis,
My tecle failde, my cumpasse brake
Through hote desires such stormes did rise,
That sterc snd top went ail to wrake.

0h erueli hep, ob fatail chaunce,
O fortune why wert thou vukinde,
Without regard thus io & tmunce,
To rede from me my ioyfal minde?

Where | was fres mow muss 1 seros,
‘Where I was e now am | bond ;
In death my life 1 do preserue,
As ooe through girt with many a wound.

e

A PRAISE OF HIS LADYE

Gaur place you Ladiea nad be gooe,
Boast oot your seluey at ofl,

Far here at hande approcheth vne,
Whows face will staipe yuu all,
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" The vertue of her Liuely lokes
Excels the precious stune,

1 wishe to haue none other bokes
To reade or luke vpon.

I eche of ber two christall eyes,
Smileth & paked boye;
It would you cil in hart sufiice
To see that lnmpe of joye

| think pature hath lost the moulde,
Where sbe her shape did take;
Orels | doubt if pature could
So faire & oreature make,

She may be well comparde
V¥oto the phenix kinde,
Whose like was never aece nor hard,
That aoy man can finde,

1n life she is Diane chast
In tronth Pevelopay,
in wurd and ake in dede stedfast;
What will you more we sey?

If ali the world were sought 50 farre,
Who could Ande suche a wight?
Her beuty twinkleth like a starre
Within the frosty night.

Her rosial! colour comes and goes
With such & comly grace,
More ruddier 100, then doth the rose,
Within ber liuely fare.

At Bacchus fesst none sball her mete,
Ne at po wanton play,
Nor gasing in ep open strete,
Nor gedding ss astray.

The modest myrth that she doth vse, |
Is mixt with shamefastnense,
All vyce she doth wholy refuse,
And bateth ydlenewse. -

O lord it is o warld to s,
How serlue can repaire,
And decke in her ruch bonestie,
Whom pature made s faire.

Troely she doth ag farre excede, |
Our women now adaysw,
4s doth the ielifioure, n wede,
dnd more o thousand wayes,

How might 1 do to get a graffe
Of thin vospotied trée?
For all the rest are plaine but chaife
Which seme good corne to bee.

This gyft alone I sball ber gene,
Whea deuth doth what he can,
Her hopest fame shall ever liue
Within the modith of man,

———

THE PORE ESTATE T0 BE HOLDEN
FOR BEST.

Rxrenrence now doth abew what God vs taught
before
Peiired pompe it Tuine, and seidome doth it Just:

Who climbes to raigne with kinges, may rue his
Fate full sore;

Alam the wofull end that comes with care full fast;

Reiect him doth remoune, hiz ponpe full low is

cowt,
Deceiued is the byrd by swetenesse of the cull,
Expeli that pleasant aste, wherin is bitter gnll.

Buch an with oten cakes in poor estate ahides,
Of care haue they oo cure, the crab wilh myrth
: they roet;
More enae fele they them those, that from their
height down slides,
Excesse doth brede their wo, they maile in Scilias
cont,
Remayning in the stormes 1yll ahyp and all belost.
Serve God therefore thou pore, for lo, thou livest
in reat
Eschbue the golden ball, thy thatched house is bert

—_—

THE COMPLAINT OF THESTILIS AMID
THE DESERT WO0OD.

THEFTILIS a sely man, when loue did him forsake,

In mourning wise, amid the wods thus gan ba
plaiot to make: A

Ah woful man (quod he) fallen in thy lat to mone,

Avud pine sway with creful thoughtes, voto thy
* loue vnknowsn,

Thy lady thee forsakes whom thou didst honor so,

That ay to her thou wert a frend, and to thy sell
u fo. [choyke,

Ye louers that have lost your heartea desired

Lament with me my ecruel happo, and beip my
trembling voice.

Was neuer rman that stoode so great in fortune's
grace, [place;

Nor with his swete, alas, to deare, possest 80 high =

As 1 whose wimple bart aye thought himself full
sure, [endure,

But now Isee hye epringing tiden they may oot sy

She knowes my giitlesse heart, nod yet sbe lets it
pine.

Of ber wtrue professed loue, so fehle is the twine,

What woouder is it than, if I berent ray beares,

And crauing death continually do bathe myself in

teare? {bandes,
When Cresue king of Lide was castl in uvruel
bandes, {bsndes,

Apd yelded goodes and life alw inlo bis eamies
What Longue could tell his wo? yet was hia grief
wmuch lesse
Then mine, for I have lost my loue, which might
my wo redresse.
Ye woades that shroude my lims, give now yous
bollow sound, {me conkound.
That ye may help me 10 bewaile the cares that
Ye rivera rest a while and nay the streames that
Tuane, [the sunne,
Rew, Thextilis, most woful man, that lives under
Trausport my aighs, ye wyndes, unto my plensant
[croell woe,
My trickling tearz shal wituesse beare of this my
O happy mon wer I, if al the goddes agreed,
That now the sisters three should cut in twaims
my fatall threde. [jo¥,
Till life withe Toue shail ende, I here resigne ot
Thy pleasant swete 1 now lameot, whose lacke
brédes mipe anuoy;
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Farewell, my deare therfore, farewel} to me wel
knowne,

If that I die it shal be said thet thou bast staine
thize owne.

AN ANSWERE OF COMFORT.

THEsTILIS, thou sely man, wby dost thou 30 com-
playne
Y nedes thy Joue will thee forsake, thy mourning
is in vayze, {course lo runoe,
For none can furce the streames agoiost their
Mor yet unwilling loue with tears or wailing can
be wonne, - 10TOWED ERse,
Cease thou therefore thy plaintes, let hope tby
The shipmen though their aails be rent, yet hope
.to sugpe the seas.
Though strange sbe seme a while, yot thinke she
will not change.
Good causes drive a ladien loue, sometime to seme
- full strange. {happe,
No louer that hath wit, but can foresee such
That no wight can st wish or will slepe in his
ladies lappe.
Achilies for a timne faire Brises did forgo,
Yet did they mete with oy aguine; then think
thou msist do so. {dc Ande,
Themagh he, and Jouers al, in lone sharpe stormes
Dispair not than, pore Thestilis, though thy loeue
seme unkind,
Ah think her graffed loue cannot o sone decay,
Hie springes inay cease from swelling still, but
never drye awiy, [emcreuse
0Bft stormes of lowers yre, do more their loue
A shyniug surne refreshe the frutes, when raining
gins to conse. [fiowe aguin,
When springes are waxen lowe, thén most they
S0 shall thy hart aduanced be, to pleasure out of
peine, Tpetes,
When lacke of thy delight most hitter grief ap-
Thinke on Etrascus worthy loue, that lasted
thirty yeres, [ayred choyce,
‘Which could not long atcheue, his hartes de-
Yet at the ende hie found rewarde, that made him
to reioyce. ’ [maine,
Sinee he 8o long in hope with pacience did re-
Cannot thy feruent loue forbeare thy lone & month
or twaine? fargo,
Admit she minde to chaunge, and nedes will thee
Is there 1o mo may thee delight, but she that
payner thee so! {done,
Thestilis draw to the towne, and tove as thou hast
In tyme thou knowest by faithfull love, ss good as
she i wonne. {alone,
And lemue the desert woodes and wayling thos
And seke to salue thy sore elsewhere, if all her
loue be grone.

' 1

THE IOUER PRAIETH PITY, SHOWING
THAT NATURE HATH TAUGHT HIS
DOG, 4S8 IT WERE, T0 SUE FOR THE
SAME BY KISSING KIS LADIES
HANDES. .

Natune that taught roy sely dog, God wat
Eueg for my sake to licke where I do jone,

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS,

Inforced him, wheras my Indy sat,

Witk humble sute before ber falitng fat,

As in bis sorte be might ber pray and mone

To rue vpor his lord and not forget

The stedfsst faith he beareth ber, end loue
Kissing ber hand: whome she coulde not remaona,
Away, thet would, for frowning mor for threte,

As though he woutd have sayd iv my bebowe,
Pity my lord your slave thet doth remaine,

Lost by his death, you giltlesse slay us twaine.

OF HIS RING SENT TO HIS LADIE.

Sixce thou, my ring, maist go, where ] ne may,

Since thon maist speshe where 1 must hoide my
peace,

Say ynto her that is my lives stay, _

Grauen within which I do here expresse ;.

That soper sbal} the sunwe not shine by day,

And with the raine the flosdes shail waxen lesse,

Sooner the tree the hunter shall bewray,

‘Then I for change, or choice of other loue,

Do euer seke my fanay 1o rernoue.

THE CHANGEABLE STATE OF LOUERS.

Fon thet a resticase bed must somwhat baue in
vre, [lure.

Wherwith it may acquainted be, as falcon is with

Funsy doth me awske out of my drowsy slepe,

In seing how the little mouse, at night begivs 1o
ervpe,

S0 the desirous man, that Jonges to catck his praw,

In spying how to watche his time, lyeth lurkiog
styil by day.

Tn hoping for to haue, and {caviag for to finde

‘The salue that shoulde recure his sare, and sor-
roweth but the minde.

Such is the guise of loue, and the vncertayn state,

Thet some shotld have their hoped bap, and other
hanl estate. ) had,

That some should seme to ioy in that they never

Ard some again shail frowne aa fant, where came-
lesse they be sad, {large.

Suche tradex do louers use, when they be most at

That gnyd the stere when they themselves lye
fettred in the barge.

The grenesse of iny youth cannot therof expresse

The processe,” for by profe vnknowen, ail this i

. but by gesse. {peace,

Wherefore 1 hokd it best, in time to holde my

But wanton will it canpot holde, or make iny pen
to crase,

A pen of no auayle, a froitles labour cke,

My troubled hed with fansics {raught, doth paioe
it selfe to seke:

And if perhaps vy aordes of nobe availe do pricke

Such as do fele the hidden burmes, 1 would not
they should kicke, [oo barme,

As causelesse me to hlame whick thinketh them

Altbough I scme by others fire, sometime my
seif to warnze,

Which clerely 1 ‘deny, as giltleme of that
erime,

And though wrong demde I be theric, truth it
wyll trie io time.




THE PICTURE OF A LOUER.

.4 PRAISE OF AUDLEY.

‘Waax Audley had run out hie race, snd ended wer
hir daycs, [some wonthy praie.
His fame stept forth and bsd me write of him
What lyfe be fad, whet actes he did, his vertnes
and good name, [same,
Wherto 1 cale for true report, as witnesa of the
Wei borne he was, wel bent by kiod, whose mind
did never swarue [sarue.
A skilfull head, a valiant hart, & ready hand Lo
Brought wp and trainde in feates of warre Jong
time berond the seas,
Calde home againe o serue his prince, whoem still
he sooght to please.
What tornay was there be refusde, what seruice
did he shoom? {exploit was doon?
Where he was not por his sduice, what great
In town a lambe, in field full fierce, a fyon at
the nede,
1n mobre wit a Solomon, yet one of Hector's sede.
Then shame it were that any loag should now de-
fame his dedes, [succedes,
That in his life a mirrour wes to all that him
Nu poore estate nor hye renowne his nature could
peruart, [his constant hart ;
No bard mischance that him befell could moue
Thus long he lined, loned of all, 2¢ one mislykte
of noue, [paragon?
And where he went, who cald him not the gentle
Bat course of kinde doth cause eche frute Lo fail
when it is ripe, [greuous gripe.
And spitefull death will soffer none to scape his
Yet though the grounde received have his corps
into her wombe, (his tombc,
‘This epitaphe ygrave in brasse, shal stand upon
Lo! bere he lies that hated vice, and vertuous
life imbraxt, [be well plasL
His name in earth, his sprite aboue, deserues to

r .

TYME TRYETH TRUETH. '
EcnE thing 1 pee hath tyme, which tyme mnst

trye my trouth,
Which truth deserues a spedial trust, on trust
gret frendship groweth; [found;

And frendship may not faile where faithfulnesse is
And faithfulnesse is full of fruite, and frutful thinges
. be sounde. [of prayoe,

Aed sound is good at proofe, and proofe ia prince

And precions praiee is sueh a pearle, as seldome
nere decayes, [must sbide,

All these thinges time iries fourth, which time I

How should I boldly ecredite craue till time my
truth haua tride;

For as | funnd & time to foll in fansies frame,

So I do wishe a lucky time for to declare the same.

If hap may aonswere hope, and hope may haue
his hire,

Then thall my hart posscwse in peace, the time
that 1 desire.

.

THE LOUER REFUSED OF HI§ LOUE,
EMBRACETH DEA4TH.

My vouthfull yeres are past,
My ioyfull dayes are gune,
My Iyfe it may not last,

My grave and I am cna,
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My mirth and ioyes ave fed,
And | 2 manin wo; ’
Dusirous to Le ded,

My miachief to forgo.

I burne aed am a rolde,
I freze amids the fire,
1 se she doth withold
That is iny most desire

{ see my helpe at hande,
| see my life also,
I see where she doth stande
That is my deadly fu.

1 see how she doth see,
And yet sha wyll be blinde,
1 see in helping me,

She sckes and wyll not finde.

1 se how she doth wry,
When [ begin to mane,
1 see when 1 come nye,
How faine she would be gope.

I see, what wyll ye more?
She wyit me gladly kyl};
And you shall see therfore
That she shall have her wyll,

I canoat live with stones,
It is to bard u food, s
1 will bc dead at ones
To do my Isdy good.

THE PICTURE OF 4 LOUER.

BauoLb my picture bere wel portrayed for LLe
non vely bones.
With hart conyumed and faliing Gesh, behald the
Whose cruel chanuce alas, aud desleny is such,
Onely becange I put my trust in some folke all
to much.
For since the time that I did enter ioto this pine,
I never saw the rising sunne but with iy weping
eyen;
Nor yet [ neuer heard so swete & v0ice or sound,
But that to me it did encrease the dolour of my
wounde.
Nor in so soft & bedde, alas T neuer lay,
But that it aemed hand to me or euer it was day.
Yet in this body bare, that nought but life re-
taines, [yet still remnines,
The strengih whereof clene past away, the care
Like as the cole in flame doth spend it self you
se, [sumed be.
To vaine and wretched cinder dust till it con-
S0 doth this hope of mine enforce ty ferueat
sute, [eate the (rute;
To make me for to gape in vayne, whilat other
And shall do tyil that desth doth geue me such a
Erace, {case,
To rid this sely wafull sprite out of this doulfull
And then would God were writ in stone or els in
leade, [dead.
Thia epitaph vpon my graue, to shew why L am
Here lyeth the luuer lu, who for the loue he aught,
Aliue vnto his ladie dere, his death thereby ha
caught.
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And in a shield of blacks, lo here hls armes sp-
pears, [wil with tezres.

With weping eyes as you oy see, well poudred

Lo here you may behoide, aloft vpon his brest

A womans hand straining the hart of him that

. ioned her best,

Wherefore =ll you that see thin corps, for loue
that starues,

Exampie make voto you alf, that thanklesss Jouers

Marucs. §
o
.

OF THE DEATH OF PHILLIPS

Brwaire with me all ye that haue profet
Of musicke tharte, by touch of corde or winde;
Lay downe your lutes wnd let your gitternes rest,
Phillips iz dead, whose like you cannot finde,
Of musicke much exceding all the rest;
Muses, therfore of foree now must you wrest
Your plessant notes into another sounde:
The string iz broke, the lute is dispossest,
‘Tbe hand ir colde, the body in the grounde,
The lowring tute lamenteth now therfore,
Phiilips ber frend, that can her toucke ne more,

pmm——

THAT AL THINGS SOM TIMF FINDE
EASE OF THEIR PAINE, SAUE ONLY
THE LOUER.

I szx there is 0o sort

Of thinges thet liue in griefe,
Which at sometime may not resort
Wherna they haue refiefe,

The siviken dere by kynde
Of death that standes in awe,
For his recwre an herbe can Ande,
Tha arrow to withdruw,

The chased dere bath soile,
To coole him ia his beate;
The asse afber hia wery toile,
In stable is vp sot,

The cony bath ite cane,
The little bird hia nest,
From heate and colde themelues to ssne,
At all times a3 they st

The owle with fetde sight,
Lyes lurking in the leanes,
The sparrow in the Frosty night
Mzy shroude her in the caven

Bot wo to me, alng,
In sunpe nor yet in shade,
I camnot find g resting place,
My burden to upiade,

But day by day still beares
The hurden on my backe,
With weping eyen and watry teares
To holde my bope abacke.

Al things I se have place
‘Wherein they bow or bende,
Baus this, alas, my woful case,
Which no where udath ende,
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THASSAGLT OF CUPIDE UFON THE
FORT WHERE THE LOUERS HART L&Y
HWOUNDED, AND HOW HE WAS TAEEN.

WHER Cupide acaled first the fort
Wheritt my bart lay wounded sore,
The batry was of suck w sort

That 1 must yelde ot die therfore.

There saw [ loue upon the wail,
Huw be his banner did display:
Alarme, aigrme, he gan to call,
And bade his sonddivers kepe wmy,

The armes the wiich that Copide bare,
Were pearced haitas with tearcs bespreot,
Iu siluer and sable to declare
The stediast toue he aiwayes menl,

There might you s¢ his band all drest,
In coloar, itke 10 white sod blacke:
With powder and with pelletes prest,
To bring the fort to spoyle and sacke.

Good Will the maister of the shot,
Stode in the mmpire brave and proude,
Fur spence of pouder he npared oot,
Assault, sasrult, to crye aloude.

There might you heare Lhe canodos Prty
Eche pece diecharged a louers loke,
Which had the power tu reut, apd Lre
In aoy place wherns they 1oke.

And enen with the trawmpetts sowns,
The scaiing jadders were vp set,
And Beauty walked vp and downe,
With bow in band and arrowes whet.

Then firet Deyyre begun to scale
And shrowded him vnder his targe,
At one the worthiest of them all,
And aptest for to geus the charge

Then pushed souldiers with their pikeh
Agud holbardars with bendy sirokes, :
Tbe hargabushe jo Beshe it Jightes,

And duns the uyre with miny mokes

And &s it ir souldiers vee,
Whes shot and powder gins to weoh
I hanged up my flag of truce,
And pleaded for my iues graunt,

When faody thus had mode ber breeds
Awd Beauty ewtred with her baad,
With bag and baggage sely wretch,
1 yekded mto Beauties hand,

Ther Penrty bad to blawe retrete,
And euery souldier to retire,
And Mercy wylid with spede Lo set
Me captive bound os prisomer.

Mademe {quod 1,) sk that this dey
Hath serued you et all sssayes,
I yeld to you without delay,
Here of the fortresse all the kayeh

And sith that ] haue ben the markey
At whom you shot at with your eyt
Nedes must you with your handy
Or sajue my sore, or let me dy&
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THE AOED LOUER RENOUNCETH LOUR,

[The grwvediggers song in Hamier, A. 5. is
taken from three stanzas of the following poem,
though somewhat altered and disgaised, pro-
bably as the saphe were corrupted by the bailed-
singers of Shakspeare’s time. The original is
preserved among Surrey's Poems, 1539, and is
sttributed to lord Vaux, by Geo. Gascoigne,
who tefle us, it ** wis thought by some to be
made upon bis death-bed:? a popalar error
which lie laughed at. {See his Epist. to Yong
Gent. prefixed to his Posies 1375 #0.}) Lord
Vaux was resharkable for his 2kill in deawing
feigned manners, &e¢. for so 1 understand an
ancient writer., ' The lord Vaox his eom-
mendation lyeth chieBy in the facilitie of hin
mestre, and the aptnesse of his descriptions
such as be taketh opon him to make, namely
in sundry of hin Gongs, wherein he showeth the
counterfait action very lively and pleasantly.”
Arte of Eog. Poesie, 1589, p. 5. Ges also vol,
2 p 45.—PERCY.)

I Lqrme that T did love,
In youth that 1 thought swete:
. As tyme requires fot my behove,
Me thinkes they are not mete.

My kstes they do me benve,
My fancies sll be flal,

And tract of time begins to weave
Gruy heares upon my hed.

For age with stealing steps,
Hatb clawed me with his crowch,
Abd lusty life sway she lespes,
As there had ben none such,

My muse doth not delight
Me as she did before,

My band end pen are oot in plight,
As Lhey have ben of yore.

For reason me denyes,
This youthly ydle rime

Apd dey by dey to me she cryes,
Leave off these Loyes in tyme.

The wrinkles m my brow,
‘Tbe furrowes in my face
&G timping age will lodge him now,
here youlh must geve him pluce.
The harbinger of death,
To me 1 see bim ride,
The cough, the colde, the gasping breath,
Dotis bid me Lo provyde

A piteax and & spade,
Apd ¢ke a shrowding shete,
A bowse of clny for Lo be mud,
For such a gusst mont medq.

Me thinkes I heare the clarke,
That knowles the curefoll koell,
And bids me kenve my woful warke,

Brw navure me compell,

My kepera kuit the kool
‘That youth did lasgh o skorna,
Of ma that chne shal be Rrget,
ds 1 bad. nat hesa horne.

Thus must | yooih geve op,
‘Whose badge 1 long did weare,

To them I yield the wanton cup
That better may it heare,

Lo here the bar-hed skall,
By whose bulde signe I know,
Thet stouping sge away shall pull,
Which youthful yeres did mow.

For beauty with her hand,
These croked cares hath wrought,
And shipped me into Lhe lnade,
From whence I first was brought

And ye that hyds behiade,
Hare yo nooe other trust:

As ye of clay wer cnst by kinds,
So shall ye wast to dust.

e

OF THE LADY WENTWORTH'S DEATH.

To live to dy=, and dye to live agmine,

With good renowne of fame well led before,
Here Iyeth she that learned had the lore;
Whom if the pecfect vertues wolden daine,

To be sct forth with foyle of worldly grace,
Yar noble borne, and matebt in noble ruce,
Lord Wentworthes wife, nor wanted to attaine
in natures giftes, her pruise among the rest:
But tbat that gaue her praise aboue the best,
Not fame, ber wedlockes chastnes durst distain
Wherin with child, deliueriag of her wombe:
Thuntimely birth hsth brought them both in

tombe ;
Bo leit she life by death to line againe.
e

THE LOUER ACCUSING HIS LOUE FOR
HER VNFAITHPULRESSE PURPOSLETH
TO LIVE IN LIBERTIE,

T smoky sighes, the hitter Learen,
That I in vaiue have wasted,

The broken slepes, the wo apd feares,
That long in me heve lastad;

The loue and ai [ owa to thee,

Here I rencownee, and mmke we rea,

‘Which fredome I bave by thy guilt,
Aund not by my deserulog,
Since %0 yoconstantly thoa wilt
Not loue, but still be sweruing,
To leaue me of, whieh was thyoe owne,
Without cause why, s shal be knowne.

The fruites wers faire, the which did grow
Within thy garden plented,
The leaues were grene of euery bough,
And moysture hothimg wanted ;
Yet or the blosoms gan to fall,
Fhe eaterpillar wasted al,

Thy body wus the garden
And sugred wordes iy brareth;
'Fhe blossouses all thy faith it was,
Which s the canker woseth,
The catorpiller is the same,
That hath wopne theo and lost thy aszme,
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1 mean the louer loued now
By thy pretenced folye, '
Which wili proue like, thou shalt find how,
Unto a tree of holty,
That barke and bery bears alwaies,
The ope, birdes fedes, the other slayes.

And rig' t wel mightest thou haue thy wiah,
Of thy loue newr acquainted,
Fur thuu art like vnta the dish,
That Adrianus painted,
Whetin were grapes portraid so fayre,
That fowles fur foode did there repaire.

But 1 om like the beaten fowle,
That from the net eacapesd,
And thou art like the ranening owle,
‘That al the night hath waked,
For none intent but to betray
The sleping foule belore the day.

Thus hath thy lowe been vnto me,
Aw plensaut aod commaodious,
Ay waa the fire made oo the sra
Br Naulus hate so odious,
Therwith to train the Grekish host
Frow Truyes return, where they were Jost.

f. pr—
,l .
THE LOUVER FOR WANT OF RIS DESIRE,
" SHEB'ETH HIS DEATH AT HAND.,

As cypres tree that rent is by the roote,’
As branche or slippe better from whence it growes,
Anwell powen sede for drought that cannot sprout
As gaping ground that rainies cannot close,
A8 moules that want the esrth to do them bote,
As Behe on land to whom no waters flowes,
Av chameleon thal lackes the agre 30 sote,
As Bowers do fade when Phebus rarest showes,
As salamandra repulsed from the fire;
So wanting my wish 1 die for my desire.

.
A HAPPY END EXCEDETH ALL PLE
SURES AND KICHES OF THE WORLD.

THe shining scason here Lo some,

‘The glory in the worldea sight,

Revowmeed fame thongh fortuoe wonne

The glittering golde the eyes delight,

The I life thal 10 swele,

"I'he beart with ioyfull dayes replete,
The thing wheruto ech wight is thral
The happy ende excedeib all.

AGAINST AN VNSTEDFAST WOMAN.

O 1eEwERODS tauntrense that delights in toyes,
Tumbling cockboat totring too and fro,
Jungling »estres, depravresse of swete ioyes,
Ground of the grafle wl-umce all my gnrl‘ doth grow
Sullen serpent, enuironed with d
That ill for good at all times doest n'.qmtc.

1
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A PRAISE OF PETRARKE AND OF LAURA
HIS LADIE.

O PETRARKE, bed and prinee of poets al,
Whose lively gift of Aowing eloquence
Wel may we seke, but find not haw ar whenoe,
So rare a gift with thee did rise and fl;
Peace to thy bones, aod glory immortal
Be to thy name; and to ber excellence,
Whose beauty lighted in Lhy time and sence,
S0 to be set forth as uone other shall
Why hath not our pens rimes so parfit wrought?
Ne why our time fuith bringeth beauty snch?
To trye our wittes as gold is by the wuch,
If to the styie the matter ayded ought?
Byt there was peuer Laura more then one,
And her bad Petrarke for his paragone.

[————] o,

e
THAT PETRARK CANNOT .BE" PASSED
BUT NOTWITHSTANDING THAT, LAU.
R4 IS FARRE SURPASSEIL

Wita Petrarke 0 compare ther may no wight,
Nor yet uttain vnto so high a stile:
But yet, I wat, full well where is a fle,
To frame & learned man to praise aright:
Of stature meane, of semely fonne and shape,
Eche line of iust proporeion to her beight,
Her colour fresh, and mingled with such sleight,
As though the rose wat in the bilies lap;
In wit and toog to shew what may he perd,
To cuery dede she ioynes a parfit grace;
If Laura livde, she would her cteane deface:
For 1 dare say, and lay my life to wed,
That Momus could not, if he downe dlmded
Once iustly say, Lo! t.hls may be amended,

AGAINST 4 CRUELL WOMAN.

Cruse viikinde, whom mercy cannot maue,

Herbour of ynbappe where rigours rage doth
migoe,

Ground of any grief where pilie cannot proue:

Trikle to trust, of all votruth the taips,

Thou rigorvus rocke that truth cannot remoue;

Daungerous delph, depe dungeon of disdaine,

Sacke of self-will, the chest of eraft and chan;e.

What cduseth thee thus 1 for to ct

Ab! pitieles plaint whom plaint caunot pro-
uoke,

Den of disceit, that right doth still refuse;
Causeles unkinde, that cariest vnder cloke
Cruelty and craft, me onely to abuse:
Stately and stubberne withstanding Cupides stroke,
Thotu marueilous mase that mekest men Lo mope ;
8wollen by mseff-will, most stony stiffe aod straoge,
‘What causeth thee thus couselesse for to change?

Slipper and secrel where puretic canoot sow;
Net of neweltie, neest of newfanglenessm,
Spring of al spite, from whence whole Auddes doa
Thou cauc aod cage of care and crallinesse, [fow,
Waurring willow that every blast doth blaw,
Gruffe without groth and canse of carefulnesss;
Heape of mishap of all my greif the grmunge,
What causeth thee thus causelesse for to change?



THE LADIE FORSAKER OF HER LOUER.

Hast thou forgot that 1 was thyne infefl
By force of loue, hadst thou no hert at all?
Sawest thou oot other for thy luue were left?
Knowest thou, unkinde, that nothing mought befall
From out of my hart that could haue thee bereft
W hat meapest thou then, at ryot thus to renge;
And leamuest thine owne that peuer thought to

change?

TRE IOUER SHEWETH WHAT HE
WOULDE HAUE, IF IT WERE
GRAUNTED RIM TO HAUE WHAT HE
WOULD ¥ISAE.

I¢ it were co that God would graunt me my re-
guest, [liked best;
Agd that T might of earthly thinges hmue thatl
I would not wish to clime 10 princely hye estate,
Which slipper is and glides sv oft, snd hath so
fickle fate: [hand,
Nor yet to conguer realmes with cruel sworde in
And 80 to shed the giltless blood of such as would
withstand:
Ner would I not desire in worldly rule to migne,
Whose frute is al voguietnesse, and breaking of
the braine.
Nor richesse in excesse of vertue 30 abhordle,
{ wonld not crzue which bredeth care, and vauseth
all discorde. [folde,
But my request should be more worth a thousand
That I might haue aud her enioy that bath my
beart in holde, [ever,
Ob God, what lusty life should we live then for
Iz pleasant ioy, and perfect blissc, to length our
lines together, {iy loue,
With wordes of frendly chere, and lokes of live-
To utter ull onr hote desyres, which nener should
remaue. [the ground,
* But grosse and gredy wittes, which grope but on
To gather muck of worldly goodes which oft do
them confound,
Cagnot attgize to knowe the misteries deuine,
Of parfit toue whereto hye wittes of kuowledge do
enciine,
A nigard of his golde such ioy can neuer haoe,
Which gettes with togle and kepes with care and
is his moneys slaue,
As they esioy alwaies, thet tast loue in his kinde,
For they do holde countinually u beauen iu their
minde, fan empe,
No worldly goodes ¢could bring my heart so great
As for to finde or du the thing that might iny
lady please, [ivy,
Por by her onely loue my hart should hauve afl
4pd with the same put care away, eod ali that
could annoy. [sndde
An if that any thing should chance to make me
Tbe towching of ber corall lippes would straight
waies roake me ghadde;  *
And when that in my bart | fele that did me greue,
Which one imbraciog of her armes she might me
. sope relece.
And 29 the angels al, which sit in heauen hie,
With presence and the aight of God, haue their
felicitie, [blisse,
So likewise | on emrth, shonld haue all earthly
With presence of that paragon, my god in earth
that in
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THE LADIE FORSAKEN OF HER LOUER
PRAIETH Hi§ RETURNE, OR THE
END OF HER QWN LIFE.

.

To loue, alas, whe would not fesre,
That neeth my woful slate,

For he Lo whom my beart [ beare,
Dotk me extremely hate:

And why therfore 1 cannot tell,
He wilf no leager with me dweil.

Did you not sue and Jopg me serue,
Ere 1 you grauoted grace?
And will you thus now frum me swarue,
That never did traspage?
Alay, pore woman! then plas!
A wery life bere must I pasee:

And shali my faith haue such refuse
Indede and shall it so?
Is there no choywe for me Lo chuse
But must [ leue you 80}
Alas, pore womsn! then alas!
A wery life bence must I passe,

And is there now no remedy
But that you wiil forget her?
There was a tiine when that perdy
You would haune heard her better:
But now that time is gone and past,
And 1! your loue is but a blast,

And can you thos hreake your behest
Indede and can you so?
Did you not sweare you loued me best,
And can you now sy uo?
Remetober me pore wight in paine,
And for my sake turne once againe.

Alas, poore Dido, now 1 fele
Thy present paiuful] state,
Wheo falee Eneas did bim stele
From thee at Caribage gate:
Aud left thee sleping in thy bed,
Regurding not what he had sed.

Was pever woernao thus betrajed,
Nor tnan so false forsworne:
Hia faith and trath so atrongly tied,
Votruth hath al Lo tomne.
And [ haue leaue for my good will,
To wuile nod wepe sope my L

But gince it will not better be
My teares shall neuer hlin,
To moyst the earth ip such degree,
- 'That ] may drowne therein,
That by iy death al men may sy,
Lo! women are as true as they.

Dy me al women may beware,
That se my wofull smart;
To seke true lone let thewn pot spare,
Before they et their bart,
Or uls they inay become ua I,
Which for my troth am like to dye,
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THE LOUER YELDEN INTO HIS LADIES
HANDES, PRAIETH MERCY.

Ix fredome was my fantasie,
Abhorring bondage of the minde,
But now 1 yelde my libertie,

And willingly my setfe I binde
Trwely to serue with al my hart,
Whiles Iyfe doth last not to reuert

Her beutie bounde me firat of all,
Aod foret my will for to consent;
Avd | agree o be her thrall,

For a3 ghe 1im I am content:
My will is hers in that ] miay,
And where ahe biddes I will obay,

1t lyeth in her my woe or welth,
Sbe may do that she liketh best;
If that she ligt | have my belth,
If ahe Tist not, in wo I reat:
Sins I am fast within her bandes
My woe and welth lyein ber handes.

She can oo lesse then pitie me
Sith that my feith to her is knowne:
It were to much extremitie
Witk crueltie to nuse her owne:
Aley, 2 sinfut enterprise
To alay that yeldes at her devise.

But I thynke not her Lhart 50 hard,
Nor that she hath such cruel lust:
1 doubt wothing of her reward
For my degert, but wel]l I trost
As she hath henuty to allure
8c hath she a bart that will recure.

THE NATURE WHICH WOBRKETH ALL
THINGES FOR OQUR BEHOFE, HATH
MADE WOMEN ALSO FOR OUR COM-
FORT AND DELIGHT. :

Anope dame patures workes such perfite aw is
wrought, 88 they ought;
That thinges be rolde by course of kind in order
Aud serueth in their state, in such inst frame and
sort, . [thereof report.
That slender wits may iudge the same, and make
Bebold what secret forca the wynde doth easily
show, [ bellowes blowe,
Which guides the shippes smid the seas, if he his
The waters waxen wilde where blustering blastas
do rise, that deuise :
Yet seldome do ihey passe their bonndes, for nature
The fire which boiles the lesde, and tryeth out
the gold, [force vafalde,
Hath in his power both helpe and hurt, if be his
The frost which kils the fruite, doth knit the
bhrused bomes,
Apd ja medicin of kinde, prepared for Lhe nones.

- The earth in whose entmmils the foode of man

doth live, [doth whe giue?
At euery springe and fall of leafe, what pleamure
The syre which life desires, and is to belth so
fwrete, {forles euvery sprete.
Of nature yeldes such lively amelles, that com-
The sunpe throngh patures might, doth draw
away the dew, [princely fuce to shew.
And ipredes the flowers where be is woat, his

The moone, which may be cakd the lanterne of
the night, [ber lixght,
In balfe  guide to traueling men, such vertne hath
The starres not vertuelease are beaunty to the eyes
A ledes man to tbe maginer, 8 signe of calmed
skyes.
The flowers and fruitful trees, to man do wribate
pay, [they fade away =
And when thay have their duety done, by coarse
Ech beast, both fishe and fowke, doth offer life
and ail [at hin call,
Ta nourish man and do him eese, yea serae himn
The serpents venomousn whose ugly shapes we
hate, [in their state,
Are sonernigne salues for sundry sores, and needfal
Sith nature shewes ber power, in eche thing
thus et large, [natores charge 2
‘Why shoulde not man submit himselfe Lo be in
Who thinkes to flse ber force, at Jength becomes
her thrall; (gonerns alk.
The wisest cennot alippe ber anare, for wature
Lo, nature guue vs shape, lo, gature fedes our
linen, [ber force that strioes,
Then they are worse then mad, [ think, sgeinst
Though some do vee to say, which can do nooght
but faipe, [to paire,
Women wer made for this enteot, to put v» men
Yet sare [ think they are n pleanare to the
minde, [ assinde,
A joy which man cen never want, as nature hath

WHEN ADUERSITIE IS ONCE FALLEN
IT IS TO LATE TO BEWARE.

To my mishap, alas, T Gnde

That happy hap is dangerous .

And fortune worketh but her kinde,

To make the ioyful dolorus;

But all to late it comes © mipde,

To waile the want that makes me blinde.

Amid my myrth and plessaninesse,
Sach chaunce is chaunced sodainly,
That in deapaire without rodresse
1 find my cheifest remedy;

No ncw kinde of vnhappinesse,
Should thus have lefl me comfortiesme.

Who would heue thought that my request
Should bring me furth euch bitter frate?
But now is hapt that 1 feard least,
Apd al thys harme comes hy my sute,
For when I tbought me happiest
Enen then hapl all my chief wmresl

In better case was neuer nome,
And yet vowares thus am § trapt,
My chief desire doth ceuse me mone,
And 1o my barme my weith is hapt:
There is po man but 1 ajene,
Thai hath such cawse 10 sigh aod mooe,

Thus am I caught for to beware,
And Lrust no more mch plessant chance
My happy hap bred me thys care,
And brought my wirth to great ymischanewy
There is no man whom belp wil spars,
But when she list his welth ia bare.



OF THE TOKEN WHICH HIS LOUE SENT HIM. 7

OF 4 LOUER THAT MADE HIS ONLY
GOD OF HIS LOUE.

Avr yoo that frendship do professs,

And of a frend present the place,

Geue eare t0 me that did possesse,

As frendly frutes a8 po imbrace:

And to declare the circumstasce,

There were thenmeloes that did aduance,

To teach me truly how to take,

A faithful frende for vertues sake.

But I ux one of little skill
To know what good might grow therby,
Unto wy welth I bad no wyll,
Nor to my nede [ bad none eye:
But ax the chylde doth learne to go, -
8o [ in time did isame to knowe,
Of all good frutes the world brought forth,
A faithfu} frend in thing most worth.

‘Then with all care I sought to finde
One wortliy Lo receiue such truse,
Que coady that was riche in minde
Omne sectet, sober, wise and ium, .
‘Whom riches could not raiee at atl,
Nor poaerte procure to fall:

And to he short in few wordea plaine,
One yuch a frend I did stteine

And when I did enjoy this welth,
Who lived, lond, in such a case?
For to my frendes is wan great helth,
And to my foes & fowle deface, |
And to my selfe & thing so riche,
As scke the worlde and Ande noue anch;
Thus hy this frend 1 set such store,
Asn by my sclfe I set no more.

This frende a0 mach was my delight,
When care had clene orecome my bart,
One thought of her rid cate as quite,
As never care had causde my smart.
Thus ioyed 1 in my frend so dere,

‘Was necer frende sat man 80 nere:
1 carde for her g0 much alone,
That otker God I cerde for none.,

But ad it doth to them befall,
That to themselues respect baue none ;
So my swete graffe in growen to gali ;
Where [ sowed mirth I reaped mone:
Ttis ydeoll that I honorde so,
Is oow tranaformed to my fo;
That me most pleased, me most paines
And in dispaire my heart remaines.
And for iust scourge of snche desart,
Thre plages I may my selfe assure,
First of my frende to lose my part,
And pext my life may oot endure,
And last of al] the more to blame,
My soule shall suffer for the same
Wherfore ye frendes [ warne you all,
8it fast for feare of sach a fall.

A e

VPON THE DEATH OF SIR ANTONY
. DENNY.
Dritu and the king?, dd as it were contend,
Which of them two bare Denny greatest lous;
The king to shew his loue gan farre extende,
Dl him adusuce bis hetters farre nbone,

' Edwand ¥L G
YOL. 1L

Nere place, much welth, great hooor eke bim
gaue, .
To makeit known what powre gret princes haue,

But when death camne with hia triumphant giR,
From worldly carke he quit his weried ghost,
Free from the curps, and straight to heaven it lift
Nuw deme that can, wha did for Denoy moat,
The kinge gaue welth but fading and voeure,
Death brought him blisse that euer shall endure.

, f——

A COMPARJSON OF THE LOUERS
PAINES,

L.vxe as the rake within the riders hande, )

Doth straive the horse, nye woode with griof of
paine,

Not vsed before to come in such a baod, .

Striueth for griefe, although God wot iu vain,’

To be as erst he was at libertie,

But force of force doth struine the contrarie.

Ruen 8o since band doth canse my desdly grief,
That mnde me so my wofull chaunce lament,
Like thing hath brought me into paise and mis
Saue willingly to it [ did assent [chinfe

| Fo Lind the thing in fredome which waa fre, °

That now full sore, alas, repenteth ma,

OF 4 ROSEMARY BRANCHE SENT.

Svcw grene to me an you baoe aent,
Such grene to you I send aguine;

A tlowing bart that will not feint,

For drede of bope or losse of gaine:

1 stedfust thought all wholy bent,

So that he may yout grace obtaine,
As you hy proofe haue alwayes sene,
To live your owne and alwayes grene.

‘ TO HIS LOUE, OF HIS CONSTANT
HEART,

As I haue bene, no wilk [ ener be

Unto my death, and lenger if I might:

Haus I of loue the frendly loking eye?

Haue I of fortane fawour or despyie?

I am of rock by profe us you may see

Not made of waxe, nor of no mettal light:
As Jeefe to dye, by change as to decenue,
Or breake the promise made, and 50 1 leaus,

e
OF THE TOKEN WHICRH HJS LOUE SENT

Tax golden apple that the Troyan boy
Gape to Vepus the fayrast of the thre,
Which was the cause of all the wrack of Troy,
Was not receiued with a greater ioy,
Then was the same (my loue) Wou senk to me;
It healed my wore, it made my sorows free,
It grue me hope, it banisht mine ronoy:
‘Thy bappy band full oft of me was blist,
That can gena soch a salne whep that thon list.

r

A
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MANH&DE AUAILETH NOT WITHGUT
GOOD FGRTUNE. -

THE cowerd oft, ' whom deinty viandes fad,
‘That hosted muche his Jadies eures to plesse,
By belp of them: whom voder him he i,
Hath reapt the pa.me thet valiacce cold not seize,
The uuespert that shotes uuknowen pere sought,
Whom Neptune yet apaled not with feare,
In wavderiug shippe on trustles seas hath tought,
‘The skill to fuie that time to long doth leare.
The aporting knight that skerneth Cupides kinde,
‘With fained chere the pained csuse to brede,
In game unhiden the jeden aparkes of minde,
And gsi:;ad the golr, where glowing farmes should
spede.
‘Thus I se proofe the tronth and manlie hart
May not auayle, if fortune chaunce to start.

| ]

THAT CONSTANCY OF AL VERTUES IS
MOST WORTHY, )

THoveR in the waxe a perfect picture made,
Duth shew na f[wire as in the marble stoney
Yet do we see it is estemed of none,
Because that fire or furce the forme doth fade,
Whereas the marble holden ia full dere,
Since that endures the date of lenger dayes:
Of dinmondes it is the grestest praise,
S0 long to last and always one tappere,
The:n if we du esteme that thing for best
Which in perfoction lengest time do Jast,
Aud that most vaine that turnes with enery biast,
What iewel then with tong can be exprest
Like ;.o t]l:st hert where love hath fremde sach
enth,
That canpot fade but by the force of death,

THE VNCERTAYNE STATE OF 4 LOUER.

LixE a1 the rage of raine

Filles rinars with excesne,

And 8y the drought againe,
Doth draw themn lease and iewe,
Bo 1 both fall mod clime,

With no and yes sometime,

As they swell bye and hie,
5o doth encrease my state; N
As they fall drye and drye,
S50 doth my welth abate.
As yen is mixt with no,
Bo mirth is mixt with wo.

As nothing ¢rn endure,
That lives and lacken reliefe;
Bo nothing can stande sure,
‘Where change doth raigoe sa chiefe,
Wherfore | must intende
To bows when ythers bende,

And when they laugh to smile,
And when they wepe to waile,
And when they craft, begile,
And when they fight, ascaile,
And thinke there i no change
Can make them seme o strsnge.

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

On, most vabappy slave!
What man may ieade this coursel
To lacks hewould Baynest bave,
Or eln to do much worse.

. These be rewards for such,
As line and lous to much. |

THE LOUVER IN LIBERTY SMILETH AT
THEM IN THRALDOME, THAT SOME-
TIME SCORNED HIS BO,N.DAGE.

A libertie ] sit end see

Thewm that hane earst langht me to scorm,
W hipt with the whip that scourged me,
And now they banne that they were borme.

I see them 1it full sobrelye
And think their earnest Tokea to hide »
Now in themseloes they cannot spye,
‘That they of this in me haue spide.

I ace them sitring al alons,
Marking the steppes, ech worde and icke,
And pow they treade whare [ have gone
The painful pathe that 1 forsoke.

Now ! see well, I saw no whit
When they saw well that now are blinde;
But happy hap heth made me quit,
And fust 1udgment bath them asinde,

} see them wander al alope,
And treade fuli fast ic drediull dout,
‘Tha selfe pame path that I have gone:
Blessexd be hup that beought use cut,
At libertie all this I see,
And my po word hut earst among,
Bmiling at them that laught at me,
Lo wuch is hap, marke well my song.

N

A COMPARISON OF HIS LOUE WITH THE
FAITAFUL AND PAINFUL LOUE OF
TROYLUS TO CRESIDE.

I mepg how Troylus serued in Troy
A lady long and many a day,

And bow be bode s great anoy,

For ber ua ali the stories my,

That hxife the paine hed nener man,
Which hed this wofuli Trojan than,

Hir youth, bis sport, his pleasant chere,
His courtly state and company,
In him so straugely altred wers,
‘With such x fate of coutrary,
Thut euery ioy became & wo,
‘This poyson Dew bad ternde bim sa.

And what men thought might most him ewse,
And most that for Lis comfort stode,
Tha same did maost his mind digpleane
And set hin most in furicus mode,
For all his plewrure eoer lay,
To thinke on her that was away.

His chamber was his common walke,
Wherein he kept bim secretly,
He made his bad the place of talke,
To heare hiy great eatremity,
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In pothing els had he delight,
But ewns to be » martir right,

And yow to call ber by her name,
And struight therwith to sigh and throbhe:
+ Aod when bis feneies might pot frame,
Then into teares and 50 to sobbe;
All in extremes; and thue he Iyes,
Making two fountaines of hia eyes,

A# ugves have gharpe shiftes of fits
OF colde and beat succemiuely ;
B0 had his head like ehange of wits,
Hia pacience wrought so dinersly: .
Now up, pow down, cow here, now there,
Like ona that was he wist not where,

And tbuy thongh he were Pryams sonus,
And comen of the kings hye bloode,
This care be bad ere he her wonne,
Yill she that was his maistrease yood,
And lothe to se her seruant so,
Became physicion to his wo.

And toke him to her handes and grace,
And said she would her minde apply,
To belpe him in bis wofull case,
I she might be his remedy ;
And ihus they, say, to ease his smart,
She made him owner of her hart.

And truth it is (except they lye)
Trom that day forth her study went
To shew Lo loue him faithfnly,
Aond bis whole mynde full to content:
Bo heppy » man at last was he, -
And eke 30 worlhy a woman she.

Lo, lady, then iudge you hy this,
Mine case, and how my camse doth fall;
For sure betwene my life aod his,

No difference there is at all:
His cure was great, so was his paine,
Apd mioe is not the lest of twaine,

For what he felt in seruice true,
For ber whome that he loued o,
The same 1 fele an Iarge for you,

To whom | doe my seruice owe;
Ther was that time in him no peine,
But the now same in me doth raigue.

Which if yoo cun ¢ompare and waigh,
And how I stand in euery plight,
Then Lhiz for you I dore well say,
Your heart most nedew remorce of right,
To graunt me grece and so to do,
As Creside then did Troylus to.

For well T 9ot you are as good,
And euen a3 faire as éuer wos she,
And comen of as worthey blood,

And baoe in you as Jarge pitie,
To tember me your owne trun man,
As she did him bev seruant than, ’

- Which gift I pray God, for nry sake,
Pull sone aod shortly yon me send,
Bo shall yon make oy sorowes slake,
Bo sball you bring my wo to ends
And et mo in wa happy cam

4 Troyhos with his lady was

TO LEADE 4 VIRTUGUS AND HONEST
LYFE:,

Fies from the prease and dwell with solhfast-

nesd,
Suffise to thee thy good though it be wmall;
Ror borde hath hate, and clymin; ticklenes,
Praise hath enuy, and weall in blicde in all:
Fauoar no more then thee behoue shall,

Rede well thy self, that others well canst rede,
And troath shall thee deliwer, it is no drede.

Puaine thee not ¢che croked Lo redresse,
In hope of her that turneth as  ball; - .
Great rest standeth in litle businesse,
Bewaré aleo 1o spurne aguinst a pall
Strive not an doth = ¢rock aguinst a wall,
Deme first thy selfe, thot demest others deds;
And truth shall thee deliuer, it is no drede.

That thee is sent receine in buxomnesse,
The wresttiog of this world asketh a fal;
Here is no home, bere is but wildernesse,
Forth pilgrime, forth, beast out of thy stall.
Looke yp on hye, geve thanks to God of sll,
‘Weane well thy lusty and honest life aye leade,
So trouth shall thee deliner, it is no dreade.

THE WOUNDED LOUER DETERMINETH
TO MARE SUTE TO HIS LADY FOR
HIS RECURE.

Sins Man fint moued warre, or stirred men o

strita, ’ [ncmpe with lyfe:
‘Was.ncuer sene so fearce a fight, 1 scurse could
Resist 30 long 1 did, till death approsch'd so nye,
To save my self 1 thought it best with spede awny

to fiye.
In danger atill I fled, by fight I thought to “scape
From my deare foe; it vayled not; alas it was to

For Venus from ber eampe brought Cupide with

his bronde  ” [thee in every lpnde

‘Who mayd, oow yielde, or ela deayre shall chase

Yet would 1 not streight yelde, "Gl faney fierco-

ly stroke, [me with thix yake.

Who from my will did cut the raines and charged

Then nll the dayes and nighles mine eare might

bere the sound [it self 30 hound.

What carefull sighs my bart wolde steals, to feels

For though within my brest, thy care | worke (he

sayd) [aye displagde?

Why for good will didst thoo heholde her persing

Alna! the fish is cought through baite that hides

the hooke, ' [her looke.

Euen 8o ber eye me trained bath, and tangled with

But, or thet it be long, my hart thou shalt be

fayne [when I complain:

To stay my life, pray her forth throw swect lokew

When that she shall deny 10 do me that good

torne, {body barne,

Then shall she sae Lo ashes-grey by flames my

Dosert of blame 1o her, no wight may yet impuis,

For fear of nay I never sought the way to frame
my sute,

Yet bap that what hap shall, delay I may to loog;

Asgay ¥ shall, for [ heare say, the sul man oft

hath wrong.

¢ Among Chaucer's Poems, C.
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THE LOUER SPEWING OF THE CONTI-
NUAL PAINES THAT ABIDR WITHIN
HIS BREST, DETERMINETH TO DYE
BECAUSE HE CANNOT HAUE RE-
DRESSE,

Tz doleful bell that still doth ring

The wofell knell of all my ioyes,

The wretched bart doth perce and wringe
And flilex myne eare with deadly noyes.

The bougry viper in my brewt
‘That ou my hart doth lye and gnaw,
Doth daily trede me new varest,

And deper sighen doth cause me draw.

And though 1 force both hande and eye
On plensant matter to sitend,
My sorowes to deceite therby,
And wretched life, for 1o wmend ;

Yet goeth the mill within my hart,
‘Which grindeth nought but paine and wo,
And turneth all my foy to smact, .
The euil corne it yaldeth so.

Though Venus smile with yeiding eyes,
And swete musike doth play and sing,
Yet doth my apretes feele none of these,
Thae ciacke doth st mine &nre so Ting.

An smoalleat sparks uncared for,
To greatest Aamey do sonest grow
Euen so did this mine inwand sore,
Begic in gume, aod end in woe,

And now by vse 5o swift it goeth,

. ‘Thet pothing can mine emres so £l)3
But that the clacke it onergoeth,

And plucketh me backe into the mili.

But since the mill will nedes about,
The pinoe whereon the wheele dath go
I wili ansay to strike it nnt,

Apd so the mill to onertkrow,

| ————

THE POWER OF LOUE OUER GODS
THEMSELUES.

Fon loue Apollo {hys godhed set aside)

Was scruant to the hing of Thessaly,

‘Whose dausghter was so piessant in his eye,
‘That, both his barp acd sawtrey he defide,

And bagpipe, solace of the rurall bride,

Did puffu and blow, and on the holtes hye

His cattell kept witk that rude melody,

And oft eke him, tbat doth the heauens gide,
Hath icue tranasforined to shapes for him to bese:
T'ranamuted thus, yometime & swan is ke,

Leda to coy; and eft Europe to pleate,

A mitde white bull, unwripckled front apd fase
Suffreth her play till on hin back lepes abe;
Whom in great care he ferieth through the sesa,

THE PROMISE OF 4 CONSTANT LOUVER

Az Jawrell ieaues that cense not to be grene

From parching sunne, por yet from winten
threte;

Az herdened oke that feaveth no swerde so kene:

As fint for toole in twaine that will oot freate:

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

As fast as rocke, or piller suerly set:
So fast amn 1 to yon, and ay have bene,
Assuredly whome 1 cannot forget;

For joy, for payne, for tnrment not for tene;
For losse, for gaine, for frowning, nor for thret
But euer one, yea both in calme, and blnst,

Your faithfuli frende, and will be to my nat.

———1

AGAINST HIM THAT HAD SLAUNDERED
A4 GENTLEWOMAN WITH HIMSELFE.

Fataz mey be, and by the powers aboue,

Neuer haue he good spede or luck in looe

That 8o can lie, or spot the worthy fame

Of her, from whom thou R.art to blame.

For chast Disne that hunted still the chace,

Apd sl ber maids that sae her in the mace,

With fair bowes bent, snd srrowes by their side,
Can say that thon i this hast fally lide:

For neuer hozng the bow vpon the wall

Of Digues temple, no nor neuer shall,

Of broken chaste the sacred vow 1o spot

Of her whorn thou dost charge so large T wob
But if ought be wherof her blamne may e,

It i% in that she did not well aduise

To msrke thee right, as now she doth thee know
False of Lhy dede, false of thy talke nlso; ’
Lurker of kind, {ike serpent layd to bite,

As poysan bid voder the yuger white, -

What dauger suchi so was the house defilde

Of Cotlative; so was the wife beguiled.

50 smarted she, and by a trayterous foroe;

The Cartage quene, so she fordid ber corse.

So strangled wes the Rhodopeian mayde.

Fye traytour fye, to thy shame be it mide :
Thou dounghil crow, that crockest apaiost the rain,
Howe to thy hole, brag not with Phcbe sguing
Carrion for thee, and juthsoms be thy voyee,
Thy song is fowle, I weary of thy noyme:

Thy biacke fethers, whith are thy wearing wada
Wet them with teares and sorow for thy dede:
And in dark caues, where irkesome wormes do

crepe,
Larke thou &}l day, and fiye when thou shoaldst
slepe,
And neuerp?ight where linlng thing hath life,
Bat eat and drink, where stinche and filth is rife,
For she that is & fowl of fethers bright,
Admit she toke some plexsure in thy sight,
As fonle of state some times delight to take
Foule of mean sort, their flight with them to make,
For play of wing, or solace of their kinde
Bat not in sort as thou dost Lreak thy minde;
Not for to treade with such foule fowle as thou,
Ngo, no, I swear, and dure it jiere avow,
Thon neuer sowst thy foot within her nest:
Boast oot so hroade then 10 thine awn vorest;
Bot blusbe for shame, for in thy face it standes,
And thou camst not unspot it with thy bandes:
For all the hesuens against thee recorde beste,
And all in earth against thee eke will sweare,
That thou in this art suen none vther man
Eut as the judges were to Susan than;
Forgers of that wherto their hust them prickt
Bashe, blaser then, the truth hath thee conukcty
Apd she o wornan of her worthy fame
VTuzd stands, and thou hast canght the shame
And there T pray to God that it may rest,
Falte 3 thou art, as falps ws it the best




OF THE DEATH OF THE LATE COUNTESSE OF PEMBROKE,

'That w0 canst wrong the noble kinde of man,
In whom all trouth Brst flourish’d and began.
And so bath stand, till now thy wretched part
Hath spotted us; of whose kinde one thot ari,
‘That all the shame that ever roee or may

Of shameful dede, oo thee may light I say.
And on thy kinde, and this [ wish thee rather
"That ali thy seede may like be tw their father:
Viotrue as thoo, and forgers as thou art,

So a9 al we be blameless of thy part,

And of thy dede. And thup ) do thee leane
Still to be falie, and falsely to deceaue.

A ———————

A PRAISE OF MISTRES R.

I mzan® when fume with thundring voice did sum-
mon to appere [placed here,
‘The chief of pature’s ehildren, all that kind huth
To view what brute by virtue got their lines conld
Justly craue; {worthy were in haue:
And bed’them shew what praise by truth they
‘Wherwith T zaw how Venus came snd put her seif
in plate, [plead their case:
And geue her ladies leave wt large to stand and
Ech one wiy called by pame o row, in that as-
mmblie there, [or other where:
That benee are gone or here remaink, in court
4 solemp silenoe wes proclaimd, the judges sat
and herd ' [who shonld be preferd:
What truth could tell, or craft counld fain, and
Then beauty stept before the barre, whose brest nnd
neck was bare, [gold she ware.
With heare trust up, sud on her head a caul of
Thus Capida thralies begau to fock, whose houn-
: gry eyen did say, {were that day,
That she had stained all the darwes that present
For ere she spake, with whispering words, the prease
was fild throughout, [a shout.
And fancy forced common voice, thereat to give
Which cried t fame, take forth thy trump, a:d
eourd her praise on hye
That glads the hart of euery wight, that her be-
boldes with eye.
What stirre and rule (quod order than) do these
rude people make? [vertues sake.
We hold ber best that shall deserue a praise for
‘This sentence was uo womer said, but’benuty
iherewith blueht {thing was husht.
The noise did cease, the hal was atill and euery
Then Boenevs thought by training talk to win that
benoty lost, (for no cost;
And whet ber tongue with foly words, and spared
Yet wantomesse could mot abide, but brake her
tale in haset, (nedes be hiest plast.
Aud peaith pride for pecocks plumes wonld
Aand therwithull came curicusnesse and carped
out of frame, [beheld the mme.
The andience laught to hear the strife, us they
Yet reason sone apesde the bnite, her reverence
made and doon, [tale begoon.
She porchased fauour for to spesk, and thus her
Sing bounty shall the garlond wear, and crouned
be bry fame, {same.
O happy iudgen call for her, lor she deserues the
Wbher tempernoce gouerns beauties Howers, and
glory is not sought,
4Aud shamfaced mekenesse mastreth pride, and
vertue dwels in thought:
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Bid her come forth, and shew her face, or els ni=
sent eche one, [marbls stone

That true repart shall graue ber name in gold ot
For all the world to read at will what worthines
doth rest, (here possest,
In perfect pure wnepotted life, which she hath
Then Skil rose vp and sought the prease, Lo flad
if that he might, [praime of right:
A person of such honest name, that men should
This one 1 saw full sadly sit, and shriok ber velf
a ride, (grace did hide.
Whose sober lokes did shew what gifta her wifely -
Lo hera {quoth Skill, good people alf) is Lucrece
Jeft uline, [praise did strice,
Arnd sbe ghall most acoepted be, thot least for
No longer Fame could hold ber peace, but blew s
blaste so highe, thraugh the side;
That made an eccho in the ayre, and sowning
Thy voice was loud, and thua it said, come R
with happy dayes, [thee with praise.
Thy honest life hath won thee fame, sod crowned
And when 1 hesrd my maistres name, [ throst
amids the throng, {might prosper long,
And clapt mny hands and wisht of God, that shs

OF ONE VXNJUSTLY DEFAMED,

I ¥E can cldee in short and cunning verse

‘Thy worthy praise of buontie by desart,

The batefull spite and scfaunder to reherse

Of them that see, but know not what thou art.
Fotr kinde by craft haih wrought thee so to eye,
That no wight may thy wit and virtue spye;
But he hane other fele than outward sight ;

The lacke wherof doth hate and spigte to trya:
Thus kinde by craft is let of vertueslight.

She bow the outward shew the wittes may dull
Not of the wise, but as the most intend,
Minerua yet might never perce their scull,
That Circes cup and Cupides hrand hath blepd,
‘Whose fond affects now stirred hauve the braing
S0 doth thy hap thy hue with colour staine,
Beauty thy foe thy shape doubleth thy sore

To hyde thy wit, and shew thy vertue vain;
Fell were thy fate, if wisdome were not more.

1 mean by thee cuen G by name, .
Whom awrmy wyndes of enuy and disdaine

' o tosse with boistrous blastes of wicked fame s

Where siedfastnesse as chiefe in thee doth rigne.
Purience thy setled mind doth guide and stere;
Silence and shame with many resteth there.

Tyll tyme thy mother, list them forth to calty
Happy is he that may enioy them all.

————|

OF THE DEATH OF THE LATE COUNT.
ESSE OF FEMIOROKE.

Yur once againe, my Mase, I pardon pray,
Thine intermitted song if T repeate,

Not in such wise, an when loue was iny pay;
My ioly wo, with ioyfull verse to treate,

But uwow (unthank to our desert be gerven,
Which merit not 2 heaucns gifi to kepe)

‘Thou must with me bewaile that fate hath reven,
From ¢arth a iewel laide in carth to sleps.
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A jewel, you a gemme of womanbed,
Whoee t vertues linked as in chaine,
Bo did adotne that humble wiuely hed,
An in not rife to finde the fike aguine.’
For wit acdd learning framed to cbey,
Her husbendes wyll that wylled bar to use,
The love he bare bher chiefly a3 a stay
For all bar frends that woald ber furtherance
chuse,
Wel said thetfore & haanspa gift she was
Becauss the best are sonest Lence bereft;
And though herseife to heauen hence did pame
Her apoile to earth from whenee il came she loft;
And tn vs teares her absence to lament,
And eke bis chaupce, that wus her make by law;
Whose lown to lose so great an omament,
Let them eatsme, which true foues knot can
druw,

THAT ECHE TRING IS HURT OF IT
SELFE.

‘WY feareet thou the catward fo,
When thou thy sclfe thy harm dost fede,
OFf grief or hurt, of paine or wo;
‘Within ecbe thing is sowen the sede,
80 fine was neuer yet the cloth,
No smith so hard his yron did heats,
But thope eonsumed was with moth,
Thother with canker all to freate.
The kootty ake and waynscot old,
Within, doth eate the seily-worme,
Euen so n minde in enuy rold
Alwayes within it selfe doth burne.
Thus every thing that nature wrought,
Within it gelfe his hurt doth beare,
No outward harme nede to be sought,
Where enemies be within w near,

e

: OF THE CHOISE OF A WiFE.

T nx flickering fame that dieth from eare to eare,
And aye her strength increaseth with bor flight,
Geves frst the cause whby men to heare defight
OFf those whom ahe doth nole for beautie bright;
And with this fame that Aeeth on s0 fast, .
Fansy doth bye, when reason makes no hast,
And yet pot wo content they wishe to pee

And thereby know if farme haue said aright,, |
More trusting to the trial of their eye,
Then to the brute that goes of any wight ;

‘Wise in that point that Yightly will not leue
Vnwize to seke that may them after greue,

Who knoweth not, how sight may lote allure
And kipdle in the hart & bot desire?

The eye to worke that fame could not procure,
Of greater canse there cometh hotter fre,

For ere he wete bimselfe bo feleth warme

The fame and eye the causers of his. harme,

Let fame not make her knowen whom | shall koow,
Nor yet mioe eye therin W be my gyde,

Soffieeth me that vertue in her grow;

Whose simple life her fathers walls do hide,
Content with this T leaue the rest w go

Ard insuch choise shall' stand my wealth apd wo.

POEMS OF VYNCERTAINE AUCTORS,

DESCRIPTION OF ANVNGODLY WORLDE

Wao loues to live in peace and marketh cnery
change . [right wondrous strange,
Shall hear wach newes from time to time, ms seme
Such frawd in frendly kokes, such frendship ef
for gaine; [men retaim,
Such claked wrath in hatefol hartes, which worldly
Such fayned figtiering faitl, amoogs both bigh aod
ow; [oaerthrow,
Such great decsit, such subtil wits, the poore o
Such spite in sagred tonges, voch malice fall of
pride, [not goe nnspide.
Such open wrong, vuch great wntruth, which can-
Such restless sute for rowms, which briogeth mea
to care, [t berwrare,
Such sliding down from slippery seats, yet can we
Soch burking at the good, such bolstrieg of the ill
Such threatning of the wrath of God, such vice
embraced still,
Such strining for the best, such clyming to estate,
Such grest dissemabling euery whers, such foue all

mixt with bate,
Such traines to trap the inst, such prolliog faulty
ike, [teard the like?

P
Such cruel words for spesking trouth, whoeoe
Sach strife for stirring strawes, sach discord dayly
wrought, [made of nonghl
Soch forged tales dul wits to bliod, woch Dyetters
Such trifles told for trouth, such crediting of [yes,
fuch silence kept when fools do spesk, sach laugh-
ing at the wise:
Such plenty made so scarce, mch cryeag for res
dreme, : dares oot exprese,
Such feared signea of our ¥, which iomg
Such chapges lighly markt, such troohley mill
apperes, . [thoumnd yerei
Which never were before this time, no oot (s
Sach bribing For the purse, which suer gupes for
more, [mock in Rore,
Such hording vp of worldly welth, sach keping
Surh folly founde in age, such will in tender youth,
Such sundry sortes amoung grest clethkrs, sod few

that sapeake the troth,
Such falsthed vpder craft, and such vostedfasl
wayes, [oow a dayes,

Was neuer seen within mens harts, ay is foood
The cause and ground of this, is onr vequiet
minde, [we must bene bebind.
Which thinkes 19 take those goodes away, whith
Why do men seke to get which they cannot pas-
sezal fall for wretchedmesne?
Or breke their alepes with careful thoughts, sed
Though one amooges & shore, hath weith sad
enne o while, ;any » mlk:
A thousand want which Wiketh sore, and traoaie
Apd ome altbouzh they alepe, el wealth fallsy
in their lap; [tune peves the kap;
Thus some be riche and some be poors, as far-
Wherfore T holde bim wise, which thinkes hicodf
at ense, [to plense,
And is content in simpls state, both God and wan
for tho;e that liue like gods, and honoured are @
&Yy
Within shart time their glory falis, as fowers do
fade awny.
Uncerteine is their Fues, on whom this world wyll
R frowne,
or though Lhey sit abone the starres, n Womn
Ay sirike them down,
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En welth who feares po fall, may slide from joy ful
obe; - {ma the moon.
‘There is no thing o sure oo enrth, but changeth
W bat plessure hoth the rich, or easa mare than
the poore [the more,
Although be have a'pleusact house, hia trouble js
T hey bowe and speake him fair, which seek to suck
hin blood, (his good ;
And smpe do wish his soal in hell, and all to bave
The coueling of the goodes, doth nought but dult
the sprite. {eth for the sweeL
And some men chance Lo tast the sower, Lhat grop-
The rich in still enuied by those which eat his
. bread, [are daily fed;
With Rwwiug specke and flatiring takes, his ears
In fine ] see and proue ibe rich have many foes,
He slepeth best and eareth least that little hath

_ tolose
A3 time requireth mow, whoe would aucide much
strife, [prince's life;

Were better live in-poore estate, than lead a
To pazse those trouhlesome times T see but Little
choive, [when they rejoice,
But helpe to waile with those that wepe, and langh
For as we se to day our brother brooght io care,
¥o morrow .may we haue such chaunce, to fall
with him in snare.
Of this we may be sure, who thinks to sit most fast,
Shall sonest fal] like withered lennes, that cannot

hide a Lilsat;
Thoogh that the flood be grest, the ebbe as Tow
doth roooe; [#hel be done,

‘When euery man hath pleyed his part, oar pagent
Who trusts this wretched world, I hold him woree
then madde, [to bad.
Here is not one that feareth God, the beat is all
For those that seme as saints, are devilles in their
dedes, {it bearcth many wedcu,
Thoogh that the earth bringes forth some flowers
I e no present helpe from mischiefe to preuail,
But fiee the scas of worldly care or heare o quiet

ayke:
For who that rmedleth lesst, shall muoe himself
from wmart: [foolish pari.

Who slirres sn oar in every boate shall play o

THE DISPAIRING LOUER LAMENTETH,

Warxina tbe path of pensiue thonght

I askt my beart how came this wo,

‘Thine eye {quod he) this care me brought,
Thy mird, thy witte, thy will also,
Enforceth me to loue her ener,

‘This is the cause ioy sball 1 neuer,

And as T walkt as one dismmide,
Thinking that wrong this wo me lent,
. Right sent me word by wratb, which said,
This iust iudgmemt to thee is sent,
Nener to die hut dying euer;
Till brenth thee fail, oy shalt thou neuer.,

Sith Right doth indge thia wo tendure
Of heahh, of wealth, of remedy,
As 1 haoe done, s0 be sbe sume
Of faith and troth wntil [ dye,
Awnd ma thie paime cloke sball I ever,
5¢ imwandly joy shall I mever.

Qriping of gripes grene not ko sore,
Nor serpentes siing caussth such amart,
Nothing on earth may puin me mors,
Then sight that perst my wofal] hart;
Drowned with cares still to perseuer,
Come death betimes, ioy shatl I neven

O libertie! why dost thou swerue
And stenl away thus all st ones?
And T in prison like to sterue, -

For lack of foud do gnaw on bones.
My hope and trust in thee was euer,
Now 1hou art gons, ioy shall 1 neuer.

But styll as one all desperate,
To leade my life in misery,
Sith feare from hope hath lockt the gate
Where pity should grauat remedy ;
Dispaire this lot ussigns me cuer
To liue in paine, joy shall | neuer.

o ———]

THE LOUER PRAIETH Hi8 SERUICE 1O
BE ACCEPTED, 4ND HI3 DEFAULTES
PARDONED,

Paocrin, that somelime serwed Cephalus,
With hart as true as any lover might;
Yet her belid in loanrg this voright,
That as in hart with loae surprised i,
8She on & day to see thia Cephalus,
‘Where be wus wont to shrowde him in the shade
‘When_of his hunting he an epde had made,
Within the woodes with dredful fote forth stafketh,
S0 busily loue in her hed it walketh,
That zhe to see bim, may her not reatraine.
‘This Cephatus that heard one shake the leaes,
Uprist all egre, thrusting aftar pray,
With dart in'haod him list to further deine
To 1ee his loue, but slew her in the greanes,
That ment to him but perfect louc alway.

So corious bene alas the rites all
Of mighty lone, that vonethes may L thinke,
In hin bigh seruice bow to 1oke or winke;
Thus ! complaioe that wretchedst am of all
To you my loue and soucraign lady dere,
That may my hoert with death or life stere,
As ye best list, that ye vouchsafe in all
Mine humble seruice: And if me mifall
By negligence, or els for lecka of wit,
That of your mercy you do pardon it; N
And thivke that loue made Procrin sbake the

leues,

When with voright she alyine was in the greoss,

DESCRIPTION AND- PRAISE OF HIS
LOUE :

Lixr the phoenix, a bird most rare in sight,
That nature bath with gold and purple drest;
Such she me semes in whom 1 most delight,
If 1 might speak for enuy at the least,
Natore | thinke first wrought ber in despite,
Of rose and lilty that sommer bringeth frst,
in beauty sure exceding all the rest.

Uunder the bent of her brows ivatly pight,

A3 diamondes or saphires at the lesst,
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Her glistring lights the darkness of the night.
Whose little mouth and chin like )l the rest;
Her roddy lippes excede the coral quite;
Her yuery teeth where none excedes the rest,
Fautlesse she is from oot vnto the wast;

* Her body amall, and straight as mast vpright,

Her armea Jong in iust proporcion cast,

Her hands depaint with veines all biew nnd white:
Wiat shall § any for that is ot in sight?

The hidden parts I judge them by the rest,
Aod if | were the foreman of the quest,

To give a verdict of ber beautie bright,
Forgeve me Pheebus thou sholdst be disposset;
‘Which doth vsurp my ladies place of right,
Here wyll I cease least enuy cause despite,
But nature when she wronght so faire = wight,
Ia this her worke she surely did entend

To frame a thing that God could not smend,

THE LOUER DECLARETH RIS PAINES
TO EXCEDE FARRE THE PAINES OF

HELL,

Tan sonles that hcked grace
‘Which lye in bitter paine,
Are not in anche a place,

As foolishe folke do faine;

Tormented all with fyre,
And boyle in leade againe,
With serpents full of yre
Stong oft with deadly paine;

Then cast ib frosen pites,
To freze there certein howres,
And for their painful fittey
Appointed tormentours.

No, no! it iz not so,
Their sorow is not such;
And yet they have of wo,
I dare say twise a3 much.

Which comes becanse they tacke
The sight of the Godbed,
And he from that kept backe
Wherwith are angels fed.

This thing know 1 by loue,
Through absence creltie,
Which wakes me for Lo probe
Hell paine before [ die,

There i3 no tong can tel
By thousand part of care 3
There may no fire in hel]
With my desire compare;

Ne boiling leade can pas
My scalding sighcs in hete,
No snake that euer wes,
Wilh stinging can so frete.

A true and tender bart, -
At my thoughtes dayly doe, -
50 Lthat [ know but =mart,
. And that whick louges therto.

O Cupid, Venas mnne,
An thou haat shewed-thy might,
Amnd hagst this conquent woop,
Now epd the snme aright:

And as I am thy slace,
Contentad with al this,

. 50 belp me soone to haoe

My perfect earthly blice,

OF THE DEATH OF SIR THOMAS WYAT
THE ELDER.

Lo, dead! he lives, that whidome lived bere
Among the dend that quick go oa the gromnd.
Though he he dead, yet doth he quick mpeere;
By lively name, that death cannat confoursd :
His life for ay of fame the trump shall sownd;
Though he he dead, yet liues he bere aline,
Thus can no death from Wyat life deprice.

.
THE LENGTH OF TIME CONSUMETH
ALL, THINGES.

Weaar barder is than sone, what more the

waler soft ?
Yet with goft watar drops hard stones be perved
oft

Whet genes so strong impalse
‘That stove ne may withstand ?

‘| What geues more weke repulss

Than waler prost with band?
Yet weke though water be,

It bolowith hardesc Bint >

By procfe whereof we gee,

Time geves the greatest dint.

9

THE BEGINNING OP TRE EFPISTLE OF
PE%ELOPE TO ULISSES, MADE INTO
| 4 E.

O rinaring make, Ulysses dere, thy wife lo sendes
to thee, [oelf to me.
Her driry plaint: write not agaiuve, but come thy
Ouy hateful scourge, that woman's foe, proud Troy
is now fordon ; (kingdome wou.
We buy it dere, though Priam slaine, and ol bie
O that the raging surges grest that lechers bance
had wrought [demon sought.
When firet with ship he forowed seas, sod Lace-
In desert bed my shineriag coarse then shold oot
haue scught rest, [to west
Nor take in grief the cherefol munne so slowly fall
And whiles I cast long ruoning nights, bow best I
might begile, - . {mnade the while:
No distaf should my widowizh hand hage weary
When dread | not more dauugers great theo are
befall in dede?
Loue ia = careful thing (god wot) and passing ful
of drede,

THE LOUER ASKETW PARDON OF HIS
PASSED FOLLIE IN ILOUE.

You that in play peruse my phint, and read in
rime the smart, [botred 1w oy hart
Which in my youth with sighes fall cold, § har~
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Koow ye that love in that fruil age drene me to
that distresse,
When [ was half another man, then [ am now to

gense.

Then for this work of wauerivg words, where 1
pOW FAEE OOW rew;

Tost in the toys of troublous lone As care or cOm=
fort grew,

I trust with you, that loues affaim by procfe bane
put in ure,

Not only pardon in my plaint, but pity to procure;

For nrow 1 wot that in the world a woander hauel

be,

And where to lopg looe mede me blind, to late
shame makes me 1e:

Thwe of my fault sheame is the fruite, and for my
youth thos past, | )

fice is MY rec

at Jast.

Looke what the world hath most in price, as sure
itis to kepe,

Al is the dream which fancy driues, whiles sense
and reason slepe.

2.
-2

, and thus 1 learme

2
THE LOUER SHEWETH THAT HE WAS

STRIKEN BY LOUVE ON GOGD-FRI-
D4Y.

It wus the day on which the sunne deprined of
hys light, . {unto the night.
To rew Christ’s desth amids course ¢uve place
‘When I amid mina edse did fall to such disteme
prerate fits, [bereft my wits,
That for the face that hath my hart, T was
Ibed the bait, the hooke and all, and wist not
loues pretence ; [no defence,
But farde aa one, that feard oo ill, oor forst for
Thus dwelling in most quiet state, 1 fell into thia
ight, [wept in sight.
And thet day 'gan my secret sighs, whea sl folke
For lose that vewed me void of ewre, approcht
to take his pray, {lay the way.
And stept by stelth from eye to bart, »o open
And strait st ayes brake out in tears, so salt that
did declare [of care,
By token of their hitter taste thot they were forgde
Now vaunt thee, loue, which fleest » maid defenst
with virtues rare,
Apd wounded haat & wight nnwise, unweaponed
aud unware,

THE LOUERER DESCRIBETH HI3 WHOLE
8TATE UNTG HiIS LOUE, AND PRO-
MISING - HER HIS FAITHFUL GOGD
WIilLl, ASSURETIH HIMSELF OF HER
AGAINE.

Tue suone when be bath apreed his raies,
And shewde his face ten thonsand waies;
Ten thousand thinges do then begin

To shew the life that they are in.

The heaven shews lively art and hue,

Of candry shapes and colloars noe,

Asd lsughes upon the carth sncne.

The earth as cold ms any stone;

Woet in tha teares of her own kinde,

*Gioa then to take a joyfol minde :

For well she feelen that ont and out,

The sunne doth warme ber roande about;
And dries her childreo tenderly, |

Aud rhewes them forth foll erderly.

The mountaives hye and how they stand,
The valleies and the great maine land ;
The trees, the herbe, the towcrs strong,
The cestles and the rivers long:

Aud euen for juy thus of this beate

She shewcth furth ber pleasures great ;
And slepes po more but sendeth forth,
Her clergicns her own dere worth,

To mount and By up to the ayre,

Where then they sing in ordre faire;

And tell in song full merrily,

How they haue slept full quietly,

That night about their mather sides,

And when they haue song more besides,
Then fall they 1o their mothers brestes,
Where els they fede or take their restes,
The hunter then soundes vut his horne,
And raogeth straite through wood and corne.
On hilles then shew the ewe and lambe,
And every youg one with his dambe;
Then louers walk and tell their tale,
Both of their blisse and of their bale;
And how they serve and how they doe,
Anid bow their ladie Joues them to.

Then tune the birdes theiv armonie,
‘Then Hock the foule in companie;

Then every thing doth pleasure finde

In that that comjorts all their kinde.

No dreames do drench them of the nighe,
Of foes that would them slea or hite,

Ae houndes to huut them at the taile,

©r men faree them through hill sod dale;
The shepe them dreams not of the woulf;
The shipmen forces not the goull:

The lambe thinkes nof the butetiers knife
Stould then bereue him of his life;

For when the sunne doth onee runne in,
Then all their gladues doth begin;

And then their skips, and then their play,
So falls their sadnes then away:

And thus all thinges bave comforting,

In that that doth them comfort bring;
Save 1, alas! whom neither sunne

Nor ought that God hath wrought snd don
May comfort ought, as though I were

A thing not made for comfort here,

For being ahsent from dyour sight,

Whichk are my joy and whole delight,
My comfort and my pleasure-to,

How can 1joy ? bow should I do?

May sick men laugh that rore for pain?
Joy they in song that that do cownplain?
Are martvrs in their tovmeats glad ?

Doe pleasure please them that are mad?
Then how may 1 in comfort be,

That lack the thiog should comfort me ?
The blind man oft tbat lackes his sight,
Complaine not most the iack of light;
But those that knew their perfectnes,
And then do misse their blissfulnes ;

In martirs tunes they sing and waile

The want of that which doth them fafte;
And herof comer that in my braines,

80 nupy fansies work my painss;

-
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But he on bye that seceretly beholdes
The state of things, and times hath in bis hand,
Apd pluckes in plages, and them again unfoldes,
And hath spointed realmes to fall and stand;
He in the midst of all this sturre and rout,
Oan bend his browes, aod moue himself about.

As who shoald say, and are ge minded so?
And thus to those, aud whom you koow [ loue ?
Am 1 such one, as none of you do know?

Or know you pot that | sit here abone,
And my handen doe bold your welth aod wo,
To ruise you now, and now to ouer throw,

Then thinke that [, as 1 haue set you all
Jo places where your honours lay, and fame;
Bo now my selfe shalt gens you eche your fall
W here eche of you shall have your worthy shame;
Aud in their handes | wyll your fall shall be,
‘Whose fall in yours you sought so sore to ses,

Whoee wisdome hye as be the same fore saw,
So it is wrought, such 10! his tustice is,
He is the Lord of man, and of his law,
Praise therfore ngw his mighty name in this;
And make accompt that this our case doth staode;
As [araell free from wicked Pharaon hand.

THE LOUER TG HIS LOUE HAUING FOR-
SAKEN HIM, AND BETAKEN HER
SELFE TO AN OTHER,

Tue hirde that somtime built within my brest
And there a3 Lhen chiefe suceour did receiue;
Hath now elswhere buill her another nest,
And of the old hath taken quite her lenue,
To you mine oste that harbour mine old guest,
Of such & one, as I can now conceivne.
Sith that in change her choise doth clief consist,
Thehavke may check, that now comen faire tofist.

TAE LOUER SHEWETH THAT IN DIS
SEMBIING HIS LOUE OPENLY HE
fVEJ'PETH SECRET HIS SECRET GOOD

L

Nor tike 2 God came Jupiter to woo,

Wheu he the faire Europa sought unto:
Another forme his godly wisdome toke,

Buch in effcet, a3 writath Quides boke;

As on the earth oo lining wight can tell,

That mighty Jove did loue the quene so well,
For bad he come in golden garmentes bright,
Or o as men mooght hane stared on the sight;
Spred had it bene, both through earth and aire,
That Joue had loved the lady Europa fair.

And then had some bene angry at the hart,
And some agaive as ielous for their part.

Botb which to stop, this gentle god toke miod,
To shape himselfe into & brutish kind;

To such a kivde as hid what state he wus,

And yet did bring him, what he sought to passe.
To both their wyes, to both their comfort sone,
Though knowen to none, tilk all the thing was done;
In which attempt, if | the like assay,

To you, to whem, I do my selfe bewray:

Let it suffice that I do seke to be,

Not counted yours, aud yet for 10 be be.

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

THE LOUER DISCENUVED BY HIS LOUR
REPENTETH HIM OF THE TRUE LOUR
HE BARE HER.

I rhHar Ulysses yeres haoe spent
To fnde Penelope,

Finde well that folly I bave ment
To seke that was not o,

Sinee Troylos case bath caused me
From Creaed for to go,

And 0 bewnile Tlynses truth,
In sena and stormy ekies,
OFf wanton will and ragiag yonth,
Which me haue totsed sore,
From Bcylla to Charibdis clives,
Upau the drowning shore,

Where I sought banen, there foond I haps,
From danger unto denth;
Much like the mouse that treades the unp
In hope to finde her foode,
And biten the bresd that sops her breaih,
B0 iu like case 1 stoode.

Till now repentance hasteth bim,
Ta further me w0 fust,
‘That where [ sanke there now I ywim,
And bave both etresme and winde,
And lucke as good, if it moay Lust,
As any map may fode.

Thet where 1 perished, aafo I panse,
And finde no perill there,
But stedy slone, oo grounde of glase,
Now am 1 sure to saue,
And nat to fAete from feare to feare,
Such anker holde I baue.

THE LOUER HAUING ENIOYVED HB
LOUE HUMBLY THANKETH TIE ¢0D
OF IOUE, AND AVOWING RIS HART
ONELY TV HER FAITHFULLY FRO-
MISETH VTTERLY TO FORSANE ALL
GTHER.

THovu Cupid god of loee, whom Venua thralles do
serue [well deserne;
I yelde thee thankes upon my knees, as thoo dost

"By the my wished joyes haue shaken off dispairs,

And &ll my storming dayes be pasi, apd wether
wazeth faire; -

By the | haue received a thousand times more oy

Then euer Paris did possesse, when Halen waa in
Troy. .

By the haue I that hope, for which 1 longde so sore,

And when I thinke. vpon the mame, my hart doth
leape therfore,

By the my heauy douta and trcmbliug fomres are
fled, [thoughts mre fed:

And now my wita that troubled wer, with plemant

Por dread is banisht clene, wherein 1 atood Full oft,

And doubt to speak, that lay full luw, is lifted sow

aluft,
With armes bespred abrode, with opende band:
aud hart, [my smart.

I have enjoyed the frute of hope, reward of sl
The seale and signe of lous, (be key of trouth and

trust, [the loners lus
The pledge of pure good will bawe 1, which makes
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Boch grace sina I bauc founde, to one I me be-
take,

The rext of Venus derlinges all, I uiterly forseke;

And to performe this yow, I bid my eyes bewnre,

‘That they po straungers do salute, oor oo tbeir

. beanties stare.

My wits, I warme ye all, from this time forlh take
hede, [liede.

That y¢ oo ‘wanton’ toyes deviee,my fansien new to

My eares be ye sbut up, and hesre no woman's
wice, [hart rejoice.

That may procure me opce Lo amile, or make my

My feete full sfow be yo, and lune when ye should
moue,

‘T'o bring my body any where, to seke avcther loue:

Let all the gods above, snd @icked sprites below,

And every wight in earth accuse, snd curse me
where I go;

If | do false my faith, in any point or case,

A sodein vengeance fail on me, I aske no better
ETRcE; .

Away then sily ryme, present mine earnest ith,

Unto my lady where the iy, and mark thon what
she saith;

And if she welcome thee, and lay thew in her lap,

Bpring thou for joy, thy imxister bath his most
desired bap.

TOTUS MUNDUB IN MALIGND POSITUS,

Comrraine we may, much is amisse,
Hope is nie gone to bave redresse,
These daies ben ill, nothing sure is,
Kinde hart is wmpt in heavinenss,

The sterne is broke, the wile is rent,
The ship is geven to winde and waue,
All helpe is gone, the rocke present,
That will ba lost, what man can saue?

Thinges hard, therfore, are now refused,
Labour in yoath is thought but vaine:
Duty by will-not is excused,

Remoue the stop, the way is plaine.

Learniog is lewd, and held a foole;
Wigdomes is shent, counted to raile,
Reason is banisht out of webole,

‘The blinde iy bold, and worden prevaile.

Power without care slepeth at eame,
Wil) withont [aw, runneth where be list,
Might without mercy cancot plese,

A wise man sith not, bad 1 wist.

When power lackes care xad foreeih not,
When care is feble and may not,
‘When might is slothfol exd will pot,
 Weedes may grow wherw good berbs carmot,

Take wrong away, law nedeth oot,
For law 1o wrong is bridle and paine;
‘Take feure away, Iaw booleth not,

To wirive aguinet strenme, it is but wine.

Wyly is witty, brainaick is wise,
Trouth is fally, snd might'iz right,
Wordes ure reason, ard reason is les,
The bad i3 good, darknemse-ia Jight,

‘Wrong to redresse wisdome dare not,
Hardy is bappy, end ruleth most,
Wilfull iy witiesae, and careth not
Which end go first, till al be lost.

Pew right do loue, nnd wrong refuse,
Pleascre is sought in every state,
Liking is lust, there is no chuse, |
The low geve to the bye checke mate.

Order is broke in thinges of weight,
Mensure nud mean who doth pot Aee?
Two thinzes preuaile, money snd sfeight,
To sane is better thau to be,

The bowle is round, and doth downe dlide,
Eche one thruateth, nene doth uphold,
A fall faile not, where blinde in gnide,
The siay is gone, wha can him bold?

Folly and falshod prateth space,
Trouth under bushet is faine to crepe,
Flottery in treble, pride sings the base,
The meane the best part, scant doth pepe,

This flery plege the world infectes,
To vertue nud trouth it geves no rest,
Mene harta are burnde with sundry lectu,
And to ecbe man, bis way is besi,

With flodes and stormes thas be we toat,
Awaks, good Lord, to thee we crye,
Qur ship is slmost sonk and lost,
‘Thy mercy help cur misery.

Mans sirength in weake; mens wit is dull,
Muas resson is blinde, these thinges t'amend,
Thy hand (O Lord) of might is full,

Awale betyme, amd heipe us send.

In thee we trust, and in no wight,
Save us, 83 chickens under te hen
Qur grokednes thoy canst make right,
Glory to thee for aye. Amen.

—_—
THE WISE TRADE OF LYFE,

Do ait your dedes by good advise,

Cast ia your minde slwaies the end ;

Wit bought is of to dere a price,

The tryed trust, and take ok frend,

For frendes | find there be hut twa,

Of ¢countenance, and of offcet:

Of thone sort thers are inowe,

But few been of thather sect,

Beware aiso the vénym wwete,

Of crafty wurdes and flattery;

For to deceine they be most mete,

That best can play hypocrisy.
Let wisdume ruie your dede and thought,
S0 sball your workes be wisely wrought

THAT FEW BORDES SHEW WISDOME,
AND WORK MUCH RUIET.

Wao list to leade n quiet life,

‘Who list to ride bim self from stryfo,
Qive eare @ me, warke what 1 sy,
Remember well, besre it awsy,
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Holde backe thy tong at meate and meale,
Speak but few wordes, bestow them well;
By wordes the wise thou shalt espye,

By wordes a foole sone shalt thou trye,
A wise man can his tongue make cease,
A focle can never holde his pence,

Who loveth rest, of wordes beware,

Wha lovelh wordes, is sure of care:

For wordes oft many have been yhent,
For silence kept, none hath repent.

Two eares, one tong, onely thou haet,
Mo thlnge- 1o heare thew wordes to wast
A foole in wise can forbeare,

He hath two tonges, and but one eare,
e sure thou kepe a stodfnst brayoe,
Lest that thy wordes pot thee to payne;
Wordes wisely set are worth much gold,
The price of reshnem is some told,

If time require wordes to be had,

To hold thy peace I count thee mad
Talke only of nedeful verities,

Strive not for trifling fantasies;

With sobernesse the tmth boult out,
Affirme no thing, wherin is doute,

‘Who to this lore will take good hede,
And spend no mo wondes, than he neds,
Though he be a foole, and have no braine,
Yet shall he & name of wisdom gaine.
Speake while time is, or hold thee still,
Wondes cut of time, do oft things spill;
Say well, o do well, are things twaine,
Twioe blest is be in whome both raigne.,

————

THE COMPLAINT OF A HOT WOER DE-
LAYED WITH DOUBTFULL COLD
ANSWERS.

A 19D of coal iz wa Tmen -y,
Which bave assnied the same?
That in the fire, will wast aaay,
Apd ontward cast no dame.

Unto my =lf may I compars
These coales, that 8o consume,
Whern pought is sene, thoogh men do tare,
Lnwtede of Bame but fume.

They say alsg, to meke them burne,
Cold water most be caxt,
Or.els Lo asbes they will turpe,
And balf W sinder waste,

As this is wohder for Lo pe,
Cold water warm the fre,
S0 bath your coldnesse coused ma
To burpe in my desire.

And as this water, cold of kinde,
Can cause both beat and cold ;
And ean these coales hoth break and binde,
To burne, as I have told;

Bo can your tong of frosen yse,
From whence cold answers come,
Bath coole the fire, and fire emtice,
Te buru me all and somae;

Lyke to the corne that stands on statke,
‘Which mowen in winter rinne,
Full fayre withoat, within is black,
Buch beate therin doth yuane;

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS,

By force of fire this water cold
Hath bred to borne within;
Even so am I that heats doth hod,
Which cold did first begm.

Which heul i stint, whea I do striwe,
To have some eass sometime;
But Aame & freshe T do renive,
Wherby 1 cause o clyms

Instede of amoke & sighing breath,
With sparks of sprinkled teares,
That I should liva this fiving death,
Which wastes and pever wearesn

THE ARYWERE.

Your borrowed mesne to moue your mooe, of
fume withouten Game,

Baiug fet from smithy swmoaking coale, y= soemt
8o by the same

To shew is what such coals use, Laught by soch
o8 have umayde,

Az 1, that most do wish you well, and so right
well appayd,

. That you have such a lesson lemrnde, bow either

to maintaine, {in vaine;
Your fredome of wokindled coale, upheaped all
Or how most frutfully to frame, with worthy
workmans art, [of bented hart;
That cunping piece may pass therefro, by heip
Qut of the forge, wherin the fume of sigba
doth mouant wioft, [mwteal soft,
That argues preseat farce of fire, to make the
To yield uoto the hammer bed, as best the work.
man likes, [temper sirikes;
That the yron glowing after blaat in time and
Wherin the usa of water is, as yoo do =tme to &y,
To quench no fame, ne hinder beat, ne yet

wast away;
But thet which batter is Aw you, and more der
liteth me, [like to be;

To seue you from the sodeyns wast, vain einder-
Which Iasting better likes in Jove, as you yoor
sembla ply, [teth by nnd by:
Then doth the baren blase, that Games and flet-
Sith then you Imow each use, wherein yoar cole
may be applide,
Either to lye and last on boorde, in open aym to
Wil.houl.en uss t¢ gather fat by fulling of tw
[im his veines,
That maku the pitehy joyce o grow, hy wokicg
Or lye on Foroace jn the forge, as is hiby am o
right, [yeide ber migtt;
Wherein the waber trough may seroe, npd enter
By work of smitha both hand aoud bed, » sun-
ning key to make, [undemh
Or other pece as cause shall crane, and bid hm
Do a1 you deme moet it 0 do, and wherenpm
may grow [mow.
Such joy to you, as [ may joy yanrmfalmu

AN EPITAPH MADE BY W. G. LYING ON
HI8 DEATH BRD, TO BE SET UFOX
HYS OFNE TOMBE.

Lo bere Iyeth G. nnder the grounde,
Among the gredy wormes,

‘Which in his life tyme naver found
But strife and sptardy sormes,



AGAINST WOMEN EITHER GOOD OR BAD.

And nathrely through a wicked wife,
As to the worlde apperey,
Sbe was the shortoyog of his Tife,
Py many deyer snd yeres;

He might bave lined jong, god wot,
His yeres they were but yong,
OF wicked wizes, this i the kot
To kill with spitefull tong.

Whase memory shall still remayne
In writing bere with me,
That men may know, wbom she bath slayne,
And say this eame is sha.

AR ARFWERE-

Ir that thy wicked wife had spon Lhe threed,
Aod were the weauer of Lhy wo,

Thou art then double bappy to he dead,

As happely dispalched so;

I rage dyd caussesse causs thee to complayne,
And mad moode, mouer of thy mone,
w &erlLﬁ:rced on thy testy brayne,
Then blest is she to live alona

8o swhether were the ground of others grefo,
Bocunse so doubtfol was the dome, .
Now death hath brought your payne a right re-
And blesaed be ye both becoms: [lafe;

She tkat she lines no longer bound Lo beare
The rule of such a froward hed,
Thou, that thoy liueat oo fonger Gayne Lo feare
The restless ramp, that thou badst wed 3

Be thou ae ghad therfore that thou art goue,
As she is glad she doth abide,
For so ye be & sonder, a1l is one,
A badder mateh caonot betide.

———

EN EPITAPH OF MAISTER HENRY ‘
WILLIAMS

From worldly wo, the ende of misbeliefe,

From cause of care Lhat Icadeth to lament,

From wayne delight the ground of greater grefe,
From fear for frendes, from matter to repent:
From puiofull pangs; last sorrow that ia sent,
From drede of death, eith death doth set us free,
With it the better pleased should we be.

This lothsome life, where 1yking we do firde
Thencrenser of our crimes doth us bereue,
Gur bliss that alway ought to be in minde,
Thia wily world, whiles here we breath alive,
And flesh our fyned fo, do stifly striue,
To fatter us, assuring here the joy,
Where we alas, do find but great annoy.

Untold heapes though we have of wordly
wemlth,

Though we possess the sea and frutful ground
Strengih, henuty, knowledge, and unharmed bealth,
Though at & wish, all pleasure do abound,
H were but vaine, no frendship can be founde,
When desth assanlteth with his dredful darte,
No raunsome con stay the bome hasting harte.
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And sith thoa cut tha lines-line in twzine,
Of Henry, sonne to sir John Williems kaight,
Whose manly hart and prowes noos could staine,
Whose godly Iyfe to vertue, was our light,
Whose worthy fame shall flourish Toog by right,
Thou ia this Iyfe so cruel mightest thou be,
Hia sprite in heaven shall tiumph over thee.

ANOTHER OF THE JAME, .

Stay gentle frend that pateest by,

And Jearne the lore that leadeth all,
From whence we come with hast to bye,
To lyus to dye, and stagd to fall:

And learne that strength and lusty wge
That wealth, and want of worldly woe ’
Canoot with stand the mighty rage
Of death, our best unwelcome foe.

For hopefull youth had bight me bealth,
My luat to Jaet till time to dye,
And fortune found my rirtue wealth,
Bat yet, for all that, here 1 lye,

Learne aleo this, to ease thy mynde
When death on corps hath wrought hia spight,
A time of triumph shalt thou Ande
With me to scome him in delight.

Por ore day shall we mete aguin,
Mauger denibey dart, in life to dwell;
Then wiil I thank thee for thy paine,

Now marke my wrordes and fure thou well,

AQAINST BROMEN EITHER G0OD OR
BAD,

A MAX may live thrise Nestor's life,
Thrise wander out Uiysses raeh,

Yet never finde Ulysses wife,

Buch change bath chanced in'this case,

Lesse age will serve then Paris had,
Small pein (if oone he ymalf inough}
To finde good store of Helenes trade,
Such sap the root doth yelde the bough;

For one good wife Ulyssen slew
A worthy koot of gemtle blood ;
For one yll wife Grosce overthrew
_The town of . Bith bad and good;
Bring mischiei, Lord let be thy will
To keep me free from either ill.

"

AN ANFWEH.

Tux vertue of Ulyssen wife,

Dath live, though she bath crast her race,
And far surmounts old Neslor's life;

But now in moe than then it was,

Such change is chanced in this case.

Ladies now liae in other trade,
Farre other Helenes now we see,
Then sbe whom Tyrojan Paris had,
As vertoe fedes Lhe roote, so be
The sap aod roote of bough and tre,
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Ulysses mge, not his good wife,
Spilt gentle blood, Not Helenes face,
But Paris eye, did raise tbe strife,
That did the Trojan buylding race;
Thue aith ne good, ne had do yil:

Them all, O Lord ma ntaine my will,

Te serue with all my foree, aod akill

AGAINST A GENTIL WOMAN BY WHOM
HE WAS REFUSED,

To falee report and Aying fame,
‘Whilest my minde guue credit light,
Beteuing that her bolstred name

Had stufie to shew that praise did bight.
1 find well now ! did mistake,

Upon report my ground to make,

1 heard it said, such one was she,
Anrare to Bnde a3 parngon,
Of lowly chere, of hart so free,
As ber for bountie could pamse nopa
Such one were faire, though form and face
‘Were meane to pume in second place,

1 sought it neare thinking to finde
Report and dede both to ngres,
But chaunge had tried her sottle minde,
Of force I was enfurced to see,
Thal sbe indede was nothing so:
Which meade my will my hart forego:

For she iz such, as gesson none,
And what she most may boast Lo be;
I find ber matches more then one,
‘What oide she 50, to deale with ma?
Ha flering face, with scornful hart,
50 ill reward fur good desert?

I will repent that I hane done,
+ To ende 30 wel the losse is small;
1 Yom bar loue, that Jesse bath won,
To vaont she bad me a2 her thrall;
What though & gillot sent that note,
By cocke and pye, I meant it nol.

THE ANSWERE.

Wron fansy forsed first o dove,

Now frensy forceth for to hate,

‘Whose minde erst mudness "gan to mone,
Iuconstance causath to abate.

No minde of meane, but heat of braine,
Bred hate lous like heate hate agayne;

‘What hurdle your hart in 30 greate heat?
Fansy forced by faiped fame,
Belike that she was light to get,
For if that vertue, sod good oame,
Movned your minde, why changed yonr will,
Bith vertue the cause abideth still}

Such fame reported her to be,
Ay rare it were to find her peers
For vertue or for honestie,
For her free bart, and lowly cheers;
This Isud had lyed, if you had sped,
Azd faroe bene false, that hath beem spred.

POEMS OF YNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

Sith sha hath o kept ber good pana,
Buch praise of life and giftes of grace,
As Brate velfe blasheth for 10 blame,
Such fame as fame fears to deface,

You slsnder not; but make it plain,
That you blame Brute, of brotsh Lrain,

If you have found it, lokiog nere,
Not sa you toke the bente to be,
Belyke you ment by lowly chere,
Bountie and hart, that you call free:
But leud lightnesse eany to frume,

To winne your will aguinst ber name,

Ny she may deme your deming o,
A mark of madnesse in his kinde,
Such causeth not, good name o go,
Ax your foud folly sooght to finde:
For brute of kinde bent ill to blare,
Alway saith ill, but forced by cause.

The mo there he such aa is she,
More should be Gods thanks for bis grace,
The more is her ioy it to see;
Good should by geason earne no plaee,
Nor nomber make nought, that is good,
Your strenge lusting bed wants a bood-

Her desling greveth you (say ye)
Besides yoar laboar loat in vaioe,
Her dealing was not ax we mee;
Sclaunder the end of your great peine:
Hu lewd lying lips, and bateful hart,
‘What canst thou desire in such desart?

Ye wyll repent, nod right, for dooe
Ye bava & dede deseruing shame,
From reasons race fxr have ye ronone,
Hold your ruiling, kepe your toug tame;
Her loae! yalye, ye kost it oo,
Ye neuer lost that ye neaer gol.

She teft ye not your libertie
Sbe ¥uunteth not she hnd you thrall,
- If oft have done it, let it lye
On rge, that reft you wit and oll,
What though a varlets tale yoa tdl,
By cocke and pye, you do it well.

THE LOUER DREDDING TO MOUE BB
SUTE FOR DOUT OF DENIALL, A
CUSETH ALL WOMEN OF DISDAINE
AND FICKLENESSE.

To walk on doutful ground where danger is o
L), .

Doth double men that carelesse be in depe despair
1 wene;

For a» the blinde doth fear, what footing he sball
fiode,

strangers minde;

For be that blantly runs, may Llight wmocy the
breery,

And 30 be put unto his plucge, where danger hast

sppeTes. )
The bird, that selly foole, doth warne uy 1o bewars,
Whoe lighteth oot on every bushe, be dreadeih »
the soare.




THE LOUER COMPLAINETH H{S FAULTE,

The moose that shons the trap, doth shew what
barm doth Iye;

Within ;h: wwete betrayiog buit that oft’ deceives
the eye, .

‘The fish anoids the hook, though buoger bids bim
bite, . [detite,

And bouereth $1il] about the worme, wheron it his

Ifbhirdesand beastescan see, where theirundoinglies,

Bow shoald & mischief scape our heads that haue
both wit and eyes?

What madnesae may be more, than plow the bar-
ren ficlde? [unweilde?

Or sny frutfull wordes to sow, 1o eares Lhat are

They heare, and then mislike, they iyke, and then
they lothe;

They hate, they loue, they scorny they praise, yea
sure they can do buth,

Wo see what falles they baue that clime on trees

- unkpowne; [ouerthrowne;

A1 they tha: trust to rotten bowes, must nedes be

4 smart in silence kept, doth ense the hart much
moTe, : [the sote.

Then for to plaine where is no wlue, for to recure

erfore mYy griefe 1 hide within & bollow hart,

Until the tmoke thercof be spred, by faming of

the smart

AN ANTWIRE.

To trost the fayned face, to rue on forced tears,
To eredit finely forged tales, wherein there oft
sppenres, [»mart,
Aod breathes as fromn the brest, a smolke of kyndled
Where only larkes n depe deceit, within the hollow
bert; {minde
Betrayes the simple socle, whom pleine deceitiesse
Tanghtﬂr:;t to feare that in itseHe itselfe did nener
Ny .
Not every trickling teare doth srgue inwarde paine,
Not eur;!r sigh doth sorely sbew the sigber not to
ine; .
Nor euery amoke doth prone a presence of the fire;
Nt enery glistring geves the gold that gredy folk

’
Not eaeyy wailing word is drawen oot of the depe;
Not griefe, for want of ;{lnhed grace, enforceth
ali to wepe:
UR malice makex the minde to shed the boylhd
brine, eyen:
And ennious bumoor oft unlades by conduites of the
OR craft con.cuuse the man, to make 8 eeming

abrew

Of bart with dolour sl distreind, where griefe
did neuer grow,

As cursed crocodile most croelly can tole

With trutblesse teaces unto bis demth the silly
pitieng soule.

Bime neusr those therfore, that wisely canbewwre

The gailefull man, that sutly saith himself to
dread the snare: [song:

Bume not the stopped oares, sguinst the syrens
ot the mind oot mowed with mone of fals-
beds Bowing tong.

If mile do guide your wit, by silence so to speak,

By craft to crane and faine by fraude the cause
thut yon wold break. [sare,

Great banne your muttle soule shall sulfer for tbe

Adnd mighty fune will wreke the wrong #0 cloked
with his neme;

¥OL 1L
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But we, whom you bave warnde, thislesson learne
by you, [rotten bow;
To know the tree before we clime; to trust oo
To riew the limed bushe, 1o look wfore we light;
To shunne the perilons baited hooke, and upe &

further night,
As do the mouse, the bird, the flah, by smple Aty
sbew, - ' [simples wo,

The wily wits and ginnes of men do worke the

So simple sith we are, and you so mttle be,

God heip the moose, the birde, the flsh, and ns
your sleightes to flee,

————]

THE LOUER COMPLAINETH HIS FAULTE,
THAT WITH UNGENTLE WRITING HAD
DISPLEASED HIS LADY.

Am! looe, how waiward is his wit}? what panges
do perce his breast [his »

Whom thoa to weit upon thy will hast rewed of

The light, the derke, the tunos, the mons, the day
and ke the night:

His daily dyeny life, himselfe, be hateth in de
spight. fio theal,

Sith first be light to loke on her that holdeth him

His moning eyen, his moued wit, he cumeth, hart

apd al,
From hungry hope to pining fear, each hap doth
horle his bart; [ints smart,

Prom panges of plaint, to fits of fame, from aking

Eche moment so doth chenge his chere, not with
recourse of case,

But with sero sortea af sorowes still he worketh
as the geas: [ruly wise,

That toraiag windes, not calme returnde role inone

Ax if their bolds of hills uphurlde, they braten
aut to rise;

And puffe away the poner that is 2oto their king
wnasignde,

To puy that, sith theyr prisonment, they deme to
be behinde.

Su doth the passions long represt within the wofall

wight,

Breake down the bankes of all his wittes, and out
they gashen quite [rule, and stay,

To reare uprores; now they be free from reasons

And hedlong hales the unruly race bis quiet quite
LWay, [rage,

No mengure hath be of his ruth; no reason in his

No bottom ground where stayes his griefe, thus

: wears away his age.

In wishing waots, in wailiog woes. Death doth he
dayly cuil [at all,

Ta bring release, when of reliefe he seeth no hope

Thence comes that oft in depe derpeire to rise to
better rtate, of al] his fate;

On besven and heaueniy lampes he [ayeth the faut

Qu God gnd Qods decreed dome erieth out with
cursing breath,

Ecbe thing that gwue and wues bim lyfe he
damneth of hin death, i

The wambe him bare, the brestes he sueke, each star
that with their might .

Their sectet succour brongdt to bring the wreteh
to worldly light.

Ye thet to rf;is noulcs perile is most beynons barme
of all,

And crapes the crueliest revenge that may to man
befall;

rr
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Her bie blaspbemen, in whom it lieth in present &
she please, [beauens ense.

To dampne him down to depth of hell, or plaot io

Such rage constrainde my strayned bart to guyde
thunheppy kand -

That sent unfiting biots to her on whom my iyfe
doth stand.

But graupt, O God, that be for them may beave the
worthy biame, the same:

Whom I doe ic my depe distresse finde guilty of

_Even thut blind by thet blindly gnides the fant-
lesse to their fall;

That laughes when they lament, that he hath

.« throwen into thrall.

Or Lord, saue louring lokes of hor; whet pecance
els thou please, ot

5o her contented will be wonne, ] count it aH mine

Asd thou, on whom doth hang my will, with hart,
with soul, and care,

‘With lyfe, and all thet [yfe mey here, of well or

) evyll fare, [of saltish brine,
Graunt grace to him that grates therefore, with sen
By extreme beat of boiling brest, distilled through

his eyen;
And with thy fanay render thou my melfe to e
againe, {paine.

That daily then we duly may employ » painlease
To yelde and take the joy{ul frute that harty love

dotk lend [happy end
To them that menne by honest meapes to come to

TRE LOUER WOUNDED OF CUPIDE,
WISHED HE HAD RATHER BEN
STRICKEN BY DEATH.

TrE blinded boy, that hendes the bow
To make, with dynt of double wounde
The soutert state to stoupe, and know
The cruel craft that I have founde;

With death I would hed chopt & chenge,
To borow, as by bargeine made,
Eche others shaft; when be did range
With restlesse rouing to invade

Thunthrulled myudes of simple wightes;
Whose gilles ghostes deserued not
To fele such fall of their delightes;
Such pangs, ax i heve past, God wot,

Then hoth in new unwonted wiss,
BhooMd death deserue & better came,
Not (as tofore hath ben his guise)
Of crueltie to bear the hlame,

- Bat contrary be counted kinde,
I Jending life and aparing space,
For sicke to ryse, and seke to Ande,
Away to wish theic wery mca

Ta drawe to some desired end ;
Their iong and lothed 1ife to ryd,
And a0 to fele how like a frend,
Before the bargain made he did.

Awnd loge should ayther bring agoine,
To wounded wighten theyr owne desive;
A welcome end of pining paice,

Az doth their canse of ruth require:

POEMS OF VRCERTAINE AUCTORS.

Or when be mesnen the quiet man
A barme, to busten him to grefe:
A better dede be shouid do then,
With borrowd dart to geue relicfe,

That both the sicke well demene may,
He brought me rightly my request,
Anil eke the other sort may saye,
He wronght me truely for the best

50 bad not fansye forced me
To bear » hrunt of greater wo
‘Then leauing auche a life may be;
The gronnde where only griefes do graw.

Unlucky liking linkt my bart
1o forged bope and Foreed fanre,
That oft I wisht the other dart
Had yather perced o a3 neare.

A fained trust, constrained care,
Most Joth to lmcky most bard to finde;
In qunder )0 my judgment tare,

That qoite was quiet cut of minde.

Abwent in absence of mine ease,
Present in presence of my paine,
The woes of want did much displease
The sighes I sought did greue againe.

Oft grief that boylad in my brest,
Hath fraught my face with saltish tenres,
Pronouncing proues of mine unrest,
Whereby my pasesd paine sppester.

Wy righes full often have mpplied,

" That fayoe with wordes T would have said;

My voice was stopt, my tong was (yed,
My wittes with wo wer over waid,

With trembliog soule and humble chere,
OR grated | for graunt of grace,
Ot hope, that bountie might be there,
Where bequtie had so pight her place,

At iength I founde that I did feece,
How I had lubourde ali to loase;
My selfe had been the carpenters
Ttat framed me the craell crosse.

Of this to come, if dout alope,
Thougli blept with trust of better spede,
Sio oft hath mouad my thinde to mone,
5o oft bath made my hart to blede.

What shall { say of it indede,
Now hope is gone, mine old releife,
And I enforeed all to fede
Upon the frates of bitter griefe?

——]

OP WOMENS CHANGEABLE WYLL.

I worp I foond not, ws 1 fele,

Such changing chere of womens will,
By fickle flight of fortunes whele,
By kinde or custom never stitl.

50 shauid [ finde po fault to lay
On fortune for their monyng minde;
S0 should 1 Xuow no cauee to lay
Thix change to chaunce by courss af Kimde ;
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Bo should mot e gy work mry wo, In hardest hap use helpe of hardy bopefall hart,
Yo make death surgeon for my sore; Seme bolde to beare the front of fortune ouer.
B0 should their wittes Dot wander so 3 .. thwart,
S0 ehould 1 recke the lame therfore. Eke wisely when forewinde too full breathes on
thy part,
pwferrmm—" Bwuge swelling maile, and donbt decuyes,
THE LOUER COMPLAINETH THE LOSSE
Ne joy bave 1, but liae in heauinesse, u THE PRAISE OF A TRUE FRENDE.
My dame of price bereft by fortune ; . .
u; bap is tarned to unha;piueue: Friehes Whos0 that wisely wayes the proflie and the prise
Uslappy I am, uniess I find relesse. Of thinges wherein delight by worth is woa: to

Tine,
My pastime past, my yuuthlike yeres are gooe; | Shall find n’oje'el in #o Tich, ne yet s mare,
My mouthes of mirth, my glistring dayes of | Thal with the frend)y hart in valua may compnre.

E
My ticses of triomphe turned into mane, ‘What otber weltb to maz by fortone may befall
Vobappy 1 am unlexss T find relessn. But fortunes changed chere may rene a man of

. all? .
My wonted winde to chawnt =y °F::: A frend po wracke of welth, no croel cause of wo

i i to forgoe.
l:l.h digh, that mmtime the b of my Can force hin frendly faith unfrendly g
¥ whbes, my sore, snd srruw to advance, lend thee welth
Usdappy 1 am, anlewo I find relesse. I '0:';1:: frendly fawne, snd len welthy
1 mourne my mirth, for griefe that it is gone, § TN¥ frendes conjoyued joy doth make thy joy the
lmoncce my mirth, wherof my prusing mind- more 3 .

fulnesse, . If frowardly the Ifmwn, and driue thee to distresse,
It groupd of greater griefe that growes theron, His ayde relees thy ruthe, and makes thy sarow
Untappy § am, unledse I finde releme, ' lease,
Nojoy baue I ; for fortune frowardly [nesse;| Thus forlunes pleamnt frates by frendes en-
Hatt bent her browes, bath pot her band to croel- _ creased bee,
Buth et my dame, constrained me to crye; The bitter, sharpe, and sowre, by frendes alayde to
Ushappy 1 am, nolesse | finde relcsse, thee:

That when thoa doest rejoyce, then donbled is thy
——p—

OF THE GOLDEN MEAXNE

Tz wisem way, thy boate in waue and wind to |  Aloft if thou do liue, 28 one appointed here
. guie, A sintely part on stage of workdly state to bere,

h ueitber will the trade of middle streame to trye, | Thy freiud, na caly fres from fraude, wil thes nduise,
¥t (warcly sbuwmning wrecke by welher) aye to | To rest within the rule of means, as do the wise.

¥,
And cke i;n cause of care, the lesse is thy sooy.

prease upou perillons shore, Hee seckell to foresee Lhe paril of thy fall;
To e : He dndeth out thy faultes, and 'Il'n'; thee of
Both clenely fices be filth, ne womnes a wreiched them all {cmpe,
wight, [wpite, | Thew, not thy lucke, be lowes, what euer be thy
b aslith conte; and carefull court aye thrall o] Hee iy thy faithfull frend, amd thes he doth embrage.
With port of proode estate, he leues, who doth
delite, If churlish chesre of chance heve thrown thes

Of golden meape to bold the lore, ioto thrall,

. . And 1bat thy nede aske aid for to relege Eall:
Mormes riefest rende the stardy stoute pioe ] nim umysucm trust assured art to h:.'

apple tree,
Of bohy ruing to;rm the fulles the fellor be, And m:‘ouuer oot to seke, before that thou can
Nost fers doth lightning light, where furthest wee "

do se

The billes the valley to forsake. Thua is thy frend to thee, the comfurt of thy

paiga,
5 The stayer of thy stets, the doubler of thy guin
Wﬂm bru’t to byds “h?f:i?;;z In 'elﬂ'n?ind wo {hy fte:ltl. an other seif l.g::e.q
b woe hath cherefoll bope, in weale hath ware- Sueh mon W mas & god, tha proverd saitb to bee.
Ooe selfe Joue winter makes with luthfull lokes L ) .
As welth will bring thee frendes in lowring wo to
That can by course the saove walake.

' Wint if into mishap thy case now cesten be?
i b pot such forare of lucke to last to thee; | With wissdome chuse thy fremd ; with verioe him
Xt theay bent is Phebus bowe, bis herpe and he ‘relaine: '

Ceast vilunr sovmd sometine doth ralse, { Let vertue be the ground, se shall it net be veine.

prome,
So wo shall yeld thea frendes in Inoghing welth te
loue::
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THE IOUER LAMENTETH OTHER TO
HAVE THE FRUTES OF MIS SERUICE,

Somz men would think of right to hage,
For their true meaning, some reward:
But while that I do ¢ry snd crave,

1 wee that others be preferd.

T gape for that I am debard:

I fore as doth the bouod at batch,

“The worse | spede, the lenger [ watch,

My wastefull wills in tried by trust;
My fond fansie is mice wbuse;
For that I wonld refraine my luat,
. For mive auaile | canuot chuse
A will, and yet no power to use:
A will no wiil, by reason just,
Bins my will is at others lust, .

They eate the hony, I hold the hive;
T wow the sede, they repa the corne;
I waste, they winoe; 1 draw, they drive;
Theirs in the thank, mive is the scome;
I seke, they speda: in wast my winde is worne;
1 gape, they get, und gredely I soatehe,
Still warse [ apede, the lenger I watche.

I fast, they fede; they drink, T thomt;
They laugh, I waile; they joy, 1 mourne;
They gaine, [ lose, | bave the wurst;
They whole, I sicke ; they cold; [ burae;
They leape, 11ye; they slepe, [ towse and turne;
I would, they may; 1craue, they have at will;
Thet helpeth them; lo cruelty detb me kitl.

e ——

OF THE SUTTELTIE OF CRAFTY LOUERS,

Such waiward weies have some when folly stirres
their braines,

To fain and plain full oft cf loue, when least they
fele his paioes; {store,

And for ta shew a grief, such cmft have they in

That they can halt, and {ay u sofne, wheras they
fele no sore: .

As honod unto the foote, or dog unto the bew,

Bo are they made to vent ber out, whom bent to
Joue they know, [drifres,

That if 1 should describe one hundred of their

Two hundred wits besides mine cum, I should
put 1o their shiftes: [dere,

No woodman better knowes how for to lodge his

Nor shipman on the sen that mors hath skill o
guide the stere;

Nor beaten dogge to herd cxnwarer chos his rowe,

Nor scholeman to bis fansie can a seholler hetter
frams,

Then one of these which have vid Cuids ate i ure,

Can seke the waies ooto their minde, n woman to
aligre,

As round sbout a hive the bees do swarme alwey,

So round about the hous: they prese wherin they
seka their pray:

And whom they o bepege, it-is un thimg,

What crafty engins to. sseult these wily warriers
hring: B [fro,

The eye as seout and watch to stirre both to and

Ioth merue 13 nale her bere and there, where she
doth come aod goe; {hart;

The tong doth pleade for right, s hexaald of the

And both the handes, a3 omtours, do sefue to
point their part; v

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS:

S0 shewes the conntepance then with these fown
to agree, SWOTee bee:

Asthough in witnes with the rest jt would b

But if ahe then mistruat, it woulde torne blacke to
white:

For that the woorfer lokes most amoth, when e
would fainest bite,

T'hen wit, a1 councellor, & helpe for this to finde,

Strmight makes the hand, as secretair, forthwith
to write his minde:

And 8o the letters straight embassadours are made,

To trut:u:n haate for to procure ber to s better
trade;

Wherin if she do think s! thia is bat » shewe,

Or but e subtile masking cloke to hide » oty
shrewe, [the Geld:

Then cote they to the tarme, then shews they in

Then muster they in colows strange, Lhe wxin
to make her yield: iz

Then thoote they batry off, then compasse they

At £ilt and turney oft they striue this selly soulto
win; [forth their sug,

Then sound they on their Jutes, then strain they

Then tumble they with jnstrumeuts to lay he

quite along: . Sand waitch;

Then borde they her with giftes, thes do they wo

Thex night end day thay labour hard ihis simple
bold to eatch,

Az pathes withio & wood, or tarnes within « mas,

80 theo they shewe of wiles and craftew they cana
thousaod waien

E——
GF THE FANITY OF MAXNS LIFR

VAYNE is the fleting welth
Wheron the world stayens,

Sith stalking time by privy stelth
Encrocheth op our dayea

Ard elde which creepeth fast,
‘To taint us with her wounde,
Will turne eche hlicse unto u biswt,
Which lasteth but a tamnde,

Of youth the lusty floam,
Which whiiome stode in price,
Shall vanish guite within an houre,
As Bre consumes the ice,

Where is become that wight,
For whose sakee Troy towne
Withatode the Grekes till ten yeres Gght
Had rasde their walls adowne ?

Dial oot the wormes consagne
Her carlon to the dust?
Dl drendfill death forbeags his furpe
For beanty, pride, or luat

L ——]

THE LOUER NOT REGARDED IN EARN.
EST SUTE, BEING BECOME WISER, RE-
FUSETH HER PROFRED LOUE*

Do way your physike, I faint ne more;
‘The selue you sent, it comes too Inte:
You wist well &} my grief before,

And what | anffred for your sske:

Hole is my bart, I plaize no more,

A new the cure did ondertake,
Wherefors do way, yoa come too Inte,




THE TESTAMENT OF THE HAWTHORNE.

Por whiles you knew T was your own,
Zo lobg in Yaine yuu made me gape,
And tho' my laith it were well knowoe,
Yet small regard thou toke therest;
Bol now the blast is gverblowne,

Of vaine phisicke a salue you shape,
Wherfore do way, you come to Inte.

How Jong o this bave I bene faioe
To gape for mercy at your gate;
Untill the time I spide it plaive,

The pitie and yoa fell at debate:

Yor my redresse, then was [ fainé
Your service cleane for to forsake,
Wherfore do way, you come too late.

For when I brent i endlesse Gre,
Who ruled then bat cruel hate?
S0 that unpeth | durst devire
One looke my feruent beate to dakes
Toerfore another doth me hyre,
Apd all the profer that you make,
Is ptade in vaine, and comes to late.

For when I ssied recompence,
Which cost you oougbt to graunt, God wai:
Then said disdaine, too great expence
It were for you to greunt me that:
Tberfore do way your rere pretence
. That yeu would binde that ent you brake,

For lo ymwm comes all too late.
i p—

THR COMPLAINT QF A WOMAN RAUISH.
ED, AND ALS0 MORTALLY WOUNDED.

A cavEr tiger al with teeth bebled, 17
A bloody tirantes hand in eche degree;

A lecher Lhat by wretched luyt was led,
(Alas) deficwred my virginites:

And pot contented with this villante,

Ner with thoutrsgious terrour of the dede,
With bloudy thirst of greater crueltie,
Fearing bis heinous gilt should be bewrnied,
By crying desth and vengesuce openly.

His viotent hand forthwith, alas, be Iayd
Upou my guilties sely childe and me:

Aud like the wretche, whom no horrour dismayde,
Drowode in the sinke of depe iniquitie,

Mirsiog me the mother for a time,

Bath slain ua both for cloaking of his crime,

Ty AL
1
b3

THE LOUER BEING MADE THRALL BY
LOUE, PECEIUETH HOW GREAT 4
LOSSE IR IIBERTIE.

An! libertie! now haue I lesrned to know,
By lacking thee, what jewell T possest,

When T received first from Copids bow

The deedly woond that featreth in my brest.

50 farr2 (alas) forth strayed wera mine eyes,
Thet I e might refraioe them mck; for, lo,
u & moment all earthly thinges despise,
I keauenly sight now are they fixed so.

What then for me, bot stil with mared sight,
To wonder at that excellence diine,
loue (my freedomme haning in despight)
Hath made e thral, through errour of mine eyen,
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For other guardon hope I not ta hace,
My foltring tong so basheth cught 1o crave,

THE DIUERSE AND CONTRARIE PAS-
SIONS OF THE LOUER,

{ Hownize my pence, alas! how loud [ crie,

Pressed with hope sod dread euen both at ones,
Struined with denth, and yet I cannot die:
Barpiog in flame, quakiag for cold that grones;
Unto my bope, withouten winges 1 fie;

Pressed with despair, and breaketh st my bones;
Walking aq if [ were, and yet am not:

Feiniog with mirth, most inwardly with mones.

Hard by my help, unto my belth not nie,
Mids of the calme my ship oz rock it rones.
1 serve uoboand, fast fettred yet 1 lie,

Instede of milks that fede on marble stones;

My most wil is, that I do espie,

‘That workes my inyes and sorowes both at ones;
In contraires standeth al my losse and gaine,
And Jo the giitiesse causeth &l my paine,

THE TESTAMENT OF THE HAWTHURNE.

1 sxLY haw, whase hope is past.
In faithful, trae, snd flzed minde;
To ber whom that I serued last,
Haue all my ioyfulness refignde;
Because [ know assuredly,

My dieng day approacheth ny.

Diapnired hart, the carefull nest
Of oll the xighes that kept in store,
Conuey my carefull corps to rest,
That leaues his ioy for enermore.
And when the day of hope in past,
Geno up thy sprite and sigh thy Inst,

But, orthat wa depart in twnine,
Tell ber 1 loued with all my might,
That though the corps in clay remaine,
Consumed to ashes, pale nod white;
And though the vitall powres do ceasse,
The sprete shall joue her nathelease,

Aund pray my lines, lady dere,
During this litle time npd space
That 1 haue to abiden bere,

Not to withdraw ber wontad grace,
In recompensing of the paine
That I shel haus tg part in twsine,

" And that at lenst she will witsans
‘To greunt my just amnd last requeat;
‘When that she shal behold his graue,
That lyeth of life here dispossest,

In record that [ ooce was hern,
To batha the frosen stone with tearey,

The service tree here do 1 make,
For my executonr and my frende;
That lining did Dot oot me formke,
Nor will 1 trust votg my end,

To sex my body well converde,
In ground whers that it shal be loyde;
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Tombed voderneth a goodly oke, For thy good will, why should thon =
With juy grene that faat is boond: Btill graft, where grace it will ool grow?

Therea this my greue | baue bespoke, :
For there my ladies name doth soand Alas! pore hart, tkas hast thon spemt

Beset cuen as my testament tels Thy flowring-time, thy pleassnt yeres:
With oken leaues and nothing els. With sighiog voice wepe and lament;
For of thy hope oo frute apperes:
Graneit whereon shal be exprest, ‘Thy trae meaping is paide with scorne,
“ Here lyeth the body in this place, That euer soweth and repeth oo come,

Of him, that living neuer cest

To serue the fairest that ever was:
The cowps is here, the bart be gavne
To her for whom he lieth io grave”

And where thon seker 2 quiet port,
Thou dost bot weigh agriot the winde;
For where thon gladdest woldst resort,
There is o place for thee asainde:

And also set about my bersse Thy desteny hath set it so,
Two lamps to burue, and not o queint, That thy troe hart should canse thy wo.
Which shal betoken and reherse,
That my gocd will was neuer spent, =
When that my corps wax layd alow, OF HIS§ MAISTRESSE, M. BAYES.
My eplrit did swear 10 oo mo. . In Bayes I boast, whose braumeh ¥ beare,
And §f you want of ringing bels, Such oy therin 1 dnde,
When that my corps goth into graue, ‘That to the death | shall it weare,
+I¢pdﬂ ber name and nothing els, . To ease my carefnil minde.
0 whom that [ was bunden sisoe: : :
When that my life it shali unframe, In beat, in cold, both night and day,
My sprete shal ioy to beare ber name, Her vertue may be sere,
- When other frutes and flowers decuy,
With dolefull note and piteous sound, The Bay yet growes full grene;
Wherwith my hart did cleaue in twnine; Her beries fede tha irdes full oft;
“With such a song lay me in ground; Her leues swete water make,
My sprete, let it with her ramame Her bowes be st in enery loft
That had the body to comnmmnd,  For their mwete sevoury gake:
Till death therof did make an end, ,
- ‘The binds do shrowd them from the cold,
And eoen with my last boquest, _In her we daily see;
When 1 shall from this life depart, Aud nien made srbers as they wold,
1 geve to her I loued best Urder the pleamant tree.

My i t d fai :
¥ iust, my true, and faithful Lart; L It doth me when 1 repaire

Sigoed with hend us cold ar stone,

Of him that lining was ber owne. There as these Bayes do grow,
8 T owe Where oft | walke to take the aire,
And if be here might lice agaime | It doth dulight me o,

A3 Phenix made by death anew, 4

Of this she may sasure her plaive, But lo 1 stand, as 1 were dame,

That be will stil] be jost and true, Her beauty for Lo blase,
Thus farewell she on line my owge, + Wherwith my sprites be overcome,
And seod her ioy when I am gone. 8o long thereon [ guse.

At lanst 1 turne vnto my walk,
In paswidy to aud fro,
"~ And o my self | smile and talk,
THE LOUER IN DESPAIRE, LAMENTETH{ And then sway I go.
' HIS CASE. -

Why smilest thou? sxy lokers on,

ﬁmlﬂ, desert, bow art thou spent? Wit plexsure hast thou found?
Ah! dropping tears, how do ye waste?  With that [ am as cakd ae stone,
Ah! scalding sighes, how ha ye spent, And ready for o swande.
To pricke-them forth that will not hasta? -
Ab! paiped hart, thou gapst for grace, Fie, fis for shame, sayth Fangie thao,
Euen then where pilie hath no place. Plock up thy feioted bart,
. And speak thon botdly like a mea

As easy it in the stooy rocke 8hrink not for litle smart,
From place to place for to remone, 3
A by thy plaint for to proucke Wherat 1 Hpsh and change my ¢bere
A frosen hart from hate W0 loue: My senase waxe 10 wonke,
What should [ say? Such is thy lot, 0 Gad, think I, what make | beva,
To fawne on them that force thee not. That ncosr & word may speaks:

Thq mayst thou mfely say and swears, 1 dare not sigh, lest I be heand,
That rigour migneth and ruth dotb faile, My lokes L slyly cuat,

In thanklesse thooghts thy thoughtes do weare; And still I stand, an one were scanld,
Thy tyuth, Wy faith may nought svaile Untll tny stonmes be past.




AN OLD LOUER TO A YONG GENTLEWOMAN.

Then bapy bap doth mea renioe,
"T'he blood comes to my face;
A wmerier man is not riive,
Thwen | am in that case.

Thus after sorow seke I rest;
When fled in fancien fit:
Aond though I be & bomely gest,
‘Belore the Bayes 1 sit;

Where [ do watche till keaues do fall:
When winde the tree doth shake,
Then, though my branche be very smail,
My leafe away | take,

And then T go and clap my bandes,
My bart doth lenp for ioy.
These Bayes do ense me from my bandes,
That long did me annoy;

For when I do beholde the same,
¥ hich makeas so fair a show,
1 finde therin my meistres name,
And m her vertoes grow.

THE LOUER COMPLAINETH HIS HARTY
LOUE NOT RERUITED.

Wirew Phashus bad the serpent alaine,
He claymed Cupids boe,

Which strife did tare bim to great paine;
The story well doth proue; P

For Cupide miade him fele much woe,

To scking Daphpes loue,

This Cupide hath = shefte of kimde,
‘Which wounded many a wight;
W hoose golden bed had power to binde
Eche hart in Vonus bandes;
This arrow did on Phebuos light,
‘Which came from Cupides handes.

Another shaft was wronght in spight,
‘Which hesded was with bead;
Whose nature goenched swete delight
That lopern mewt embrace.
In Daphnea hrest this cruel bead
Had founde o dwelling place.

Put Phebus, fond of his desire,
Bought sfter Daphnes ao;
He burnt with heat, she fit po Bre,
Full fart she fled him fro:
He gate but hate for his good wyll,
The gods assigned so.

My case with Phebus may compare ;
His bap and miue are one:
1 ery Lo her that knowes no care,
Yet seke [ to her most:
‘When 1 approcbe, theu is she gone:
Thus is my labour last,

How blame not me, but blame the shaft,
That batb the golden head;
And blame those gods that with their craft,
Such srrowes forge by kinde;
Ard blame tha cold and henvy lead,
That doth my |edies minde.

<
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A PRAISE OF M. M.

In court as I beheld the heautie of cche dame,
OfF right, me thought, ftom all the rest ehould M,
steale the same;
But er [ ment to judge, I vewed with such advise,
"As retehl dome shoukd not inuade the boundes
of my deuise: [within,
And whiles ! gased long, such heate did brede
Ay Priamus towne felt not more flame, when did
the bale begin.
By reasons ole, ne yet by wit perceiue I conld,
Thbat M. face of earth y founde, enjoy such beautie
ahoald;
And fansie doubled that from bewuen had Veaus
come, [yet doth blome;
To norish rage in Britaines heartes, while corage
Her natiuk hue 3o stroue with coloar of the rose,
That Pl;ixolﬂd baue Helene left, aad M. beauty
c .
A wight farre passing all, and is more feir to sene,
Then lusty Mey the ]odgc of joue, that clothes the
‘ earth in grene;
30 angel like she thmm, she semeth no mortal
wight, (selfe w apight:
But one whom Natare in her forge, did frume her
of buuty pnnmu chief; so maketesse doth she
[paine in breast:
Whoae e-ya "would glad an beauy wight, aod prison
I waxe astonied Lo see the feator of ber shape,
Apd wondred that & mwortall bart such heaucoly
beemes could scape.
Her limmes so nnewering were ithe mould of ber
faire face: [beauties grace:
Of Venus stocke she semde to apring the roote of
Her prewens doth pretend such bonour and eatate,
That al;nmp;e men m:gbt gesse ber birtb, if folly
Her lokes in hert»e.! of Bint would such affects
impresse, [yeres increase,
As ruge of Aame, not Nilus stremes, in Nestory
Within the subtile seat of her bright eyen doth
dweli (frecdorme sel,
Blind Cupide with the pricke of paine, that princes
A paradice it is, her beanty to Lehold,
Where natures stuffe so full is founde, that na-
tures ware is sokde.

AN OLD LOUEIEVED A YONG GENTLE-

Y are to yoog to brieg me in;

And | too old to gape for Aies;

[ haue teo long » lower been:

If such yong babes shouid bleare mine ¢ yes;
HBut trill the ball before my face,

I am comtent to make you play;

1 wyll ot see, [ hide my face,

And tume my backe and runoe away,

Bat if you folow on so fast,
And cromse the wayes where I should go,
Ye mny waxe wery at the last,
And then at length your eelfe oretbrows
I meane where you and all your flocks,
Devise to p#o men in the pound:
1 know & key can picke your locke,
And make you runoe your selfes on ground
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Some binles can eat the strawie comne,
And fee the lime that fowiers set;
And some are ferde of euery thorne,
And so therehy they sempe the net:
But some do light, and never loke,
And seeth not who doth stard in waits, .
As Aske that swallowe ap the hoke,
And is begiled througl: the baite,

But men cau loke before they leape,
And he at price for every ware,
And peniworthes cast to bye good cheape;
And ig eche thing heve eye and cars;
But be that bluntly runres on hed,
And seeth not wht the rce shal be,
11 like to bricg » foole to bed;
Axnd thus ye get no more of me. .

THE LOUER FORS4KETH RIS VNHKIND
LOUE.

FarewstL thou frosen bart, md ezres of hardned
stele: .
Thou lnckest yeres to understand the griefe that |
did fele: [thee,
The gods revenge my wrong with equal plage on
What pleasure shal prick fortk thy youth to frern
what loue shal be: . .
Ferchance thou prousst now to scale hlind Cupides
holde, [thy carden are told:
And matebest where thou niaiest repent when all
Dut blush pot thou therfore, thy betiers haue
done 20, :
‘Who thoaght they had retaigde u dove, when they
but conght a crow:
And some do lenger time with lofty lokes wen see,
That lightes st length a3 low or worse then doth
the beteil bee. [kie,
Yet Jet thy hope be good, ruch hap may fall from
That thou meist be, if fortooe serue, a princesse
er thou die;
If channce preferre the o, ales pore sely man,
Where uball [ scape thy cruel handes, or seke for
nuceour thanf lesse hiood,
God shild such greedy wolnew should laprm giit-
And send short horpes to burtfull heds that rage
Tike lions wood,
I seldome see the day but malice wanteth mighe,
And batefo!l hartes have never bup to wreke their
wrath aright. .
The madman s unmete & naked rword to gide,
Abd more unfit are they to clime ihat sre ore-
come with pride.
I touch wot thee berein, thou art & fawoon sure,
That cun both soer snd sloup sometitae, a8 men
. cart up the harc. [Hint;
The pecock huth no place io thee, when thon shalt
For some no sover make  signs, but thon pen
ceiyest the fat: [gilde;
They baue that | do want, zrd that hath thee be-
The tacke that thou dost see in me doth make the
loke so wikle:
My luring is not good, it liketh not thine eare;
My call it is pot halfe so swete, m would to-God
it were.
‘Well wanton, yet beware thon do no tirlag take
At every.bend that woulde thee fade, orto thee
frendebip maks.

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

This comncell take of him thet ought thae ance b
love;

Whohopes’tometetb:enﬂulhi:mn;th
shintes sbone. { place,

But here within this worlde, if be may shopne the

He rather asketh present death, them to hehold
thy face.

THE LOUER PREFERRETH KIS LADY
ABGUE ALL OTHER.

Renignr, you demes, whom tikeling brute de- '
light,

The golden praise the flatieries tromp doth sound,

And vessels be ta her ibat claims by right,

The tytie jurt that first dame heanty fonnd,

Whose dainty eyes such magred builes do hide,

As poyson barts where glims of love do glide,

Come eke, and see how bemusn and natary
wruaght
Within her face, where framed is such ioy,
A3 Priams sonne ia vaine the seas had soaght,
If balfe such light had had abode in Troy;
For ax the goiden sonre doth darke ech starve,
4 doth her hue the fayrest dames as farre.

- E¢h henunenly gift, ech grace that nxture could,
DBy art of witt my lady lo retaines;
A sacred head sc heapt with heares of gold;
As Phwebus beames for bematy farre it staioes:
A sy tong where ele auch awetneme smowes,
That well it stines o fountaio where it fowes,

Two Inughivg eyes 3o limked with pleasioy
As wonld entice u tygers hart o serue;  [lokes,
The baite is swate, hut eager be the hookes,

For Dynne sekes her honour t0 presaroe:
Thus Arondeil sits thropad still with tame,
Whom enmies tromp canmot atiaint with shame

My dased bend 50 dannted iv with heap
Of gifts divine that harber ip her hrest;
Her henueoly shape; that 1o my verves bespa,
And touch but that wherin she clowdes the roxi:

For if | shounld her graces all recite,
Both tirow should sant, and I shoald wondess write.

Her chere 30 swete, so cristal is ber eyw,
Her mouth %0 amal, her Tips so linely red,
Her hand 30 B, ber sordes s mwete and wise,
That Pallas somes to sofoums in ber hed:
Her vettues great her furm as far exemdes,
Ab sunne the shade that mortall creatures lesdes,

Would Ood that wretched age would spare to
Her liuely hew, that as lier graces rare {rice
Be goddesae like, even 50 her guddesss face
Might newer change, but still contimme faire,
That eke in aRer time ech wight may see
How vertue can with beauty beare degree.

THE LOUER LAMENTETH THAT RE
RWOULD FORGEAT LOUE, AND CANNOTL.

Avas when shall {ioy?
When shall my wofull Leart
Cust forth the folish toy
That bredeth all my smant?




MANS LIFE, AFTER POSSIDONIUS OR CRATES.

A thonsand tiroes sod mo

1 bave attemiptad wore

‘To rid this restlesse wo,

Which reigostb more and more.

But when remembrance past
Hath laid dead cosls together,
Olde [yue renewen bis blast,
That cxuse my ioyes to wither:
Then sodainly & spark
Startes out of my desire,

And lepes juto my hart,
Betting the coals & fire.

Then reason tunnes about
To scke forgetfisl water
To quench and clexne put oot
The caune of all this matter,
Apd saith, dede fiesh must nedes
Be czt out of the core;
For fbiten wither'd wedes
Cun heale no greuous nore,
But then soen sodalnly
The feraent beat doth siake,
And cold then straineth me,
Thbal makes my bordie shake :
+Alas, who can endure
To saffer al this paine,
Sins her that shoukl me core,
Most croel death hath slaioe.

* Well, well, I sny oo more,
Let dead care for the dend;
Yet wo is me therfore,

I most attempt to lende

One other kyode of life
‘Then hitherto I have,

Or elu this paine and wirife,
Will brivg metc my graoe

SONGES WRITITEN BY N. Gt
OF THE NINE MUSES,

Tups of kyng Jove, mnd quesn Remembrance lo
The sistery nine, the poels pleasnt feres
Caliope doth rtataly stile bestow,

And worthy praises paintes of princely peres.

Clion in solem songes renoweth all day,
With present yeres coqioyning sge bypast,
Delightfal talke lowes comical Thaley,

In fresh greoe yonth who doth lyke lawrel last,

With voyces tragicall sonndes Melpomen
And as with cheypes thallured ears sho byndes.
Her stringes when Terpsicor doth touch, eaen
then
She toucheth lmrtes, and raignoth ip mens myndes;

FPine Eruto, whose looke a linsly chers .
Presemts, in dancing kepes a comely gruce.
With semely gesture doth Polymnie siere,
Whose wordes whaole routes of, vankes do rule in
place.

Uranie ber globes to view all bent,
The ninelold hesuen obsernes with fixed face;

The binstes Eutetpe tones of instrument, [chase,,

With sisos rweet, bence 0y hesuy dumpes to
* Nic. Grimoakd,

4l

Lord Phebus, in the myds, {whose hesnnenly
These ladyes doth inapire) embraceth all. [sprite
The graces in the muses woad, delite,

To lead them forth, thet men in maze they fall,

ké' = K
ONTL/S THE PHILOSOPHERS SAYING.

Ix working well, if travell you sostaine,

Into the winde shait Lightly pusse the paine;

But of the dede the glory shall remaine,

And canse your name with worthy wights to raigoe,
In working wrong, if pleasure you attaine,

The pleamire 3con shal vade, and voide ax vaine:
But of the dade throaghout the life the sbame
Endures, defacing you with fowle defame;

Aud stil torments the minde both night and day;
Scuat length of time the spot can wash away.
Flee then yl-susding plewsures, baites untroe,
And voble vertnes faire Tenown parse.

e
DESCRIPCION OF VERTUE.

WHAT one art thou, thus in tome weed yolad?
Vertue, in price whom suncient sages had.

Why porelf rayd? for fading goodes past care,
Why double froed? I marke ech fortunes fare.
This bridle what? Mindet rages to restraine,
Tooles why besre you! I love totake grest payne,
Why winges? I tesch aboue the starres i fiye.
Why tread you death? I onely cannot dye.

| ————]
PRAISE OF MEASURE-KEPING.

Tre auncient time commended not for nought
The mesn: what better thinge cun there ba sought?
In mewns is virtue placed; on either side,

Baoth right and left, amisse x man sball slide.
Icar, with Sire hadst thou the midway flown,
Icarisn beck by name had oo man koown,

If middle path kept had proud Phaeton

No burniog brand this earth bad fslne upon:
Ne cruel power, ner none too soft cun raigne;
That kepes a means, the sameo shall atil remaine,
Thee Julie once did too much merey spill;
Thee Nero sters, rigor extreme did Kl

How coulde August so many yeres well pasge?
Nor gvermeka nor overferce he was: .
Wonhip not Joue with curious fancies vain,
Nor him despise; bold right atwene thess twain.
No wastfull wight, no gredy groom is praizd,
Stand largemes just in egull ballance paigd,

So Cstoes meal surmountes Antonius chere,
And better farne his sobey fare hath here.

Too alender building bad, ns bad too grosse;
One an eye sare, the tother falies 1o lome,

As medcines helpe in measure, 50 {God wat)
By overrouch the sicke their bane bave got.
Unmete me geinet o utser this mo waies;
Meagure forbids unmessurahie praise,

MANS LIFE, AFTER POSSIDONIUS GR
CRATES.

WaAT path lirt you to tread? what oade will
you wsany}

Tha coorts of plaa by braule and bate drive gentle
peace awmy. -
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In bouse, for wile and cbild, there is bot cark and
care,
With trawel and with toyl ynough in Gelds we
use to fare
Upon the seas lieth dremd; the riche in foreign
land ) [sers porely stand.
- Poo fewre the losse: and there the poore like my-
Btrife with a wife; withont your thrifk full harde to
"H fro be.
Yong brate a trobie, none at all, 2 mayme it semes
Youthk fonde, age batk no hart, and pincheth sl
to nie; [to dia.
Chaose then the leefer of these two, no life, or soom

METRODORIUS MINDE TC THE CON-
TRARIE,

Wias ruce of Iyfe romn you? what trade will
you assay ! [day.

In courts is glory got, and witt increased day by

At home we take our ease, and besk our selves
in mest:

“The fieldey our naturs do refresh with pleasures of
the best,

On weas is guin to get; the straunger he aball be

Eatemed, having much, if not, bone kooweth his

Iack but he,
A wife will trim thy house; no wyfe then art
thou free. [ro thee.

Brood is a louely thing: without, thy Iyfe is Toore
Yousg bloodes be stroug; clde eyres in double

hopoar dwel: [l in wall.
Do way the choyse, ' No I5fe or soon to dye,” far

E-——— |

OF FRENDSHIP.

Oy all the heauenly gifts that martal men com-
mend, [a friende?

What trasty treagure in the world can countervaiie

Qur helth is soon decayed; poodes cagnal, light,
and vain;

Broke have wee sene the force of powre, 2nd honour
mifer stain.

In bodies lust man doth resemble but base brute,

True rettue gets and kepes & frende: good guyde of
our pursute; oREe:

Whose barty zeale with ours accords in euery

No terme of time, no space of place, no forme
can it deface.

When fickle fortune failes, this knot endoreth stifl.

Ty kin out of their kind mmy swerve, when
frendes owe thee Fwd witl:

What sweter solace shall befall, then one to fude,

Upon whole brest thou mayst repose the secrets
of thy rinde?

Hewailetk at thy wo; his tearex with thine be shed ;

Witk theedoth heal iays intoy, a0 Tefe alyfeis led,

Behold thy frende, and of thy selfe the paterne see,

One sotl & wonder shall it seeme in bodies twaipe
to be; {sound,

In aleemce present; rych fo want; in sickoewse

Yeu after death alive matat thon by thy sure frende
be found,

Eale howee, eche towne, eche reclme by stedfast

i foue doth atande;

Where fowls debate bredes bitter bale in eche &f-
nided Junde,

POEM3 OF YNCERTAINE AUCTORS.
O frendship, flowr of flowers, O lively spite of

Iyfe, [stanch of wrife:
O sacred bond of biteafal peace, the stalworth
Scipio with Lelius didet thou conjoyn in anre;
At home, in warres, for weale and wo, with aqll
faith to fare.
Gesippus tke with Tite, Dumon with Pythms;
And with Menethus sonne Achill by thee com-
bined was:
Eoryalus and Nisos gave Virgil canse to siof:
Of Pylades doo many rimes sad of Orestes ricg.
Downe Theseus went to hall, Pirith bis freed tv
finde; [mates w0 kyod
0 that the wines in these our daies wer to ther
Cicero the frendly man, to Atticas, his frende,
Of frendship wrote, suck couples lo, doth lot bat
seldom send, fthere we,
Recount thy race now ronne, how few ahalt thou
Of whor to say, This seme is be that neper faile
ee

meej
So rare 8 jewell tben must neden be bolden denes
And ar thos wilt esteme thy melfe, o take Uy
chosen fere,
"The tirant in dispsire no laeke of gold bewnyls,
But out, ] am undone {mith he) far ali my freed-
ships failes: [leinde,
Wherfore sins nothing is saose kyndly for oor
Next wisdome thos that tewcheth wa, ore wes Lin
frendfull nainde.

- —

THE DEATH OF ZQROAS, AN EGIPTIAN
ASTRONOMER, IN THE FIAST FIGHT
THAT ALEXANDER HAD WITH THE
PERSIANS.

Now clattering armes, 10w raging broyls of ware,
Gan pusse the noyes of dredfull trompetts ciask
Shro-rd:d with shafts the benuen; with cloude of
arts .
Covered the myre. Aginst full fatted bulls.
A3 forceth kyndled yre the lyons keenty
Whome greedy gutts the gnawing honger pricks
80 Macedons against the Persinve fare. .
Nor corpses hyde the purpurde soyle with bload;
Large slougliter on ecbs side ; Lut Perves oft:
Moyt Seldes hebled, theyr harles and namba’
hate; ' i
Faiuted while they geue backe, and fal Lo fights
The lightening Macadon by siwwordes, by gleavt,
By tmoxds and troupes of fotemen, with e il
Speedes to Darie, but hym hia nereat kyn,
Gxate preserues, with horsemen on & plump
Before his carT, that none the chasge should g5
Here grunts, here groans, echewhere strotf
is spunt:
Shaking ber bloudy hands, Bellone, 2mo0g
‘The Parses soweth all kind of crual desth-
With throle yout he rootes; he lyeth alops:
His entrailes with & lsunce through girded ‘i"'"‘i-
Hym wnites sbe clyb: bim woundes farre 87F
ing bow: L. oord;
And him tbe sling; wnd him the shining #OT5
He dietb, he is wll dend, he pantes, b
Right over stood, in snow white sraor beatS
The Memphite Zoroas, @ cunniog ks
To whoti the leawes lny apes, m bis bobti
And in celestiall bodies he cuuld telt
The mouing, meting, light, nypect, eclipts
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And influener, and consteilacions all;

Wheat carthly chances woul betide; what yere
Of planty storde, what sigue forewamed derth,
How winter geodreth mow; what temperatare
1n the primetyde doth seanon well the woyi;
Why somer burnes; why sotumpe hath ripe

grapes,

Whither the circle quadrate may become,
‘Whether our taoes heauens barmony can yelde,’
OfF four biggins among themselues howe great
Proporcion is; what sway the erring lightes
Doth semd in course, gayne that fyrst mening

beauen;
What grees one from another distant be,
What starr doth Jett the hortfall Sire to rage,
Or him more mylde what opposition makes,
What fyre doth qualifye Manorses fyre,
What bonse eche ome doth seks, what planett

raigney
Within this hemis sphere, or that small things
1 spemke, whole heamrn he clometh in his brest
‘This sage then in the starres had spyed tha fates
‘Threatned him death without delay; and, sithe
He saw he coold not fatall order change,
Foreward he prest in battaile, that he might
Mete with the ruler of the Macedoins;
OFf bis right hand dexirous to be sime,
The boldest beurne, snd worthiest in the feikle;
And as & wight, now wery of hia Iyfe,
And sekiog death; in fyrst front of his rage,
Comes desperately to Alexanders face;
At him with darts one after other throwes;
With reckles words and ¢lameur him prouckes,
And sayth, Nectanaba bastard, shamefull staype
Of mothers bed, why losest thou thy strokes
Cowardes among? Turne thee to me, in case
Manbod there be wo much left in thy hart:
Come fight with me, that ou my helmet weare
Apolloes lanrell both for Jearnings laude,
And eke for martiall praise; that in my shield
The seuen fold sophie of Minerue contein,
A match mope mete, syr king, then any bere.
The noble prince amoued takes rathe upon
The wilfull wight, and with soft wordes ayen,
O monstrons man (quoth be} what o thon art,
1pray thee live, ve do not with thy death
This lodge of lore, the Muses mansion marre;
That treasure house this hapd shall never spoyle,
My sword shall neuer bruse that skilfull brayue,
Long gather’d heapes of acience sone to spill;
O how fayre frutes may you to mortall men
From wisdoms parden geve?—How many may
By yon the wiser and the better proce?
What error, what mad moode, what frenzy thee,
6 to be downe went to depe Averne,
©0 artes Bourish, nor po kpowledge vailes
For all these sawes? When thus the souereign

. said, .

Alighted Zoroas, with sword unsheathed,

The careless king there smote above the greue,

At th*opening of his quishes wounded him,

S0 that the blood dowo rayled on the ground :

The Macedon perceiuing hurt, gan gonash,

Bat yet his mynde he bent; in any wise

Hit to forbear: sett sporrs unto hia stede,

And tarnde away, lest anger of his smarte
cause reurnger hand deale halefull blowes.

But of the Macedonisn chieftaines knights,

Ooe Mo could not beare this sight,

But tan npon the mid Egyptian reuk,
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And cut him in both koees: He fell to ground-
Whorewith a whols rout came of souldieurs rerne,
And all in pieces hewed the sely seg.

But happily the soule fled to the starres,

Where, under him, be bath fult sight of all,
Wherat be gased here with reaching locke.

The Persinns wailde such sapisnce to forgo,

The very fone, the Macedonians, wisht

He would hane lined : king Alexander self
Demde him a4 man vnmete to dye atall;

Who won like praiss for conquest of his yre,

Aa for stout men in field that day sabdued :

Who princes tanght how to discerne a man,

That in hiz hed so rare 2 jewel benren,

Buot ouer all those same Camenes, those same,
Deuine Camenes, whose honour he procarde,

As tender parent doth bys daughters weale, °
Lamented, and for thonkes, nll that they ean,

Do cherith him deceast, and set him free, .
From dark obliuion of devonring death.

MARCUS TULLIUS CICEROE'S DEATH.
Tnlll'onl, when restless rage of wynde and

wans,

He eaw: DBy fates, alas, calde for, {qnod he)

In hapless Cicero; sayle ou, shape course

To the next shore, and bring me to my death, -
Perdy these thankes, reskued from ¢ivill sword,
Wilt thou my country pay? 1 see myne end:

S0 powers dinine 20 bid the gods aboue,

In citie saued that consul Marcus shend.
Speaking no more, bot drawing from depe hart
Great grones, enen at the name of Rome rehenent;
His eies and chekes with showres of teares be

washt;
And (though a route in daily deungers worne)
With forced face the shipmen held their teares;
And strivyog long the seas rough flood to passe,
In angry windes wod stormy showres made way,
And at the Jast safe socred in the rode.
Came heauy Cicero a land; with pein,
His fainted lyms the aged sire doth deaw,
And round about thejr master stood his band,
Nor greatly with their own hard hap dismayd,

| Nor plightsd faith proue in sharpe time to breake.

Someswordes prepare; some theyr derelord assist:
In littour Imid, they lead bim unkouth wayes
If so deceave Antonius craell gleaues,

They might,and threats of following routs escape:
Thus lo, that Tullie went, that Tullias,

Of royli robe and sacred senate prince.

‘Wheh he a far the men approche eapieth ;

And of his fone the ensignes doth acknowe,

And with dmwn sworde Popilius threatning death ;
Whoae life and hole estate, in hazard once

He had preservde, when Rome, as yet too free,
Herd him, and at his thundring voice amazde:
Herennius eke, more eyger than the rest,
Present, enflumde with furie, him pursues.

What might he do? Should he use in defence
Dysarmed bandes, or pardon ask for mede ?
Should he with wordes attempt to turne the wrath
Of th’armed kuoight, whose safeguard be had
wroughbt?

No; age forbids, end fixt withio depe brest

His countreya love, and falling Romes ymage;
Tha charret tarn, sayth he, let loose the mines,

Ronn to the undeserved death; me, lo,
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Hath Phebus fowle, as messenger forewnmde,

Aud Jove denires a new henvens man fo maka,

Brutas snd’ Cassius souls, line you in blisse?

In case yet al] the fates gainstrive us not,

Neither aball wee, perchanoece, dye unrevenged.

Now haue I lived, O Roine! ynough for me;

My paseed life nought suffereth me to doat

Noysome oblinion of the lothsome death.

Slea me: yet all the offapring to come shall know,

And this deceas shafl bring eternal life;

Yea, and (anlease ] fayle, gnd all in vaine:

Roue, I somtime thy augor chossn was)

Not euermore shall fropdly fortune thee

Favour, Antonius: opce the day shell come,

‘When her dear wights, by cruel spight thua slaine,

Victoricus Rome shal! at thy bands requoire:

Me likes therwhile, go ea the hopad heansn.

Speche bad be left, and therwith, he, good man,

Hie throta prepand, and held his hed unmov’d.

Hin hasting to those fales the very kuightes

Be loth to see, and mage rebated, whan

‘They his bare necke bebeld, and his hoare héares;

Scant c;uld they hold the teares that furth gan

urst,

And almost fell from bloody hands the swordes;

Ounly the sterne Herennius, with grym loake,

Daatards, why stand you siill? be sayeth: and
struight

POEMS OF VNCERTAINE AUCTORS.

Sorape of the hed with his presamptooas yron,
Ne with that slaughter yet be is not filde:

Fowl skame on shaine to heape, is his delite,
Wherefore the handes also doth he off smyte,
Which durst Autonios life so linely paint.
Rim yelding strained ghost, from welkio hie,
Whith Jothy chere lord Phebun gun behold,

And in blach clowd, they say, loog bid hia hed.
The Latine muses and the graces thay wepl,
Axnd for his fall eternally shall wepe:

And lo, bert percing Pitho, (strange to tell)
Who had to him suffude both sense and wordes
When so he spake; and drest with Nectar spote
That flowing tong, when bis wind pipe disclosde,
Fled with her Being fread, and {out alas)

Hath left ther earth, e will no more returne:
Popilius flieth therwhile, and leaving there

The senseless stock, a griczely sight doth beare,
Unto Antouius boord, with muschief fed.

OF M. T. CICERO,

For Thullie late s tomb I gan prepare,

When Cyothie, thus, bad me my labour spere:
Such maner thinges become the dend, quoth bee,
Bat Tuily lives, and «till aliue shall bee, _—
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THE

LIFE OF GEORGE GASCOIGNE.

BY MR. CHALMERS.

T uE life of this ingenious poet has long been involved in obscurity. Most of his bio-
graphers have either mot seen bis works, or have not read them with attention, and the
rarity of all tbe editions for many years past bas prevented curious inquirers from an
opportunity of resoiving their doubts, Anthony Wood's life of Gascoigne is, upon
the wliole, more free from errors than might have been expected in a biograpber who
was wont to undervalue the sons of the Muses, Bishop Tanner’s and Dr. Berkenhout's
accounts are ahridged from Wood, but a very judicious sketch may be seen in the first
volnme of the Censurn Literaria, und in eddition to that, and other notices scattered
over the same useful publication, I am now enabled to avail myself of a manuscript
life written hy the Iate Richard Gough, Esq. for the Biographia Britannica, and, what
probably may be considered as of more importance, of a pamphlet of uncommon rarity,
which has lately been brought to light, after a concealment of pearly a century.
Bishop Tanner is the first who notices this pamphlet, under the title of “ A Remem-
brance of the well employed life, and godly end of George Gascoigne, Esq. who de-
ceased at Stamford in Lincolnshire, 7th October 1577, reported by George Whetstone.”
But it Is very extraordinary that the learned prelate should inform us of this pamphlet
being in bis possession, and at the same time express his doubt,  Fita an nostrian
alius Geo, Gascoignii ¥ when a very slight inspectién must bave convinced him that it
could he no other, and that, in its principal facts, it agreed with the agcount he had
Just transcribed from Wood. Since the antiquities of poetry have become a favourite
study, many painful inquiries bave been made after this tract, but it could not be found
in Tanner’s library, which forms part of the Bodleian, or in any other collection, pri-
vate or public, and doubts were entertained ! whethar such a pamphlet had ever existed.

" This cught nat to have boen the case, ey Herbert mentions that Apras bad & licence to priat it,

:‘h’rchl flod, by the books of the Stationers® Company. was granked on tbe fifteenth of November
H1. a R P

-
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About three years ago, however, it was discovered in the collection of a decexsed
- gentleman, a Mr. Voight of the Custom-house, London, and was purchased at ha
sale by Mr. Malone, It consists of about thirteen pages small quartn, black letter,
and contains, certeinly not much &fe, but some particulers unknown to his biographers,
which ure now incorporated in the following sketch, and o transcript of the whole b
subjoined. '

George Gascoigne was born of an anclent snd hovourable family in Fesex, and was
son and beir of air Jubn Gascoigne, who, for some reason not assigned in Whetstooe's
account, chose to disinherit him. Previsusly to this harsh step, he had been privately
educated under a clergymun of the name of Nevioson, perhepe Stephen Neviuma,
L.L.D. prebendary and commissary of the city and diocese of Canterbury. After
this he was removed either to Oxford or Cambridge. Wood says, he ¢ had his edu-
cation in both the universities, though chiefly, as he conceives, in Camhridge;” but
Guscoigue himself, in his Steele-Glasse, informs us that he was 2 member of the an:
versity of Cambridge, without mentioning Oxford. His progress at Cambridge is as-
known; but he removed from it to Gray's Inn, for the purpose of studying the law.
It is probable that in both places he wrote a considerable number of his poems, thase
of the amatory kind particularly, as he seems to include them emong his youthful
follies,

Wood pow informs us, that Gascoigne, * having 2 rambling and unfixed head, left
Gray’s Inn, went to various cities io Holland, and became a soldier of note, which he after-
wards professed as much, or more, as learning, and therefore made him 1ake this motto,
Taon Marti quam Mercurio. From thence he went to France to visit the fashioas of
the royal court there, where he fell in love with a Scottish dame.” In this thereisa
mixture of truth and errer. The story of the Scottish deme has no better fonndation
than some lines in his Herbes, written probably in an assumed character. His being in
France is yet more doubtful, and perhapa the following is nearly the fuct, While ot
Gray's Inn he curred the expences of a fashiopable and courtly life, aud was obliged
to sell his patrimony, whatever that might be; and it would appear that his fatber,
disaatisfied with his extravagance, refused him any farther assistance, and, probably
about this time, disinberited him,

Without blaming his father, wnless by calling his disinberitance ** a froward
deed,” be now resolved to assume the airs of independence, in hopes that his courtly
friends wonld render him in reality mdependeat; but he soon found, what is nous-
common case, that their favours were not to be obtained without solicitations incom-
patible with n prond spirit. A more honourable resource then presented itself. Willmm,
prince of Orange, was at this time endeavouring to emancipate the Netherlands froe
the tyranny of the Spanish moparch, and Gascoigne, prompted hy the hope of gsine
ing laurels in a field digmified by patriotic bravery, emharked on the 19th of Murch

1572, for Holland. The vessel being under the guidance of a drunken Dutch pilat
was run aground, and twenty of the crew who hdd taken to the long bost were
. drowned. Guascoigne, however, and his friends, remained at the pnmps, and beg
enabled again to put to sea, landed safe in Holland. The drunkenness of the pilot b
never forgot:

“ Wel plaste at langth, among the drunken Dateh,”
Having obtained a eapl_ain’;i commission under the prince of Orunge, he ¢ acquired
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cowsidtrable military reputation ; but an unfortunate quarrel with kis colonel retarded
kie career.  Conscious of his deserts, be repaired immediately to Delf, resolved to
yesign his commission to the hands from which he received ity the prince in vain endea-.
voaring to close the breech between his officers.

“ While this negocmtion was medinting, a ciroumstance oocurred which had nearly
cost our poet his life. A lady at the Hague (then in the possemion of the enemy)
with whom Gascoigne had been ou intimate terms, had his portrait in her hands (his
‘ connterfayt,” as he calls it), and resolving to part with it to himself alone, wrote &
letter to him on the subject, which fell into the hands of his enemies in the camp; from
thts paper they meant to have raised a report unfavoarahle to his loyalty; but upon its
reaching his bauds, Gaseoigne, consciouws of his fidelity, laid it immedintely before the
prince, who saw through their design, and gave him passports for visiling the lady at
the Hague; the burghers, bowever, watched his motions with malicious caution, and
B¢ was culled in derision ¢ the Gireen Knight." Althoogh disqusted with the myrati~
tzde of those oo whose aide he fought, Gascoigne still retuined his commission, tll the
risce coming perscnally to the siege of Middleburg, gave him an opportanity of dis-
phaying his seal and courage, whenthepnmemrdedimnw;th&”gmldmbeyond
his reguiar pay, and a promise of future promotion, He was, bowever, surprised
soon after by 3000 Spaniards when commarding, under captain Sheffield, 500 English«

men lately landed, and retired in good order, at night, under the walb of Leyden,
The jealonsy of the Dutch was then opealy duplayed by their refusing to open theie
getes ; our military bard with his band were in consequence mrade cq:h'vu. At the
expiration of twelve days his men were released, uod the officers, after au mprmn
weit of four months, were sent back to Engiaad.”

These pasticulars, 50 accurately gleaned from his worhs by the intelligent correspon-
dent of the Censara Literaria®, are coafirmed in some measure by the information ha
grve to Whetstone. 1n this be advarts to his heroic spint i volunteering lris secvices
for the Dutch, appeals to ¢ his slender guime,” a3 o proof what listle share svarice. had
in bis conduct, and insinuates that sfler he

* Cacht bry sly bap, in prison vile was popt,”

bis life would bave been in danger, had be not exeriad kv utmost eloqoence with bis
foe, which, we are told, he was enabled to do by his familiarity with the Latin, ltwlom,
French, end Dutch languages®,

On bia return to Eapgland, be resided partly in Gray’s Inp, sod partly at Walthem-
owe. In his Flowers e informs us, thet be had, in the midst of his youth, deter-
mined to abandon all vain delights, and to retom to Gray's Ins, there to nndertulrs
agen the study of the commen law; and that at the request of five gentiemen of the
Tnn, mamely, Francis and Anthony Kinweimersh, Messrs. Vaughan, Nevile, and Courtop,
be wrote whet he calle bie Memories, These tasks, however, may have been per-

*VYo. L p 109. ke, €,

! la the dedication of the Hermit's Tole to gueen Elizabeth, hereafier mentioned, he mys,  Such
Talian ag I bave learned in London, and such Latin as 1 forgot st fambridge, such French as J bore
rowed in ‘Hollaod, aod such English pa 1 stole in Westmoreland, even wuch and no better kmve § here

Powred before you.* From this lnst expression, Lhe writer of hi life in the Cenrura thinks be may
Beve been a mative of Wastmoreland. €.

YoL, 11, o4a
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formed ut an esrlier period of life, if it can be proved that he left the Inn twice beke
this time; but his general design now was to trust to his wit, and o * ope the windm
of his Muse;” in other words, to publish bis early poems, and thom other work,
written in his more serious moments, that were intended to counternct the lwestion
tendency of kis nmatory verses. As a general apology for the latter, he amerty tni
they ‘ do showe

. # The woea of kove, bat not the wayes to love.”

In tp sumer of 1575, be sccompanied queen Eligabeth in one of her stately po-
gremes, and wrote for her nmusement, in the month of July, e kind of mask, etitud-
The Princely Pleasares of Kenelworth Castle*. Some of the verses were pot iy
wtitten, but spoke by him on this occasion; but the whole of the entertaimses,
owing to the unfavoursble weather, was not performed. This piece was first prinied &
the posthumons edition of his works.

On his return from this progress, his principal residence, while preparing hiv work
was at Walthamstowe. Here, it appears by Whetstone's account, be wrote The Stede

Glame, The Glam of Government, The Delicate Diet, o Book of Hunting®, and the
Doow’s Day Drum, which last was not published uatil after his death. He left other
pieces bebind him, some of which were afterwards printed in various callections, but
without his name.

Althougb be enjoyed the esteem of many of his poetical contemporaries, and L
patromage of lord Grey of Wilton, the earl of Bedford, sir Walter Rawicigh, =
otber persons of distinction, yet during this period.he complains bitterly of what poes
in all ages have felt, the envy of rivals and the malevolence of critics, nd seem [0
miimate that, although he apparently bore this treatment with patience, yet i iner
sibly wore him ont, and brought on a bodily distemper which his physicians conld sct
eure. Inall his publications, be takes every opportunity to introduce snd bewnil Ue
errors of his youth, end to stone for any injury, real or supposed, which might kaw
socrued to the public from a perusal of Lis early poems, in which, however, the pro-
portiou of indelicate thoughts 1 sarely not very great.

His biographen, following the Oxford historian, bave hitherto placed his desie #
Walthanstowe in the year 15768; but Whetstone, or whom we can more certaialy rdy,
imforms us that e died at Stemford in Lincolnshire, Oct. 7, 1577. He bad perbap
taken = journey to this place for change of air, accompanied by his friend Whetstos,
who was with him when be died, so calmly that the moment of his departure was 5t
perceived. He left s wife and son behind him, whom he recommended 1o the Libenl-

‘ty of the queen, whether succesfully, or what became of them, canpot now bt
known. The registers of Stamford and of Walthamstowe have been examined withodt
secess’, -

. Altholugh his age is not mentioped by any of Lis biographen, yet from variow &

pressions in his works, it may be conjectured that it did not exceed foty years 124

+ See many curiour pasticulars of this enteriainment in Nichals' Progresses of Suesn Elissbihy
vwll C.

$ Thie i» not known.  He has commendatory verses before Turbervile's Art of Vomerie. C.

® By the anthor of his life in the Cepsure Literaris. €.
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even a much shorter period might be fixed upon with great probability. His stay at
Cambridge was perhaps not long; in 15667, when bis comedy of the Supposes was
acted at Gray’s Inn, be was denominated one of #Ac stwdemts. In one of his prefaces,
he calls himself of middle age; his exploits In the army are consistent with the prime of
life; and it is certxin that he did not survive these above five years.

As the editions of Gascoigne's works are all extremely scarce, and often jmperfect,
it may be necesaary to grve ® more particolar sccomnt of them than has yet been
publiahed.

The first, and by far the most rure edition of Gascoigne’s warks, is a quarto volume
printed in 1572, and entitled ¢ A Hundreth sundrie Flowres buonde vp io one small

. Poesie. Gathered partely (by trenslation) in the fyne outlandish Gardins of Euripides,
Ouid, Petrarke, Ariosto, and others: and partly by inuention, out of our owne
fraitefull Orchardes in Evglande: Yeiding sundrie sweete savors of Tragical, Comicab
and Morall Discourses, bothe plesmunt, and profitable to the well smellyng noses of
Jearned Readers. Meritum petere; graue, At London, Imprinted for Richarde
Smith.” . :

This volune contains, ** First an excellente and -pleasante Comedie entituled Sup-
posts.  The second, the wofull tragedie of Jocasta, conteining the vtter subuersion of
Thebes.  Thirdly, a. pleasant disconrse of the aduentures of mnster F. J. conteyning
excellent letters, sonets, Lays, Bailets, Rondlets, Verlays and verses. Fourthly, diuers
excellent devises of sundry Gentlemen, Fifthly, certayne deuises of master Gascoyne,

. conteyning his anothamie, his arviguement, his prayse of mistresse Bridges now Lady
Sands, then his praise of Zouche late the lady Grey of Wilton. Gascayne his passion;
libell of diuorce; praise of his mistresse; Lallabie; Recmtstion; five notable deises
upon fie sundry theames given to him by fine sundry Gentlemen in five sundry meet-
ers; gloze vpou Dowsinus iis opus habet; good morrowe; good mnight; counsell to
Douglas Dive; counsell to Bartholomew Wythipole; Epitaph vpon Captaine Bour-
cher lately slayre in Zelande, called the tale of the stone; deuise of & maske; wod-
mapship ; gardening; last voyage into Hollxnd in Marche; Lastly the dolorous discourse
of Dan Bartholowew of Bathe, wherin is conteyned his triumpbes, his discourse of
loue, his extreme passion, his libell of request to Care, his last will and testament, his
farewel; Lant of all the reporter®.”

Of this very rare edition, only two perfect copies are knmm one which was in Mr,
Steevens's collection, and a second in Emaouel college library, placed there probably
by Dr. Farmer; a third, now before the editor, is the property of Thomas Hill, esq.
ad was completed hy menuscript from Dr. Farmer’s copy. Mr. Steevets's account of
it was, that it differed very materiaily from its successor in 1587, aud.conteined several
pieces not to be found in it: it was, in sliort, an uachastised work, published, as it should
seem, without the formal consent of Gaacoigne, though not perkape without his con-
mivance, The pages in all the copies extant Lreak off abruptly at 164, apd recom-
hence at 201.

7 It appears from the records of Gray’s lup, that in 1365 George Guucolgne being called sn An-
Gout, paid his fines for t4e vacations pwst, to complete the pumber of nine vacations mquired by
the statutes of the socisty, If this was the poot, which is very probable, his purmuit of bis studies
e, ot this time, have been rorions, Soa Malcolm’s Lond. Radiv. vol. I1. p. 946.

2 Ariaato altegorised, a short pivce, nt very delicate, i the pnly omm:on I ean dw:o\ve: in the
mbmequant editions, C.
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ltlppau'u.. birwever, from his ¢ Epistle to the Reverend Divines,” prefined to the
edition of 1575, that he made a present of the pieces in this volume to his publisher,
and was not unwithg Lhe same should be imprinted for various reasons which te
reader may peruse in that epistie. As to the interraption in the paging, althoogh it
scems to indicate the cuncelling of some part, yet the malter and sumber of the pafe
accords with the table of coatents 2nd the list of the erraty, whith rums from folio 163
to 206: Mr, Heérbett's mppesition that differeat printers were employed, will not sc-
cvunt for 50 large an omission.

The second edition i entitled * The Posits of George Gascoigue Esquire, Cor-
rected, perfected, and augmented by the Avthour, 1575, Tow Marsi, uom Moows.
Imprinted at Lowdon by H. Bynuemsn for Richard Smith.” This begins with a
dedication to the reverend divimes, in defence of bis former publication. An ardeen
fo young genflemen, abnd #n advertisement to the readers generally; amd contmis,
after many commendstory verses, © FUOWERS, viz. The Auotamie of a Louer; the
atraignemente of a Lover; the passlons of a Loner; the dimerce of & Loakr; the
Lullabie of a Louer; the lameptation of a Louer; the lookes of a3 Louer enumored;
tlie lookes of a Louer forsaken; the recantation of e Louer; prise of lady Sesds;
pruise of lady Grey; praise of the anthor’s mistrese ; Gasooigns good morrosve—good
night— De' Prefundiv—ecmories—an Epitaph upos Capiaine Beurcher; a devise of 2
Maske; the refusall of a Louer; pryde in Court; Despised things may bme; in trast
treason; the vomstancie of n Lover; the frute of Fees; a Louer once warned and twice
takep; @ Loner encoraged by former examples; the Historie of Pan Bartholomewe of
Bathe ; the frntes of Warre, HEARBES, centniniag The Comsedy called Supposes;
The Trnged:e calted Jocasta; the fruite of Reconciliation ; the force of troe Fresd dip;
the force of loue in srangers; the praise of browne beantie; the Partrich and the
Merlyn; the vertue of Ver; the complainte of a Dame in absence; the praise of »
Countesse ; the affection of & louer; the complaint of & Dame sopected ; w riddle; the
thield of Lowe; the glose upon Dowinus fis opxs Asbet ; Gascoigoes counsel to Dine—
counsel to Wythipole—wedmanship—gardenings—journey into Hellande, WEEDES,
containing, The froite of Fettern; the complaynt of the gretn Knight; the farewd ®
Fansie; .the fable of Ferdieando Jeronimi wnd Leonora de Velaaco; the praise of 8
Gentlewoman neither fair nor wel favoured; the preise of Philiip Bparrowe; Furewd
with a mischief ; tbe doale of disdaine; Mam in despite of Vulcane; Patience per-
force; n letter for a yong lover; Dauid saduteth Bersabe; Sone acquainted, some for-
gotten;” end an article not noticed in the table of contents, entitled ** Certayne noles
of Instruction concerniug the muaking of veree or ryme in Eoglh, written st the request
of Master Edovardo Donati,” In this edition the pages of the Flowers mu frowm 1 to

= 149, end Hearhes from 1 to 290. The Certayne Notes of Instruction which coo-
clude the volome ave mot paged,

In this edition, it is more matesial to notice that F, 1. or Freeman Jones, is altared lo
Ferdinando Jeronimi; Elinor to Leonorn de Velaseo, Fraunces into Francischi; md
the signatured initial of G. T. &c. are wholly omitted,

These are the only editions of Gascoigne’s poetry collected in his life-time, altbough
Herbert, p. 1077, notices an edition prlnled in 1575, for Christopher Barker,

His sepamate publications appeared in the years 1575 and 1576, The first was * The
Glasse of Gouernewent. A Tragical Comedie 8o entituled, bycause therein are handied
aswell te rewardes for Vertues, as also the punishnent for Vices. Dore by Geore
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Gaxeigoe Eaquire, 1575. Blessed are they that feare the Lorde, their children shalbe
ws the bnches of Oline trees rounde about their table. Seen and allowed, according
t0 the order appointed in the Queenes majestien iniunctions. [wprinted at Loadon for
C. Barker.” According to Herbert, there was 8 second edition of this piece in the
aamm year. The dedication noticed, by Herbert, in these editions, to sir OQwen Upton, i
waating in the copy now hefore me,

The Steele Glas was published in 1576, “ A Satyre compiled by George Guscoigne
Eaquire, togither with The Complaint of Phylomene. An Elegie denised by the same
Author. Tom Marti, quan Mercurio, Printed for Richard Smith,” 1In the title is an
oypamental wooden cut, representing Tima drawing the figure of Truth out of a pit or
cavemn, with this legend, oceULTA YBRITAS TEMPORE PATET. Dr. Percy, in whose
Reliques, Book 115, Yol. 2. this device is copied, with some variations, ohserves that ¢ it
is not improbable hut the accidental sight of this, or some other title page containing the
mme device, suggested to Rubens that well-known design of a similar kind, which he
has intgnduced into the Luxemburg gallery (Le Tems decouvre La Verite), and which,
has been o justly censured for the ummatursl maoner of iis execution.” On the back
of the title is Gascoigne’s portrait in armour, ruff, large beard; on his right hand a
mmsket and bandaleers; on bis left, books, &c. aud wnderneath his motto Tam Mard,
&c. Tl edition of the Sieele Glws is eﬂ:re.ne]y rare, and with the portrsit, yet mare
.

In the same year he pablished A Delicate Diet for daintie mouthde Droankards:
wherein the fowle abuse of common carowsing and quaffling with heartie draughtes i»
howestly admonished.” Imprinted Aug. 22, 1576, on three sheets, octavo, This prose
tract was lately republished by Mr. Waldron, in his Literary Museum, from a copy, the
ouly coe known, in the possession of Mr. Steevens. The Dedication to * the Right
- Worshipfull his singuler good friend Lewes Dyve of Broomcbam, in the Countie of
Bedforde, Esquyer” i dated Aug. 19, 1576: it is parily a tramlation from St. Au-
gustine, and partly compiled from other authors, with a view to prove the proposition,
that *¢ all droonhardes are beastes,”

The Hermits tale, ot Woodstock, 1575, i printed in Mr. Nichols’s Progresses of
Queen Elizabeth, from a manuscript in the Britmh Museom. Mr. Andrews, in his
Continmation of Dr. Henry's history, has the following note; < The poet Gascoigae,
aa be drmws his own picture, presenting his book to Elieabeth, has a pea for an ear
ormament, and thus he xings,

tt Beholde, good queene, & poett with a speare,
{Straunge sightey well mark'd are anderstode the better)
A soldier armde with penwyle in bis eare,
With pen to fighte, and eworde to write & letter.
Frootispiece w Geacoigne’s Tranalstion of ¥ The Heremyta®

Some verses of Gascoigne’s are prefixed to Cardaous comforte, 1576 ; Hollyband's
“ Prench Littleton;” Sir Humphrey Gilbert’s * Discourse of a Discoverie of a new
Pumage to Catheia,” and probably to other works of contempararies.

The only posthumous work of our author, published in 1586, is entitled * The
Droome of Doomes Day. - Wherein the frailties and miseries of mans life are lively
portrayed and learnedly set forth. Deuided as appeareth io the Page next following.

i
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Translated and collected by George Gaseoigne Esquyre.  Tam Marti quem Mesewri
At Loodon, Imprinied by John Windet, for Gabriel Cawood: dwelling in Panles
Churchyard, at the signe. of the Holy Ghost, 15856.”" The division *on the Page mext
following,” or back of the title, will give the reader an outline of this work. * This
work is devided into three partes, the first whereof i entituled, The Firw of worldy
Fuuities, Exhorting us to contempne, all pompes, pleasires, delights and venities of tha
life. And the second part is named, The shame of siane, Displaying and laying open
the huge greatnesse and enormities of the same, by sandrie good examples and com-
parisons, And the third part is called, The Needels Eye, Wherein wee are tanght
the right rules of a true Christian life, and the straight passage vnto enerlasting felicite,
Hereunto is added a private Letter, the which doth teach remedies against the bitter-
nesse of Death.” In the dedication to his patron the earl of Bedford, we are informed
thet this work is principally a tianelation from an old volume he found in ks iibrary;
which wenting the beginning and end, be could not ascertain the author's name; that
be was prompted to transhate, wrrange aud publish the same, partly to atone for i
pent time, and partly in consequence of the suggestion of a friend, who, after allowig
his poetry its full merit, said * bee woulde like the gardiner much better if he wood
employ his spade in no wome ground, then either diuinitie or moral philosophie.” The
dedication i dated ¢ From my lodging where I finished this trauaile m weake plight for
beslth as your good Lordshippe well knoweth this 2 of Maye, 1576,” The private beiter
atthe end of the work, teaching remedies against the fear of death; is anid to have been
written by J. P, to his familiar friende G. P. '

In 1587, the third, and most complete edition of his works was published, nnder the
title of * The whole woorkes of (ieorge Gascoigne Esquire: Newlye compyled isto
one Volume, That 8 1o say: Hia Flowers, Hearbes, Weedes, the Fruites of warre, the
Comedie cailed Supposes, the Tragedie of Jocusta, the Steele Glame, the comphint of
Phylomene, the Storie of Ferdimapde Jeronimi, and the plensure at Kepelworth Costie.
London, Imprioted by Abell Jeffes, dwelling in the Fore Streete, without (h'eephgnle,
neere unto Grubstreete,” small quarto, b. 1. This is an uniform edition of the pieces
mentioned, and may he reckooed the best, except that ‘the errom pointed out in the
former editions are not corrected in this,

The testimonies to Guscoigue’s merit by his contemporeries are 50 nussercus, that w
are at u low to know wiic those enemies were, and what heir nnmbers and force, which
gave Gascoigue that uneasiness of which be complains with all the hitterness of wounded
sensibility. Besides the eulogies prefixed 1o his works, be is celebruted by Gabrel
Hervey as one of the English poets who bave written in praise of women,

Chaucernagos adsit. Surrenis et inclytas adsit
Gascoignoqué aliquis xil, mes Corda locus?, \

Arthur Hall, in the dedication prefixed to his Translation of Ten Books of Hoter,
complimems * the pretie pythie Conceits of M. George Gascoygne.” Thomas Nuh,
in his Addresy to Gentlemen Students, prefixed to Green’s Arcadia, says, « Who eoer
my prinate opinien condemmeth as faultie, Maister Gascoigne is not to be abridged of
his deserued esteeme, who first beate the path to that perfection which our best poets

* Grutultiones Valdlpenses, EJit, Bignenan, 1578, 4t0. Lib, [V, p. 24. C.
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Wrame napived to since bis departure, whereto hee did ascend, by comparing the Italian
writh the Enghish, lsTu]IydldGmm cum Latimis.”

This testimony, it is observed by a writer in the Censura Literaria, will be sufficient

to obviatz Mr. Park’s suspicion that Nash intended to satirize Guscoigne in his Pierce
Feupilewe, as ¢ the greasy son of a elothier.” On examining the passage in Nash
wkence this suspicion seems 1o arise, I find that the principal ground is the guotation of
Oascvigne’s moito Tam Marti quam Mercurio, No other particular slated can apply to
Gascoigne, if the accoont we have been zble to furnish be accurate; but as to the
motlo, it is well known that after Gascoigne’s death it wan used by, or appropriated to
his old faend sir Walter Raleigh, who might, and perhaps with re Jittle reason, be the

" wbject of Nush's coarse ahuse.

Webbe, in his discourse of Engllsh Poetrie, 1546, mentions Gucotgne 4 gy pmful a
woldier in the affairs of his pnme and country as he was a witty poet in hia wntmg,
and Puttenbam gives the prize to kim for s good meter and for » plentiful] veyne.”
Boltob only, in his Hypercritica, contents himself with the sparing notice that “ among
the lesser poets, George Gascoigne's works mmy be endured.” .

I we consider the general merit of the poets in the early part of the Elivabethan penod“]
it will probably appear that the extreme rarity of Guscoigne’s works has been the chief
canse of bis being s0 much neglected hy modern resders. In smoothness and barmony
of versification be yields 1o no poet of his own time, when these qualities were very
common; but his higher merit is, that in every thing be discovers the powers and in-

vention of a poet, & warmth of sentiment tender and patural, aod 3 fertility of funcy,

ahbongh oot always frec from (be conceits of the lalian school. \As a sa@irit, if
lmlhmg remained but his Steele Glass, he may be reckoued one of the ﬁntt There i3 a
vein of aly sarcasm in this piece, which appears to me to he original; und his intimate
koowledge of mankind, acquired indeed at the expenee probably of health and
certainly of comfort and independence, enabled him to give a more curious piclure of
the drem, manpers, amusements, and follies of the limes than we meet with in almost
any oiher author.

To point out the individual beauties of his miscellaneous pieces, after the specimens
exhibited by M. Cooper, Mesis. Percy, Warton, Headley, and Ellis, would be un-
Becessary; hut there are three respects in which his claims to origioality require to be
noticed as wras in a history of poetry. {His Steele Glass is amang the first specimens of
blank verse in our language; his Jocusta i» the second theatrical piece written in that
messure; and his Supposes is the first comedy written in prose| In his Jocasta, which
is partly paraphrused and partly abridged from the Phoenissee of Euripides, he swas
amisted by his fellow-stodent of Gray's Inn, Francis Kinwelmersh, who tranalated the
first and fourth acts, Mr. Warton, who has given an acconnt of this play, in the third
volume of the History of Poetry, remarks that ** s0 sudden were the changes or the re-
finements of our language, that in the second edition of this play, printed aguin with
Guscoigne's poems in 1587, it was thought pecessary to affix marginal esplanations of
many words, not long before in common use, but now become obsolete and uoin-
telligible.,” These obsolete words, however, were explained in the second edition of our
author’s worka, printed in 1575, which Mr. Warton had probahly not seen,

Shakspeare’s ohligations to the Supposes have been stated hy Mr. Warton and Dr.
Farmer; by the former in his History of Poetry, and by the latter in the notes on the
Taming of 2 Shrew, in Jobuson and Steeveny’ edition of Shakspeare.
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It remuins yet to be noticed, that there isin the British Museum & poem written by
our author which has mot been added fo his works: it is entitled The Gricf o
Joy, Certeyne Elegies, wherein the doubtful Delightes of Manes Lyfe are displaied
Written to the Queenes most excellent Mujestie, 1376, Mr. Beloe has printed the
dedication, and a apecimen of this poem in his Anecdotes of Literaturs and scares
Bools; and most readers will probably think that more is uonecessary,



A REMEMBRAVNCE

of the wel imployed life, and godly end of
GEoORGE GaskolaRE Esquire, who
deceassed at Stalmford in Lin-
colne Shire the T of October
1577
The reporte of GEOR. WHETSTONS
Gent. 80 eye witnes of his
Guodly and eharitable
end in this world.

Forme nxtla Fides

IMPRINTED AT LON-
dorr for Edward Aggns, dwelling
in Punls Churchyard and
are there to be solde.

' The wel imployed life, and godly end of
U. Gascoigne, Esquire,

AND is there none, wil help to tel my tale,

Who (ah) in helth, a thousand plaints have shone?
teeles all men joyt td no md skil of hale'?

O yes [ see, & comfort in my mone.

belp me good George, my life and death to touch
some man for thee may one day doo as much,

Thou eeest my death, and long my life didst knowe,
my life; nay deatb, to Live I now begin:
Bat some wil suy, Durws est Aie sermo,
Tis bard indeed, for such as feed oo sn,
Yet trust me frends (though flesh doth hardly bow)
1 am resoly'd, I pever liv'd til now.

And on what cause, in order shall ensue,
My worldly life (i» first) muoat play his parte :
‘Whose tale attend, for once the same b true,
Yea Whetston thoo, has knowen my hidden hart
And therefare I conjure thee to defend:
(When I am dead} my life and godly end.

¥ F mapect i juacenrecy in tramsoriblog thie Line,
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first of my life, which some (amis} did kzowe,
1 leve mine armes, my ects shall blase the mme
Yet on a thorne, u grape will never growe,
no more & churle, dooth breed a childe of fame,
but (for my birth) my birth right was not grest
my father did, his forward sonne defeat?

This frownrd deed, conld scarce my hart dnsy,
Vertue {quod 1) wil see I shall not lacke:

And wel I wot Domini est terra,

Besides my wit can guide me from a wrach,
Thus finding cause, to foster hye desire:

I clapt on cost ( help) for to aspire.

But foolish man deckt in my pecock’s plumes,
my wanton wil commaunded strait my wit:
Yes, brainsick I, was drunk with fancies tumes,
But, Nemo sine crisiine vivit,
for be that findes himself from vices free

" 1 give him leve, to throwe a stone at me.

It belps my praise, that I my fault recite,

Tbe lost sheep found, the feast was made for joy:
Evil sets out good, as far as black dooth white,
The pure delight, is drayned frow noy-

But {(that in cheef which writers should respect)
Trueth is the garbe, that keepeth men nncheckt,

And for & trueth begilde with self conceit,

1 thought that men would throwe rewards oo me
But as a fish seld bites withont a buight,

S0 none unforst, mena needs will hear or see.

and begging sutes, from-dunghil thoughts proceed:
the mounting minde, had rather sterve in need.

Wel leave | beer of thriftlea wil to write,
wit found my rents, agreed not with my charge:
The sweet of war, sung by the carpet Imight,

_ In poste haste then shipt me in Ventures barge
These lusty limes, soxmce wie {quod I) will st :
That pites were, for I to them must trust.

Wel plaste at length, among the drunken Datch,
(though rumours lewd, impayred my desert)

1 boldely vannt, the blast of fame is such,

As prooves | had a froward sours bart.

* ¢ Iie was Bir Jobn G. souna and beive disicherited.” Blargical note in the original. €.
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My slender guine a further witnes is:
for woorthiest men, the spoiles of war do mix

Euen there the man, that went to fight for pence,
Cacht by aly hap, in prison vile was popt:

Yeu hud not woordes, fougbt for my lives defence?,
for all my hunds, my breth hiad there been stopt
Bat 1 in fine, did so persuade my foe:

As (oet free) I wan homewards set to goe.

Thus wore I time, the welthier not a whit,

Yet awckward chance, lackt force to Lieard my hope
In peace {quod I) ile trust unto my wit,

The windowes of my muse, then straight I ope

and first I showe, the travail of such time:

as I in youth, imployd iu looving ritme,

Some straight way said (their lungs with envy fret)
those wanton layes, inductions were to vice:

Such did me wroog, for (gued socet, docet))

our neyghboars harms, ere jtems to the wise,

And sure these toyes, do showe for your behoof':
The woes of loove, and not the wayes to love.

And that the worlde might read them as I ment,
1 1eft this vaine, to path the vertoous waies:

The lewd I checkt, in Glas of goverment,

And (laboring stil, by paines, 1o purchase praise,)
I wrought a Glame, wherin eche man may see
Within his minde, what canckred vices be,

The druncken soule, transformed to & beast,

my diet helps 2 man, agein to make.

But (that which should, be praisd above the rest)
My Doomes day Drura from sin doeth you awake
for honest sporte which doeth refresh the wit:

I bave for you a book of hunting writ,

These few books, are duyly in yoar eyes,
Parhaps of woorth, my fame alive to keep:
Yet other woorks (I thith) of more emprise,
Coueht close as yet, within my cofers sleep,
yea til I dy, none shall the same revele:

So men wil say, that Gatkoign wrote of zeale.

3 % He had the Latin, Italian, French and Duich angusgest
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O Eary vile, foule fall thee wrefched sot
Thou mertel foe, unto the forward minde:
I curse thee wretch, the only cause God wot,
That my good wil, no more account did finde.
And not content, thy self to do me fear:
Thou nipst my hart, with Spight, Swspect end Care.

And first of spight foule Envies poysoned pye,
To Midus eares, this as hath Lyntiis eyes:
with painted shewes, he heaves himself on hie.
fall oft this Dolte, in learned authors pries,
But as the Drone, the bony hive doth rob:
with woorthy books, 50 deales this idle lob.

He filcheth tearms, to paint a pratling tany,

When (God he knowes) lie kpows not what he saies

* And lest the wise abonld finde his wit but yang,

he woorkes all means, their woorkes for to dispruise,
To smooth his speech, the beust this patch doth crep
be sliows the bad, the writers mouthes to stop.

Ye woorse thail this, he dezleth in offence,

{Ten good turnes, he with silence siriketh dead)
A slender fault, ten times beyond pretence,

This wretched smght in every place doth spread.
And with his breth, the Viper dooth infect:
The hearers heads, aod barts with fale suspect,

Now of suspect: the propertie to showe,

he hides bis dought, yet still mistrusteth more:
The man suspect, is 50 debard to knowe,

The cause and cure of this hia ranckling sore.
And so in vain, be good account doeth seek,
who by this Feinde, is brought into mislike.

Now hear my tale, or cause which kild my hart,
These privy foes, to tread me under foot:

My true intent, with forged fanita did theart:
s0 that I found, for me it was no boot,

to woork us Bees, from weeds with hony dranes
when Spiders tumd, my flowers into banes.

When my plain woards, by fooles miscontred were
by whose fond tales reward held his hinds back
To quite my woorth, 2 cause to settle care

within my brest, who wel deserv’d, did lack,

for who can brook, to see a painted crowe
Singing aloft, when Turtles mour: belowe.
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What man cin yeld, to starve among his books
" and see pied Doultes, uppon 2 booty feed?
What honest minde, can live by favring looks,
And see the lewd, to rech a freendly deed?
what hatt can bide, in bioody warres to toile,
when carpet swads, devour the soldiers spaile?

I am the wretch, whom fortune stirted soe,

These men were hribed, ere I had breth to spesk,
Muse then no whit, with this huge overthrowe
thoagh crushing care, my giitles bart doth hreak,
But you wil say, that in delight doo dwell,

my outward showe no inward greef did tel,

I graunt it troe, hut hark, unto the rest,

The Swan in songs, dooth knolle ber paming bel:
The Nightingule, with thoroes against her brest
when she might mourn, her sweetest laye doth yel.
The valiunt man, so playes a pleasant parte

When mothes of mone, doo gonaw upon his hart,

for proofe wyself, with care not so a feard,

But as hurt Deere waile {through their wounds
Wlen stoutly they doo stand among the heard) alone,
So that I saw, but few hark to my mone,

mude choise to tel deaf walles, my wretched plaint:

in sight of men, who pothing seemd to frint.

Bt as oft use, doeth weare an iron cote,

as misling drops, hard flints in time doth pearse
By peece meales, care s0 wrought me under foot
hut more than straunge is that I now rehearse,
Three months I'lived, and did digest o food:
when Done hy arte my sicknes understood,

What helpeth theu? to death I needs must pine,
yet as the horse, the use of warre which knowes;
If be be hurt, will peither winch nor whine,

hut til he dye, poste with his Rider goes.

Even sc my hart, whilst lungs may lend me breth:
Bures up my limmes, who living go like death,

But what availes, dcdilles hart, to have,

king Cressus welth, the sway of ail the world;

The Prince, the Peere, 30 to the wretched Slave,
when death assaults, from earthly holdes are whorld,
yea oft be strikes ere one e=u stir his eye:

Then good yon live, as yon would dayly dye.
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You see the plight, I wreiched now am in,
1 locke much like a threshed ear of corne:
I holde a forme, within-a wrimpled ekin, '
but from my bones, the fat and flesh is worne.
See, see the man, hate plesures minion:
pinde to the bones, with care and wretched mone.

See gallants see, 8 picture worth the sight,

(ns you are now, myself was heretofore)

my body late, stuft ful of many might

As bare as Job, it bronght to Death his doore,

My hand of late, which fought to win me fame:

Stif clung with colde, wants forse to write my name.

My iegges which bare, my body ful of fiesh,
Unable are, to rtay my boues upright:

My tung {God wot) which talkt as one would wish
In broken words, can scarce my minde recite,

My head late stuft, with wit and learoed skill

Tny now conceive, but not convey my wil.

What say you freends, this sudain chaunge fo see
you rus my greef you doe like flesh and blood.
Bot nvooe your sinnes, and never mome for me,

g And to be plain, I would you understood
My hart dooth swim, in seas of more delight:
Then your wh seens, to rue my wretched plight.

+ What is this world? a pet to anare the soule®,

A mas of sinne, a desart of decett:

A moments jay, an age of wretched dole,

A lure from grace, for flesh u toothsome baight, -
Unto the minde, a cankerworm of care:

Unsare, unjust; in rendring man bis share.

¢ A place where pride, oreruns the honest minde,
Where rich men joynes, to rob the shiftles wretch
Where bribing mists, the judges eyes doo blinde,
Where Parusites, the fattest crnmmes do catch.
Where good deserts (which chalenge like reward)
Are over hlowen, with blasts of light regard.

+ And what is man? Dust, Slime, a puff of winde,
Cooceivd in sin, plaste in the woorld with greef,
‘Brooght up with care, til care hath cunght his minde,
And then, (il death, vouchsafe him some relief)

¢ These lines between copmas form & poem calied A Description of the WwB,byGnm"
fhe Parwdise of Daioty Derisas, Edit. 1592 C.
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Day yea nor night, his care dooth take an eod:
To gatber goods, for other men to spend,

O foolish man, that art in office plaste,

Think whence thea ‘camst, and whetber the shll gﬁe
The huge hie Dkes, mnall windes have over cast,
when fender reeds, in roughest wethers growe.

Even so pale death, oft sparea the wretched wight
And woundeth you, who wallow in delight.

* You lusty youths, that nourish hie desire,
Abase your plumes, which makes you look so big:
The Colliers cut, the Courtiars steed wil tire,
Even 50 the Clark, the Parsoues grave dooth dig
whose bap is yet, beer longer life to win:

Dooth heap (God wot) but sorowe unto sinne.

* And to be short, all sortes of men take heede,
the thunder boltes, the loftye Towers teere:
The lightuing flash, consumes the house of reed,
Yea more in tibe, all earthly things will weare,
Save only man, who as his earthly living is:
Shall live in wo, or els in endles blis,”

More would I say, if life would lend me space,

but all in vain, death waits of no mans will:

The tired Jade, dooth trip at every pace,

when pampered horse, will praunce against the hil,
To helthfull men, at long discourses sporte,

when few woords, the sick would fain reporte,

The best is this, my will is quickly made,

my welth is small, the more my conscience ense:
This short accompt (which makes me il a paid)
my toving wife and sonne, will hardly please,
But in this case, to please them as I may:

These folowing woords, my testament do wray.

My soule I first, bequeath Almighty Ged,

And though my sinnes are grevons in his sight :

1 firmly trust, to scape his firy rod,

when as my faith his deer Sonne sball recite
whose precious blood (to quench his Father's ire)
Is sole the cause, that' mves me from hel fire,

My body now which once I deched brave
(from whence it came) unto the earth I give:
1 wish no pomp, the same for to ingmave,
ence buried corn, dooth rot befare it live.
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And flesh and blood in this self sorte ia tryed:
Thus buriall cost, is {without profiit) pride.

I bumbly give my gratious sovereign Queene
{by service bound) my troe and loyall hart:
Auvd trueth 1o sty, a sight but rarely seene,

As Iron greves from thadawant to parte.

_ her highnes so, hath recht the Grace alone:
To gain all harts, yet gives her bart to bone.

My loving wife, whose face | fain would see,

my love I give, with all the welth I bave:

But since my yoods (God knoweth) hut slender bee
most gratious Queene, for Christ his ske I crave
{not for any service that I have doon)

you will vouchmfe, to aid ber and my sonne,

Come, come deer Sonne, my hlessing take in piu"le.
and therwithall I give thee this in charge:

first serve thou God, then use hothe wit and arte,
thy fathers det, of service to diacharge,

which (forate by death} her Majestie he owes:
beyond desarts, who still rewardes bestowes

I freely now ail sortes of men forgive,
Their wrongs to me, and wish them to amend ;
'And as good men, in charitte shouid live,
I crave my faults may 00 mans minde offend,
So heer is all, I bave to bequest:
And this is all, I of the world request.

" Now farwell Wife, my Sonne, and frends farwel,
farwell O world, the baight of ail abuse:

Death where is thy sting? O Devil where is thy hel?
1 little forse, the forses you cap use,

yea to your teeth, I doo you both defye

V't casem Christo, cupio dissolui,

In this good mood, wm end worthy the showe,
Bereft of speech, his hands to God he beavd:
And sweetly thus, good Gaskoigne weat 2 Dio,
yen with such ease, a8 no man there preceivd
By sirugling sigoe, or striving from hin breth;
That he ebode, the pains and pangs of Death.
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EXHORTATIO.

His scan is playd, you folowe on the act,

Life is but Death, til flesh and blood be sluin :
God graunt his woords, within your barts be pact
Ay good men doo, helde earthly pleasures vain.
The good for their needs, Fiumtur sendo :

And use good deeds, F¢ fruanivr Deo,

Contemne the chaunge (use nay abuse) not God
Through holy showes, this worldly muck to scratch:
To desle with men and Saints is very od

bypocrisie, 8 man may over catch,

But hypocrite, thy bart the Lord dooth see:

who by thy thoughts (oot thy words) wil judge thee.

Thou jesting foole, which makat at sin a face,
Bewnre that God, in earnest plague thee not:

for where as be, is coldest in his grace,

Euen there he is, in vengeance very bot,

Tempt oot to far, the lothest man to fight:

When be is forste, the lustiest blowes dooth smight.

Your Courtiers, check not, Merchants for their gain,
you by your losse, doo match with them in blame:
The Lawyers life, you Merchaats deo not staine,
The blinde for slouth, may hardly check the lame.

I meane that you, in Bellance of deceit:

wil Lawyers payre, I feare with over waight,

you Lawyers now who earthly Judges are,

you shal be judgd, and therfore judge aright:

you count Ignorantia Juris no bar.

Thep ignorauce, your sinnes wil not acquite,

Read, read Gods law, with which yours should agre :
That you may judge, ea you would jodged bee.

You Prelats now, whose woords are perfect good,
miake showe in woorkes, that you your woords inme.
A Diamond, holdes his vertue set in wood,
but yet in Golde, it hatb 2 fresher bue,
Even s0 Gods woord, told by the Devil i pure ;
" Preacht yet by Saints, it doth more heed procure, *
¥OL. IL. : HM -
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And Reader now, what office o thou have,
to whose behoofe, this hreef discourse is toldex
Prepare thy self, ecbe boure for the gruve,
the market eats as wel young sheep us dide.
Even 30, the Childe, who feares the smarting rod:
The father oft dooth lead the way to God,

And bothe ib time, this worldly life shall leave,
thus sure thou art, but knowst not when to dye:
Then good thou live, ieast death doo the deceive,
us through good life, thou maist his force defye.
for trust me man, no better match can wake:
Tlen leave unsare, for certain things to take.

Viuit post funera virtus.

AN EPIT4PH,
WRITTEN BY G, w. OF THR DEATH, OF M. G
GASKOYGRE.

For Gmskoygnes death, leave tc mobe or morme
You are deceived, alive the man is stil:

Alive 2 O yes, and la th death to scorne,
in that, that he, his fleshly Iyfe did'kil.

For by such death, two lyves he guines for cne

His soule in heaven dooth live in endles joye

his woorthy woorks, sucli fame i earth have sowne,
As mck nor wrack, his name can there destroy.

Bat yon will sy, by death he only guines,
" And now his life, would many stand in stead :
O dain pot Freend (to counterchaunge his paynes)
If now in heaven, be have his earned meade,
For once in earth, his foyle was passing great:
And we devourd the sweet of all his sweat.
Finis,
Newo ants- obitum beatus.




TO

THE REUERENDE DEUINES

UNTO WHOM THESE POSIES SHALL HAPPEN TO BE PRESENTED,
GEORGE GASCOIGNE ESQUIRE (PROFESSING ARMES IN DEFENCE OF

GODS TRUETH) WISHETH QUIET IN CONSCIENCE, AND ALL CONSO-
LATION IN CHRIST IESUS,

me' REUEREADE: | have thought it my part (before I wade fartber in publishing of these Posiea) to
lay open before your graue judgements, uswell the cause which presently mooueth me to present
thew, a2 wleo the depths and secrets of some conoeites, which (boing passed in clowds «nd fgumntive
tpeeched ) might percase both be offensiue to your grauities and perilous Lo my cradit,

It is verre neere two yeares past, since I (beimg in Holland in struice with the vertuous Prince of
Orenge) the most ‘part of .these Posies were imprinted, and nowe st my retorne, | fiude that some of

. \hem baue not only bin offensiue for sundrie wanlon speecbes, and lascivions phrases, but further I
benrs that the same hauve heene dontfully construed, and (therefore) scandalous.

My reverend and welbeloved: whatsoever my youth hath seemed vuto the graver sort, 1 wouold be
werie loth nowe in my middle sge to deserue reproch: mure loth to touch the credite of any other,
uod most loth to haue mine owne nama become vnto you odiouws.  For if I shoulde nowe at this age
seeme a8 carelenss of reproch, aa T was in greene yoath readie to goe astray, my faults might quicklie
rrowe douhle, aud my estimation should bee woorthie to reomine but single. 1 have learned that
wthough there meaie bee found in a Gentleman whereby to be reprebended or rebuked, yet ought hes
oot to be worthie of reproofe or condemuation.

"All this | set downe in Presmble, to the ende I maie therby purchase your patience, Aa [ desire
that you wil pot comdemne me without proofe, so am I contented that if hereafter you finde me
guiltie, your deffnitive sentence shall then passe puhlikelie ynder the Seale of Severitie

It were not Tewson (right reuerend) that I shoulde be ignorant howe genemlic we mre ail mog's
prom od molow quom o domerm.  Euen so is lit requisite thet I ackmowlédge a genersll reformation
of more ie to be taught, than anie whetstone of vanitica is meete (in these daies) to
bee suffered.  And therefore s your grauitic hath thought it requisite that all idle tookes or wanton
panphlew shoolde bee forbidden, so it might seeme that I were woorthie of great reprebension, if I
should be the author of euill wilfullie, or a proucker of vices wittinglie And yet some there are who
hage pot spared to report that I received great summes of monie for the first printing of these Posics,
wherebry (if it were true) I might seeme not onelie & craftie Broker for tbe vtterance of garish tuies,
bt & corrupt marchsunt for the male of deceitfoll wares,

Por anewere hereof it is most true {(and 1 call beauen and earth to witnesse) that 1 nener receiucd
of Printer, or of anie other, one grote or pennie for the firmt coples of these Posies. True itisthat T weas
ot vowilling the same shou!d he imprinted: And that not of a vaive glorions devire to be thought a pless-
ot Poet, veither yet of n light mind to be counted » cunning fouer, For though in youth I was often
werhandie to put my oame in ballapce of doubtful judgements, yet nowe I am hecome 30 bashfull
that 1 coulde rather hee content to teese the praise of my follles, then to hazand the misconeeite of the
graoe and greio headed judges. Buk to confesse & trueth unte you right reuerend (with whom J may
oot long dimemble in cases which so generallie do tonch all men) I wor the rather contented to saw
Wrm imprioted for these supdrie considerations,
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First, for that 1 haue seene divers nuthers, (hath tearned and well learned) which after they hone
both reformed their lives, end conuerted their stndies, bane not yet disdeined to reade the Poems which
they let passe Lheir pens in youth, For it seemeth vnto me that in all ages Postric hath bene mat

| onelie permited, but ako it hath beae thought = right good and excelleat qualitie.

Next vnio this, | haue alwaies bene of opinien, that it is not vopossible either in Poemes or Prowe
i-rit.e both compendiouslie, and perfectly in our English tong.© And therefore altbough I challenge wa
vnto my selfe the name of an English Poel, yet may the reader find out in my writings, Lhat [ bave

more faulted in I:eepmg the olde Engllsh wordes /g it jam oluclde) thmu in bgrowing of other
fanguages such Fpi Adiectines a9 smell of the Inkhorme.

Thirdlie, as'T seeke aduancement by vertue, 5o was I desirous Lhat there might remaine in publie
recorde, some pledge or Loken of thope giftes wherewith it both pleased the Almightic to endoe mee:
To the ende that thereby the vertnous might bee incouraged o emploiec my pen in some exercim
which might tende both to my preferment, and to the profit of my countrie. For manie a man which
maie like mine outward presence, might yet hane doubted whether the qualities of my minde had
bece correspondent to the proportion of my bodie.

Fourthly, because 1 bad written sundrie things which coald not chuse bot coptent the learned wad
godlie reader, therefore I hoped the game shoilde serue as vdouted prool'e, that | had lejde asile
vanities, and delighted to exercise my penn in morrall discourses, at least the one passing (cheeks by
cheeke) with the other, must of necessity persuade both the learned, and the light winded, thet 1
could aswell sow good graine, as graines or drafle. And I thought it not meete (being inmerminghed
a3 they were) to east away o whole bushell of good seede, for two or three graines of Dwruil, or
Cockle,

Lastly, I persuaded my selfe thll. &5 in the better sort of the tame 1 shoulde purchase good likiog

with the honorahle nged, Bo euen in the womt sort Me Al sygror for_vynbrigel

These cons:deralmns {right Reuverepd) did first moue me to coowent Llnt. these Poems shoulde
passe in print, For recapitulation wbereof, and w0 answere voto the objecticns Lhat maie be peoes :
1 saie to the Arsi, that [ peither take example of a wapton Ouid, dotmg_mmp
mtmn But 1 dghgh; Aq thioke that the_ reuerend father Theo-dore B““ﬁ."‘l.“e life is woorthelic be-
comne & lanwrne to-the =hale worlde, dul.mligl.dudnmam H&LWP“N'C“'W of nch
Poe_mes wa he wrote ip youth. And as be tenmed them at last Poemata castrata, So shall your
reuerendjudgunents behold in this second edition, my poemes gelded f'_mu;_\g_ll_@_lthie correct-

| ed in all erroneous places Medmldditionormw

To the secoade, alt.hough 1be somtimes constreyned for tLhe cadmce_nf__nmg‘_or v liversciam

Poeticam, to vee _an inkhorne tormne, of a strange word: yél Hope I that it shall bee wpparnt, | hang
rather regarde to make onr native lang ge_ ¢ ipdable in i sei!e, then guy with the feathers of
N e r——

* straupge birds,

To the third reason may be ol:uected that if I wers s0 desirous to haue my mp-mlu knowne, [
shoulde haue done much better to have trauailed in sotne notorious peece of worke, which might
generallic haue spred my commendation, The which I confesee, but yet in it trae thet I most take
the foord as I fnde it: Sometimes not es 1 would; but a2 I may, And since the oversight of my
youth bad brought me far behinde hand and indebted voto the worlde, I thooght good in the means
time to paie as much as I bad, volill it might pleass God better to inable me. For commouly the
greediest creditor is appeasad, if he see bis dabtor willing (o pay when he hath any thing. And there-
fore being busied in martiall affaires (whereby aleo I sought soma nduancement) I thonght good to
notifie vnto the worlde before my returne, that( 1 coulde as well porsuads with peu, as pearce with
Jaunce or weapon}, So that yet some noble minde migbt bee incournged bo:.h W exarcise mee in Lite
of peace, and to emploie me in Lime of seruice in warre,

To the fourth aod last considerations, ! bad alledged of late by & right reversnd father, that althogh
in deede out of every Bower the induslrious Bee maie gether honie, yet by proofa the Spider thereout
gocken mischeeuous poison. Wheronto I can none otherwire answere, but that he who wil throw =

alone ot eusrie dog which barketh, had neede of a grent satchel o pocket. And if the learyed Judg-
ments and bonest roinds do hoth eonsirae my dnmp lﬂght, aaid take therein eithey coanosd or com=

1
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mwoditie, then care 1 the lesse what the wicked conotive of my conceits. For I esteeme more the
praise of ope learned readgr, then [ regard the enviow earping of Len thoueand vnlettered tatlers.

To conclude (right reverend) as these iderations did speciallic moue me at Aret to consent to
the impriotimg of tbese posies, B0 now haue 1 yet a farther consideration, which moueth mes mowt
earuestlie to gme for this second edition or publishing of the same. And that is this I onderstand
thint sundrie well disposed mindas have taken offence at certnine wanton wonds and sentences passed
in the Fable of Ferdinando Ieronimi, and the Ladie Elinora de Valosco, the which in the frst. edition
wis tearined ‘The Aduentures of master F.I.  And that also therewith some busie copiectures haus
presumed to thinke that the same was in deed writlen to the scandalizing of some worthie personages,
whom they would seeme thereby to knowe. Suarelie, {right reuverepd) I umile to see the simplicitie of
soch, who beiog in deede starke staring blind, would yet seeme to see farre into o milstope.  And the ~
reiber [ scomne Lheir rash judgments, for that in talking with xx. of them one after snother, there have
not two agreed in one conjectnre.  Alaa, alas, if T bad been so foolish as to have paased’in recitall &
thisg 80 done, yet all the world might think me very simple if I wounld call Jobn, John, or Mary,
Mary., But for the better satisfleng of 2]l men vniversally, I doe here protest uoto you {reuerend)
tven by the hope of my ealvation, that there Ia no lining creature touched or fo be noted thereby.”
Azd for tbe rest yon sha’] find it now in this second imprinting se l.urquened and turned, so clensed
from all unclenlie words, and so purged from the humor of inbumaniti, as percase you would not
judge it to be the mame tale, For although, 1 bave bin hertofore contented to suffer the publication
tbereof, onlie to the end men might see my Methode in writing, yel am I now thus desirons to lette it
forth eflsones, to the end al ineo might see the reformation of my mind: and that al suspitions maie
be suppresped and througlie salisfied by this mine vnfeigned protestation which | make woto you in
that behalfe.  Finally, were it pot that the same is alredie extend in such sort ws hath moued offence,
Tebould rather he costent ¢ cuncell it viterlie to oblivion, then thus to return it in o vew patcht
coate, And for ful procte of mine earnest zeale in (inds service, [ require of you most instantlie that
if berebie my skil sufficient to wade in matters of greater importance, you wil then vouchsafe
s employ me arcordingly. Sorelie you shall find me no lesse readie to vndertake a wholg yeres
ravel in any worke which you shall thinke me able to ouercome, then I have hin willing heretofore to
spend 3. houres in penning of an amorous Sonnet Even mo being desirous that all men geneml)y
{»ud you especially) stould concerne of me as I mean, ! have thus far tronbled your learned eien
with this plaine Epistle, written for my purkation, in matters which {els) might both bave offended
7ou, and giuen great batlerie to the ramparts of my poore credit. The God of peace vouchaafe to
gooere ard prodnctt you, and me, and all his in quiet of conscience, and strength of epivit. Amen,

! Protably for protect, C.
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TO AL YOUNG GENTLEMEN, AND GENERALLIE TO THE YOUTH OF
ENGLAND, GEORGE GASCOIGNE ESQUIRE BY BIRTH, AND SOULDYER
BY PROFESSION, WISHETH INCREESE OF KNOWLEDGE IN ALL
VERTUOUS EXERCISES.

-

GaLLANT GENTLEMEN, aod lustie youthes of this my native Countrie, I haue bere (as you set)
published in print such Posies and rimes as I vied in my youth, the which for the barbarpumes of the
stile maie seeme worthlesse, and yet for the doubtfulnes of some darcke places Lhey bave alw seemed
keretofore daungerous. So that men maie justlie both condemne me of rashnesse, and wonder at wy
simplicitie in sefering or procuring the same to be impriated.

A yong man well borne, teaderlie fostersd, and delicatelie accompanied, shal hardlie passe ower bis
youth without Rlling iuto some snares of the denil, and Lemptations of the flesh. Buot & man of middle
yeres, who hath to his cost experimeuted the vanities of youth, and to his peri] passed them, who
hath bought repentance deere, and yet gone through with tlie bargaioe, who seeth before his face Lbhe
time past lost, and the rest poasting awaie in poast: Such & man had more need to be wel sdwrisad in
bie doings, and resolue in his determinations. For with more ease and greter favor maic we answese
for x. mad follies committed in greene youth, than one sober ocnersight escaped in yeres of distretioe
Licurgus the good princelie philosopher, ordeined that if an old maw perceiuing a yong man t
commit anie dishonestie, did not rebuke but suffer hirn, the aged should be chastized, and the youg
man should be absolued. ’

. A thia rehearsed and considered, you maie {as I saie) grow in some doubt, whether § were worse
cccupied in irst devising, or last in publishing tbese toies and pamphiets, and much the rather, kr
that it is a thing commonlie secne, that {now adaies} fewe or no things are 0 well handhed, bot
they shall be carped at by curious readers, nor alinost anie thing so well meant, but may be much
misconstrued.

And berewithall T assure my selfe, that | shall be greatly condemned as & man veric lightlie beat,
end rather desirous o cootinue in the fresh remembraunce of my follies, than convent to cancell them
in obliuion by discontinuance: especiallie since in a bouse where menie yoox children are, it bath

* bene thought better pollicie quite to quench out the fire, then to leaus any loome cole im Lbe

imbers, wherewith babes maie plaie and put the whole edifics in danger.

Put my lustie youthed, aod gallant Gentlemen, I had an intent for contmrie voto all thewe =
poses, when 1 first permitted the publication hercof, And becanse the greatest offence that hath bese
iakey thereat, is, least your mindes might hereby become enuenomed with venities, therefore vmto
you 1 will addrease my tale, for the better satisfieng of common jndgemenia.  And vnte yon 1 will
explaine, that which heing before misticallie couered, and commonly misconstrued, might be Do besse
perillous in seducing you, then grieaous enidencg for to proue me guiltie of coudemuation

Then to come voto the matter, there are three sortes of men which {being wonderfullie offended at this
booke) haue found therein three maver of matters {auy they) verie reprehensible, The men wre these:
curious carpers, ignorant readers, and grave Philosophers.  The faultes they finde are, Judicare in the
Creede, chalke for cheese, and the e infection of Joue. Of these three sorts of men and mattem,
1 do but verie lightlie esteeme the two first, But I deeply regard the thinrl For a verie troth, there
are cne kinde of people now adaies which wil mislike anie tbing, being bred (as I thinke) of the
spawne of & crab or creuish, which in all strenmes and waters will swim either sidewnies, or at back-
wards: and when they can indeed find vone other fault, wil yet thinke Judicure verie vnwwandlie
placed in the creede. Or being a simple povter, will find, fault at the shape of the legge: orif they
be not there siopped, they will not spare to atep up higher, aod saie, that Apelies painced dame Venus
verie deformed and enill-favoured. .

Of this eort [ make amall account, because in deede they seeke n knot in the rash, and would Feeme
to see verie far in a milstone. There are al3o certeine others, (hauing no skill at all) wil yet be veris
busie io readiog ell that may be read, and thinke it sufficicnt if {Parrot like) they can reherse Lhiogy
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withont booke: when within booke they voderstand neither the meaning of the author, nor the sense
of the fignrative speeches, I will forbeare to mecile examples by anie mine cwne doings. Since all
comparisans are odicus, § will not saie how much the areignment and diuorce of & louer {beiug written

- ¥m a jest) hwwe hene mistaken in sad carnest. It shall suffice thot the contentions pasted in verse

Jong slthens, between M. Churchyard and Camel, were by a block-headed Reader, construed to be ia
deede 8 querel between two, neighbors. Of whom one bauing & Camel in keeping, and that other
hanivg charge of the Cburchyard, it was supposed they had growen ta debate because the camel came
imwo the Churchyard. Langh not at this lustie yonkers, since the pleasant dittie of the uoble Ede of
Saorrie begmmimg thus, * In winters just returne,” was also construed to be made in deede by a
shepbeard What shoald I stand much in rebersal how the 1. Vaux his dittie beginning Lhus, *I loath
that 1 did loue,” wos thought by some to be made upon his death-bad, and that the soul knil of M.
Edwards was also written in extremitie of sicknesse., Of a truth tny good Gallants, there are sach as
haning onlie Jearnd to read english, interpret latin, greke, french and italian phrases or metaphors,
enen according to their own motherlie conception and childish skill.y The which shall neuer trouble
me whatsoewer faolt they find in my doings.

But the third sort (being graue Philosophers, and finding inst fauit at my doings at the common
fnfection of looe) T must needes alledge uch just excuse as may counteruaile their iust complaints.
For else ] shoulde remaine worthie of & seuere punishment. They wiselie considering that we are all
in youth more apt to'dejight in barmefull pleasres than to disgest wholesome and sound aduice,
haue thooght meete to forbid the publishing of anie riming trifies which maie serue ns whetstones to
sharpen youth voto vanities. And for this cause finding by experience also, how tha first copie of
these my posies hath been verie much inguired for by the yonger sort, and hearing likewire that (in
the same) the gremior part hath bin written in pursuit of amorous enterprises, they haue justlie coo-
eeyued that the continuance thereof baih bin more likelie to stirre in all yong Readers a venemous l
desire of vauitie, then to serue 88 & comumnen mirrr of greshe and youthfull imperfections. Where.
unto 1 must confesse, that as the indostrious Bee may guther bonie out of the moet stinking weede, so
the malicions Spider may alas guther poison out of the fairest Goure that grows.

And yet in all this disconrse [ se¢ not proned, that either that Gapdner jn Loo blame which planteth
hin garden full of fregmmt fiowers, nejther that plantar be dispraised which soweth allhis beds with
stedes of wholesome beurbes, neither is that Orchard vofruitfull, which ynder showe of sundrie weedes,
hath medicinalle plaisters for alt infirmities, Bot if the Chirargian which shouid seeke sorrell to
ripen o ricer, wil take rewe which maie more indame the imposthnme, then is he more to blame that
mirtoke his gathering then the Gardner which planteth urighf, and presenteth store and choice ta b
taken, Or if the Physilon will gather bote percelic instead of colde ending, abal he not worihilis
beare the harthep of his owne blame ?

To speake englich t is your wing (my lostie Gallanta} or - misusing of theae pasien that maie make
mo praised or dwprm-ed for publishing of the . gagme. For if you (where you maie leame to aucide the
subGle sandes of wanton desire} wil run open the rockes of vnlawfal Iust, then grest is your follis,
and greter will grow my rebuke. If {where you mlsht gather wholesome herbes ta core your sundrie
infinnilies) you wil spend the whot daie in guthering of sweet emelling posies, much wil be tha time
ibat you shal mispende, and much more the harme that you shal heape ypon my head  Or if you
will rather beblister your hands with a netle, then comfort your mmnees by smelling to the pleagant
Marioram, then wanton is your pastime, aud small will be your profit,

1 hade here prescoted you with three sundrie sorts of Posies: Floures, Herbes and Weedes, In
which division 1 hace oot ment that ouly the Flonres are to be amelled voto, nor that onelie the
Weedes are to be rejected. I terme some Floures, becanse being indeed inuented vpon a veris light
mno‘l( they hane _qv_____gn them (in my, _Judg'ment) some rare invenkian. and Methode befare pot com
monlie vaed, Aod therefore (hemg more pleasant then prufitable) [ baue named them Floures.

The secood (being in deede mornl discourwes, and reformed inuentions, and l.herefore more profit.
able then plessant) I bave named Hearbea.

The third being Weedes, might seeme to same jndgements neither yet pleasant nor profitable, and
therefore meete to be u.lt'awme. But as manie weedes are nght medicinable, ] waie yon Gode in
this none 3o vile, or stipking, but that it hll.h init some virtne if it be rightlie bandied. Marie yoo
must take beede how you va ihem, for if you d.e.hght ta put Hemiock in your fellowes pottage, you
mait chaunce both to poison him, and "bring yourselie in perih But if you take example by the

ra
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harmres of others wha baue eaten it before you, then muaie you chance (o becolne so whrie, that you
will looke aduisedlie on all the Percelie that you!gather, least among the sape coe branch of Hemloch.
wight apnoie you.

1 masure you, wy yong bloods, I haue not published the same to the iolent that olber men beveafler
wigbt be infected with my follies forepassed. For though it be a comfort x misris hobere comsoriesm,
yet it s small consolation to a fellow, to have a Coiner hanged in his compapie. And | assure you
(although you will thinke it sirunge) that I baus pot cansed them ko be imprinted for say vaine de=
light which I hane (my selfe) therein conceiued. For the most of them being written io my madnesse,
wigbt bany yeelded then more delight to my frantike fansie o see tham published, than they now do
accamaulate cares in mmy mind to set Lhem forth correctsd: and & deformed youth hed been mome
l]lelkm src tem to sale long sithence, Lhao a reformed man caa be pble cow to protect them with
lunphune

The scope of mine intsnt, and (he marke whereat I shot is doable, I mesne grouodad vpon two
sundrio causes: the one that being indebted vnto the world (at e least fine thousand daies verie
vainlie spent} ] may yeelde him yet some part of mine sccoant in these Poemes. Wherein as be
asie finde great diversitie both in stile and sense, so maie the good be incouraged 1o tet me oo worke
nt lagt, thoogh it were uocoe before { sought service. The otber resson is, that because I bame {to
rmiua owpe great detriment) mispent my golden time, 1 maie rerue as ensample to the yoothfoll Gen-
tlemen of Englaade, that they ranne not vpon the rocks which baue brooght e to shipwrakie. Be-
wure (barefore, lustie gallants, howe you smell to these Posies. And learne you to vee the talend
which I haue highlie abused. Make me your myrror. And if hereafter you see e recouer mime
estete, or reedife the decaied walles of my youth, then beginne you sooper to builds some foomd ation
which may beautifie yeur Paliace, If you seu me sinke in distresses (notwithstandiog that you judge
nde quicke of capacitie) then leam you to mainteine yonr selues swimming in prospertie, aad
eachue hitimes the whirlpoole of misgouernment.

Pioallic I besoech you, and coniumm you, that you rather encorage me to accomplish some wortlier
traucl, by seeing these Posies right smelled vnto, then discourage me from attempting otber laboars,
when I shall ses these first fruites reiected or misusad. [ haue corrected sundrie faults, which if they
had nrot brought suspition is the fArst Copie, ba you then ont of doubt you bad pever bin trombled
with these secomn] presents, nor pervusied to flourish wiselie with & two edged swond in your naked
bands. But as I heie menant them wel, so I crane of God, that they maie both pleasure and profite
you for ibe furtherance of your skil in anis commendabls mterpri.le. From: my poore bouss ai Wale
tamgtows in the Forest, the wacond of February, 1575,



473

TO THE READERS GENERALLY A GENERALL ADUERTISEMENT OF
THE AUTHOR.

Ay that is written is written for our imlraction, as the holie aposile witnesseth to the Romans in
hia 15. chapter. And in his piath chapter of his first epistle to the Corinthipms, be glorieth that ke
coulde (as it were} ransforme himself into all professions, thereby to winne all kinde of men to God:
ssieng, that with the lewes he became a Iew: with them that were vnder the law, hee seemed also
voder the law: with the feeble, he shewed himeelfe feeble, And 1o lude, hee b all things
0 all men, to thend that therby he might win some to saluation My schoolemaister which taught
me grammar, woulde alwaies saic, that some scholers bee wou to studie by stripes, some other by
faire meanes, some by promises, some other by praises, some hy vaine glorie, and some hy verie
sbame. But I never heard him repent him that euer bee had persuaded anie scholler to become stu.
dious, in whet sort soeuer it were that ba wobne him.  For whetber the hraue gennet be broken with
the bitte, or with the spaffle, whether hea be bmusht in awe with a spurre, or with a wand, all is
cne if kee proove readie and well mouthed.

Thus mach 1 write (gentle Reader} to the end that mine intent may appesre in publishing of these
Posies. 'Wherein as there are pany thiogn morull, so are there also same verves more smuced with
wamtonnesse thao with wisedome. And ap there are some dittjes which may please and delight the
godly and grauer sort, 5o there are some which may allure the yonger sort ¥nto fond attempts, Bat
what for that? Hath Terence bm forhidden to be read, hicause his comedies are rehearsals of manie 1
mad pranks played by wanton youths? No surely,

Parecelsus, and sundrie other phisitions aod philosophers, declare, that in sverie thing natommll
there in to be founde salt, oile, and brimstone. And I am of opinion, that in ewerie thing which is
written (the holie Scriptures excepled) there are to be found wisdome, folie, emulation, and d.:tnc-‘
twn. For as | neuer yet saw anie thing so clearkiie handled, but that therin might be found some
imperfections: so could I neuer yet reade fable o ridiculous, but thet therein some morality might
be gathered. And as the good writer shall be sure of some 1o be muiiced, so the bad ahal necer
escape Lhe biting tongues of slaunderers.

But to0 returne to my purpose: if in the hardest Hint there may be found sparks of livelie fire,
and the most knottie peece of box, may be wrought into & faire Dudgen heflte: let these few suffice
& persunde thee, that T have not procured the publication hereof to anie end, 2o muche as that the
yoathful sort might therin take example, and the aged recreation.

Row if anie (misgonerning their owne wittes) do fortune to vse that for = spurre, wblic'll I bad heere
appeinted for a bridle, I can pone otherwise lmment it, but to saie that I am oot the first which hath
been misjudged, Truelis (gentle Readar) I protest that 1 hane not meant heerein to displease any
man, but my desire hath rather beene to content most men: I meane tbe divine with godlie himpes
und pealmes, the sober micd with moral diseonrses, aud the wildest will with suficient warning: the
whieh if it so fall out, then shall I thinke my selfe right happie. .And if it fall out otherwise, [ shall
¥et oever be ashamed to become oune of their corporation which reape floutes and reprebension for
their traveln.

But bicause these Posies growe to a great bundle, and therof also the number of louing lines ex-
ceadeth in the superlatine, 1 thought good to aduertise thes, that the most part of them were written
for otber men. And out of all doubt, if ener I wrote line for my melfe in causes of lous, I bave
wiitten ten for otber men in laies of Just. For I eount greater differe difference betwixt dowr snd luu, thon "
Lhere it diversitie betweene wit and wisdome: _ﬁ-ﬁﬂ_y'eTw:t and T dwd dld {in youth] make sach a froie,
that [ feare bis cootin wisdome will never become friends with me in my age.  Well, though my folis
be prester then my fortone, yet ouergreat were mine vnconstancie, if {in mine owne behaifs} I abould
compile .o manie sandric songy and sonete. I haue beard of an honeat plaine meaning citizen, who
{being overcharged with manie matters in the law, and hearing of n common wlicitour of canses in
thent:e} came home 10 comfort bis wife, and told hir, that be had heard of ooe which dwelt at Bil-
ingwgute that could help al men, Ecen 0 (good reader) & was @ great while the man that dwelt at d
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Billingsgate, for in wanton delighta I helped all men, thoagh in md earnest I never farthered pry selie
anie kind of waie. And by that it proceedeth that [ bane 80 oftan chonged my Pasie or word. Por
when 1 did compile anie thing at the request of other men, if I bad sabscribed the sume with mioe
owne vauall mot or denise, it might haoe bewrnied the same to have i of my docing. And I wea
ever curious in that behalfe, as one thet was loth to bewraie the follies of other men. And yet {as
you see) 1 am oot verie dangerons to lais my selfe wide open in wiew of the world. [ hane aha
sundrie times changed mine owne wond or denise And no mareel, for be that wandersth maoch ia
those wiklerneeses, sball seldom contigne long in one minde.

'Well, it were folie to bewalle thinge which are vnpomible to be reconered, sith Hed I wist doth
seddome sarue as & blason of good understanding. And therefore I wifl spend Do more words in this
Preface, bot [ pruie thee to smell voto thess Posies, as Flowres to comfort, Hearbs to cure, and
Weedet to be aucided, so have I meant them, snd so I beseech thoe reader to sccept them. Farewell




Y. B. IN PRAYSE OF GASCOGINES POSIES.

We prayee the ploogh, thet makes the fimitelesse

soyle . [might)
To bring forth corne, (through heipe of heauenly
And eke esteeme the asimple wretehes toyle,
Whose painefull handes doe labour day and night.
We praywe the ground, whereon the herbes do

grow, .

Which heale or helpe, our greeues and mortall
paine, :

Yea weedes haue worth, whemein we vertoe koow,

For natures Art, nething hath made m vaine,

We prayse those flonres which plense the secrete
mnse,

And do contept, the tast or smeH of man,

The Gardoers paynés and warke we recompence,

That skilfull is, or aught in cuoning can,

Buot much more prayse to Gascoignes peone is
due, -

Whaose learned hande doth here to thee prescot,

A Posie ful] of Hearhee, and Flowers newe,

To piense all braynes, to wit or learning bent.

Howe much the minde doth passe the sense or
smell,

8o muck these Fioures ali other do excell.

E.C. IN PRAYSE OF GASCOIGNES POSIES.

I gladsome Spriog, when swoete and pleamant
shoures

Haue weil reoued, what wioters wrath hath torne,

And that we see, the wholesome smelling Floores,

Begin to faugh rough winters wracke to scorne:

Ifthen by chounce, or cheyce of owners will,

We rmame and walke in place of mre delightes,

And therein finde, what Arte or natures skill

Cao weli set forth, to feede our bungrie sightes:

Yes more, if then the owner of the soyle,

Doth lictnee yeelde to vee 1l an our owne,

And gladly thinkes, the fruites of all his toyle,

To our behoofe to be well set and sowne.

It cannot be, but thia so grest desart

I

COMMENDATORY VERSES.

M. €. COMMENDING THE CORREC.
TION OF GASCOIGNES POSIES.

TrE Beareablinde whelpes, which facke doth nagyles
and heare,

And lie Jike lumpes, in flthie farrowed wise,

Do {for a time) most ongly benstes appesre,

Tiil dammes deare tongue, do cleare the clozed
eyes.

The 'gldie of steele, is likewise blunt wnd blacke,

Till dle and fire, do frame 't sharpe and bright:

Yes precious stones, their glorious grace do lacks,

Till carious hand, do make them piease the sight

And 50 these floures, althongh the grounde were

gy,

Whereon they grew, and they of gallent hew,

Yet till the badde were cullde and cast away,

The best becarne the worse by such a crew,

{For my part) then: I lyked not their smell,

But. as they be, I like them pretly well,

————

R. & IN PRAYSE OF GASCOIGNES POSIES.

Tuz plessant plot wherein these Pories grew,
May represent Parnassus springs indeede.

Where Pallas with hir wise and learoed crew,

Did plant great store,and sow much couning seede.
That goddesse then, on whom the Muses wayte,
To garde hir grounde from greedie gathrers apoyle,
Hath here ordeynde, by fine and close conceyte,
A greene keight chiefe, and master of the foyle,
Such badge besres he that beantified this booke
With glorious shew, of sundrie gnllant fiowers,
But since he first this laber vodertooke,

He gleand thereout, (10 make the profite curs)

A hespe of Hearbes, & sort of fruitfull seedes,

A needefull salue, compound of needledse woeden

APPENDIK,

All these {with more} my freend here freely giues:
Wor naked wordes, nor streyne of stravoge deuise,
But Gowers minde, which now in Guscoigne liuen,

In bayegt breast doth breede thus due regarde,
With worlde of thackes, to prayse this friendly

part,
And wish that woorth monght pay = iust rewarde.
Good Reader then, beholde what gellant spring
‘This baoke brings forth, of fruites of fioest sortes,
Be bolde to take, thy list of enerie thing,
¥or 30 is ment. And for thy glad disportes
The paine was tane: therefure lo this I craue,
In his bebulfe, that wrote this pleasant worke,
Wlth care and cost, (and then most freely gaue
His Inbours great, wherein great treasures lurke:
Ta thine ausyle) let bis desartes now binde thee,
In I'on:dh:e and deede, he may still thankfull finde

Yeeldes beere in view, (by iudgement of the wisc)
His penne, his sworde, himselfe, and 2ll his might,
To Pallas schoole, and Mars in princes right.

_———

T. CH. IN PRAYSE OF GASCOIGNES
: POSIES.

TroutE goodnesse of the gold, needes no mans

praise ye kmow,

{And euery coyne is tudgde and found, by weight,
by stamp, or show )} o

Yet doth the praysé of men, give gold a double
Krace, {euery pluce.

And makes bolh penrls and ieweld rich dasirde in
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The horse full finety formde {whose pace and traine
in true, [shape and view.

Is more esteemde for good report, than likte for

Yes mmre, ech man bimeelfe, for all his wit apd
skill, [silence still.

(1f world bestow no lawde on him) may slecpe in

Pame chewes the value firm, of euerie precious
thing,

And winnes with Iyking all the brute, that doth
ibe credit bring,

And famne makes way before, to workes that are
roknowne

Apd peoples lone is caried ther, where feme hir
trump hath blown.

A cunning werkman flue,in Cloyster close may sit,

And carue or paint a thousand things, and vee
both art mnd wit,

Yet wanting worldes renowne, may scape yosought

or seeoe:
It is but fame that outruns all, and gets the goall
I weene, [harmes,

The lesrnad Doctors Jawd, thiat heales where other
By comon prayse of peoples voyce, brings pacients
in by swarmes,
A goodly stately hoose, hath scldome any fame,
Titl worid hehold the baildings through, and people
sce the same. ) [held,
The Flowers and Posies sweete, in better price are
‘When those haue praysde their vertoss mare, that
haue their odor amald,
S0 by these foresayd proofes, | haue a pardon free,
‘To speake, to write, and make discourse, of any
worke 1 see,
‘That wortbie is of prayse: for prayse is all we get.
Present the worlde with labors great, the world is
in your det, [will give:
It never yeeldes rewanle, uor scarce iust prayse
Then studie ont to stand og fame, and sirine by
fame to live, [dayes,
Our clde forefathers wise, saw long before thems
How sone faint world would fail desorts, and cold
would wax onr prayse. [rise,
And knowing that disdeyng, for toyle did rather
Than right renowne (whose golde buds, growes vp
to starry skies)
Betooke their iabors long, asd euery act they did,
Vuto the Gods, from whose deepe sight, no secret
can he hid. [heauens hie,
And these good gracious Gods, sent downe from
{For poble minds) an endlewse fame, that throw
the world doth flie, -
Which fame is due to thoms, that seeke by new
deuice, {in price.
To bonor learning euery way, and Vertue bring
From Kpowledge gurdeyn gay, where science sowes
hir veedes, [and Weedes
A pretie Posic gathered is, of Flowers, Hearhey,
The Flowers hy smel are found, the heaths their
goodnes showes,
The Weedes amid both hearbs and fowers, in decét
order growes,
The soft and tender nose, that can no weedes abide,
May make his choise of holesome hearbes, whose
vertues well arc tride.
The fine and flowing wittes, that feede on straunge
delites, {waede that bites;
May tast [for eeasning daintie mouthes) the bitter
The wel dis; minde, and honest mesning man,
Shall fiede (in Boorex) proude Peacoka plumes, and
feathers of the Swan.

COMMENDATORY VERSES.

The Curst und crbbed Carle, that Posies Aings
away, [Bonren to play.
By this (perhaps) may find some cause, with prettie
The kinde and louing worme, that woulde his Ladie
please, . [both mech case.
May light on some such medcin here, siml do them
both much ease, (ing take:
The Lad that lykes the schoole, and wil} good waun-
May suatch some males oute of this hooke, Lhat
may him doctor make.
The hastie trauayling head, that flies to foreyoe
place, [his rouing rece.
May wey by this what bome is woorth, and stay
The manly courage stoute, that secketh fame Foll

farre,

Shell God by this how sweete is pence, amd »ee
how soure iy warre,

This Posie is so pickt, and choyrely sorted Lhrow,

There is no Plower, Hethe, nor Weede, hut seroey
S0meé purpose NOW.

Then since it freely comes, to you for Jittie cost,

Take well in worth these payues of him, thet
thinkes no Labor lost:

To do his countrie good, a3 many others haue,

W ho for thair toyles & good report, of workde &d
onely craue., receyoe,

Grudge not to yeeld some fame, for frailes that yos

Make some exchaunge for franke good wild, some
signe or token leaue,

To shew your thapkfull barts, For if you lowe to
take, {vo gift foreake,

And baue a conicience growne sa greal, o caR

And cannot giue egaine, that men dastrue to respe,

Adieu we leave you iu the hedpe, apd ore the stile

we leape. .
Apnd yet some riile or verse, we after shape in
ryme, [scdues m tymee.

That may by arte shewe you a glase, to see your

Thus wish | rwen their right: nod you that indge
amisse, )

To mend your micds, or frame your Mase, to
make the like of this.

G. W. IN PRAYSE OF GASCOIGNE, 4AND
HIS POSIES.

RespEn rewnrde nought else, but ouely pood re-
port, [sundrie wott.
Far all thewe pleasant Powies bere, bound vp in
The flowers fayre and fresh, were set with painefull
toyle, [sant moyle
Of late in Gascoignes Garden plot, a passing pheas
Now weedes of little worth, are culde from oul Lhe
reut,
Which he with double paine, did work, to gleant
the bad fiG beat.
Tbe state is very virsange, and fortane Tare in vee,
‘Whose heauie happe he neither helpes, oor blazeth
their nbuse. {be tlgn!l,
In thandring verse he wrayea, where highest mindes
Where miscbeefe seekes to rayse it selfe, by force
of others fall. pride,
He pluckes the visour of, from maskes of peeaish
Aud wrayes what sowre (in sweet pretéce) te
coustly corts ci hide.
Tn enertie galient Gower, he setteth forth to show,
Of Venus thralles, the hap, the bmrme, the want,
the wenle, the woe,
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He floely findes their faultes, whoss welth doth
foster wrong,

Who toucheth sinne (without offence} must plsiniy
sing his song.

His loftie vaine in verse, hus stately stile in prose,

Foretalies that Dallas ment by bim, for to defende
hir foen {knit,

Wherwith to Mars kiz might, his lustie limmes are

(A sight most rare) that Hectors mind, shoald
match with Pallas wit

By proofe of Iste appeared {how so reportes here
ran) hynmost man.

That he in field wax formoeat still, in speyle the

No backward blastes could bruse the valour of bin
thought, [credite sought.

Although slie I!T, forestoode bis hope, in that he

Iu fortunes spight he straue, by vertoes to aapire,

Resolude when due deserts might mount, then he
showld baue kis hire,

Thus Iate with Mar» in fAeld, a lustie Boaldiour
sheowde, [hatl bestowde,

And now with peuce in Pallas schoole, he freendly

On thee thiy heape of Aowers, the fruites of all his
toyle, [the scyle.

Whereof if some but simple meme, consider well

They grew not all at home, some came from for-
reyne Geldes,

The which (perease) net here aguine, no pleasant
sadoar yenldes.

Yet whe  mislyketh most, the worst will haxdly
mend, {will offend.

And be were best not write at all, which no man

P B TO SUCH A5 HAVE HERETOFNRE
FOUND FAULT WITH GASCOIGNES
POSIES.

Guaynrr good deserts, both pride’ and encie swell,

As Deede repines, to see his neighbour ritche:

Ard saunder chafer, where vertues prosper well,

As sicka men thiake, all others health to mitch:

Such filthie fanltes, mens heris ofitymes infame,
spight preaumes, to stayae the. worthies
rame,

Are brutal] things, transferred so to men ?
Or men become more sausge than the beast?
We me the dogye, that kenelles in lin dexn,
(For onely foode) oberyen his Lordes bebart ;
Yet more than that, remembers so reliefe,

As (in his kinde) he mournes at musters griefe,

If thoo perceyue, whereto my tale iztendes,
Then ghunder) cease to wrong a frendly wight,
Who for his countreyn good, his trauayle spendes,
Bometime where blowes zre giucn in bloudie fight:
4nd other tymes be frames with skilfull pen,
Sack verse, a5 may coutant eche moulde of men.

As nowe beholde, he here presentes to thee,
‘The hlossoms fayre, of three well sorted seedes.
The Grut he feynes, fresh Flowers for to bee:

The wecond Herbes, the lurt ke termeth Weoedew

All these, the soyle of his well fullowed brayoe,

(With Pallss droppes bedewde) yeeldes for thy
gaine.

The Heatbes to grace conceyt, and skilfull age,
The fragrant Flowers to sent of yonger smell:

worthlesse Weedes, to rule the wantoorage
recklesse hender, be giues: then vee them well:

a7

And gather (friend} bat neyther spight nor smoyle,
These Poniew rade, by his long painfail toyle,

—

A W. IN COMMENDATION OF GAS
COfGNES POSIES, :

I privezn once s booke {whereby I purchast
blam

e

And ventarde for to write & verse, before I kbewe
the same,

So that 1 was deceyude, for when it came to light,

The booke deserned no such worde, as [ tharein
did wright. .

Thus Tept I ere I [onkt, and wandred ere [ wist,

Whith gives {me haggard} warning sincs, to trust
oo faliners fist,

And yet the booke was good, (by hap and not my
skill} [wordes falll,

Bat not & booke of sueh contentes, as might my

Well pow I neede uot feare, these Posies here to
prayse,

Ricagse | knew them eosry Gower, and where they
grew alwsyes.

And sare for my conceyt, euen when they hloom-
ed [the very worst.

Me thought they amelt not much amisse, 0o not

Porhappes some daintie nose, na Batchlers hutton
Ivkes, ) [querell pykex

And some st Pimperopell and Pinkes, a slender

Scme thinke that Gillyfiowers, do yeeld & gelous
swell,

And some {which like none berhe but sage) say
Finkeil tastes not weil. .

Yet Finkell is of foroe, and GillyBowers are good,

And Pinks please some, snd Pimpernelt doth serue
to steynch the blood:

And Batchlers buttons be, the hraueat to beholde,

Bat sure that flower were best not grow, which can
sbide no colde,  [uiouas windes,

For slanader blowes so shrill, with essterpe ene

And frosts of frawp sc nip the rootes, of rerto-
<us memuing minds

That few good Howers can thrive, voiessa they bo
protected, [proppes erected.

Or garded from suspitious blsstes, or with some

So seemeth by the wighi, which gardened this
grounde, [bere abounde,

And set such flowers on eusry bed, that Posies

Yet some tonguen cannot welj, affoorde him worthie
prayee, [sene his wayes,

And by our Lorde they do him wrong, for | baue

And marked all biv woodes, and heue had procie
likewine, [deuiso.

That be can do as well in fleld, wa pan csn here

Not many moothes yet past, Tsaw his doughtie
deedes, [bemuie hart it bicedes.

And since {to heare what sianoder sayer) my

Yet Render graunt but this, to trie before thon
trost, [gallact, good and fust. -

So shalt thou fnd his fiowers and him, beth

B. IN COMMENDATION OF GAS8-
COIGNES POSIES.

Taxsaveric mppes in Gascoigues Flower that are,
Which strayned were by loRy leamnicga lore:

Could not content the surly for their shurs, [fore:
Ne cause them once, to yoeld him thapkes theren

1.
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Such wes bin hap, when first in bande he tooke,
By labor long, to hring t¢ light this Booke.

Yet bath be pot (for all this) sevmde to conse,
Those Plowers fresh agnine in ground to set,
And yeeld them eurth to hring forth their incresse,
With other slippes from fortaine soyte yfet.
Which be bath gnynde by haxarde of his lifs,

In bloudie broyles, where pouldred sbot was rife.

This endlesse toyle, contented well his minde,
Hope helde the helme, his Fame on shore to sct:
Hia deepe desire, was friendship for to finde,

At readers handes, he nought ebse soaght to get:

Wherefore (doubtlesse) they did bhim double
wrong,

Which F. and [ myweonstruad have so long.

Yet least I should passe from the golden ground,
Of Gascoigoes plat, sherein thase Posies grew,
1 list to twll what Flowers there 1 fonud,
And paint by penne, the bonour to him dew:
Since that his toyle doth well deserue the same,
And sacred sXill hath so aduaunst his oame,

Pirst did T finde the Flower of Fetters frule,
Whereof iy selfe haue tasted to my paine:
Then might | see the Greene kmight touch the Lute,
Whose cordes were coucht on frettes of deepe
diadaine: .
And Hkewise there, I might perceyue full well,
That fragrant Flower which fansie bad Farewell.

In fine 1 found the flowre that Belim bight,
Sweete voto those, of sillie simpe sense,
Yet sharpe and sowre, to those that do delight
3o martia!l martes, for gaine of peuish pense.
Buch buddes full braue, good Gascoignes Garden

fgmoe
To all extates, which list the mme L have.

‘Wherefore (good friend ) Aieenuies yrkesome yre,

Apd tred the trace, which Reasous rule hatb
wrought,

Yeeld not disdeyne to Gascoigne for his hyre,

Whose brused braine far thee these fowers hath
sought.

Least if thou do, the blame on thee do light,

8ach friendly paynes to recompence with spight.

I D, IN PRAYSE OF GASCOIGNES AND
HIS POSIES,

Ir Virgill how to till the Earth, to euery mau

doth tall, excell,
JAnd Galen he in Phisickx arte doth many men
If Podtie olde deseruen prayse, by payuting out

aright, [that wright,
The frutes of wice, as Quid doth, and many mo
By learned skill of many things: If such exalt

their name, [of Ladie Fame:
Apd for Weir hyre, deserued prayse by trumpe
Why should the Authour of this booke then leese
. hiz due desart, [skitful) arte}
Gith he w0 freendly here to ve, hath st d his
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Of warres slso, and warrious too, eoen like »
martiall knight,

He bath discourst, and chewed the lottes, that
therevpon do light:

Virgill ia dead, and Galen gune, with Pocts many
mors: [in store.

Yet workes of theirs be still alioe, and with vs kept

This Authour iues, and Gascoigoe hights, yet owce
to die most sure, [alwayes endure,

Alas the while that worthie wightes may oot

But workes of his among the best, for euer more
shall rest, [tbe blest.

When he in heauen shall iake a place prepared for

—_—

THE PRINTER (RICHARD SMITH) IN
COMMENDATION OF GASCOIGNE AND
HIS WORLKS.

CaawceR by writiug purchast fame,
And Gower got & worlhie name:

Sweete Surrey, mickt Pernagsus springs,
And Wiat wrote of wondrous things:
Olde Rochifort clambe the stately throne,
‘Which Muses holde, in Helli~one.

Then thither let good Gascoigne go,

For sure his verse, deserueth so0.

—

M. 4. PERUGINO, A I LETTORL,

| Coxcrosta 1a cosa che a7 bono vino, mon «f

bisogna la ghirlanda nientedi meno, Popere vir-
tuose meritano semnpremai ogni laude, bonore, &
mercede. Tanto per essersi (nella natura loro, &
di e stesse) piacencle, grate, & piene,d'ogoi con-
tento, come per dare stimoli ad altrui dtimitar’ i
loro vestigy. To tanto lo stima opera presente
vn'essempio chiaro & rarc della glorin Inghlese.
Ruando vi g treonane pon salamEte sonetli, rime,
cangzobi, & altre cose infinitamEle piacruoie, ma
con ¢io nem vi mancano ditcorse trogiche, mo-
derne, & phyloscphiche, delln Guerra, delli stuti,
& della vers Sapienza. Tutte procedute d'vn tal
luchicstro, che To (sendo forastiero) lo trvouo vi*
Immitatore di Petrarcha, Amico d'Ariosto, &
Parangon di Bocaccio, Aretino, & ogni altro puéta
quants sia piu famoso & eccellente dell’ etd
nostra,

I DE B, 4AUX LECTEURS.

CEux qoi voiront, les Rymes de Gascoigne,
éEsumx Frangois) se platndront nuicts & ioury
ue Ja beauté & 1’odeur de ces ficcurs,
A cest heur (de France) par Geacoign, tant s'es-
lodgne.

H. M. IN POEMATA GASCOIGNI CARMEN,

51 ium vena viris eadem, que vatiboa olim,

The healthsome berba and flowers aweet, fis
The hweadu he hath divided,
its of Giues in priscon strdg he hath right
wel decided. P % reh

Ingenioq, pari possunt disponere partas
Materias, pedibus si incedunt Carmina certin,
Clandunturg, suis numeris: S turba soronum,
Supplicibus polis est priscos infiare furores,

Sed 3i quod magis est, nosiri sua themata lexank,
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Coosona scriptaris sacris, nec dissona rectis
Moribuy: amenos, sed que cognoscere dores
Virtutis, qoee docent doices colligere fructus.

Bi fictas fabuolas, falsiq. Cupidinis artes

Cam Venare excludunt, (ut docta indigna poesi)
Cor pon censemut celebrandos iure Coronis
Zqualey virtute viros, mqoalibus esse

O ingrata tuia non reddare tante peritis
Praemis, quanta guis dignarunt prima Poetis
Swcula wum lavdes tantan licet addere lingnis
Romanm primum, (que nil tamen attolit vitem
Viile) genmanas, vifan it speroere gemmeas |
Sed vitium boc patrie est & peculiariter Anglis
Cotuenit, externis qucung. feruntur ab oris,
Anteferre snin.  Age oi sic aapitin, Ecce,
Aaglia quos profert flores Gasconis pressit,

B.C. IN POEMATA GASCONI, CARMEN,

Mems geneross solet generosos edere fores,
lacastnmq. wuos, non sinit ire dies:

Hee ton Guaconi lsns est, mercede remota
Mac, friget virtus, heec tibi mificiat,

Heme tibi (seu Belgus tas, Martemq. ferocem,
Seu patriam & Musas) inuiolata comes.

K. . IN EUNDEM CARMEN,

Viomar buins: ef, £, Titulum nomenqg. Pomts,
Lataq, vix potuit, dicere lingus, bane ext:

Mox vba que voluit, libro pon vidit ia ilio,
Maguig. qum fuerst, pars ibi parua fuit,

foim male ait wocio, Martem secreuit amore ?
£0i bene amat pugnat, qui bene pugnal amat,

EIUSDEM DE EODEM.

Qr1 quondam graue Martis opus, sub gente ne-
Militamq, tuli, non vno nomine duram  [fands,
Arma quibus lstabar, Ego Tritonia Pallas,
ego trado arma tibi, & nupc per iuga
Cyathi
Por merum te Hellicona tuns, per Thessala
| e d d ol
nseqnor, mternnmg, sequar, dum ryders mundua,
Dum dens mmpl‘,lc:?o moderamine Coloy
Dirigat, etherensq animas & syders Ceeli.
O que felices calesti nectare mentes
Perfundia, Dinfimg. doces vos dicere Cantus,
2oales Aonias inter celiberrima turbas
Calliopsa cunit, rel gestis Clio loquendis
Nate. (Nouenarum pars ingens Clio sororum.}
Dy reging tois adytis, antrisq. recepto
Cantari vates jnter, diciq. Britannos.

P. W. IN GASCOIGNUM, CARMEN,

Svxr quorum mentes, tenebre, Caligog. turpis
Infuscant, yates qui totigisse timent,

Tu pete Aorentem, facunde Poéta Corollum,
Rxcultis puteat, versibus inte Iocos.
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Qviaquis & hae nostri qoi gandes parte Inboris,
Indicio nobis, contus adesto precor.
Petlege scripte prius, quim pergas scripts probare,
Et bene perlectia, inde videbis opua. .

| Nam nibil in titulum, icoat inspexise libel;,

Si vis muterie sit tibi nota minua,

Nou etepim primé veniunt fundamins rerum,
8ed sunt in voriis, inspiciendn locis,

Perge igitur quo sit pargendum, fine reperto,
fn tenebris tum que dilituére proba,

E. H.IN POEMATA GASCOIGNI, CARMEN

8 quam Romsani lavdetn meeruére Poite
5iq. fuit Graiis debitus +llas hoaos,
&reecin ni guondam vatem suspexit Homerum,
i domitrix magni Roma Maronis opus,
Cur non Gascenil facunds podmata laudat
Angtia? & ad ceeli sydera summa ferat?
Carmica nam cum re, sic consentire videntur,
Egregium & preestans, vt videatur opus,
Dixerit has aliguis Musas nifois esse iocosas,
Et ivuenum facile posse nocere animis,
Nog ita, ni forsan, velit iisdem lisctor abuti,
Non obsont, pura si wodd mente legua,

THE OPINION OF THE AUCTHOR HIM-
SELF AFTER ALL THESE COMMEND-
ATIONS.

Waar neede 1 speske my self, sinee otber sy 10
much ?

‘Who seme to praise these poesies 50, ny if ther wer
none such : ’ ‘

But sure my silly self, &o find therein oo mmell,

Which may deserue such pessing prayse, or seems
Lo tavte so well, {deinge

Thin boone I onely crune, that readers yet will

{If auy weede herein do seeme, his fellow fGowres
to staymne) [they finde,

‘Then resda but others workes, and marke if that

No toyes therein which may dislike, some modest
readers minde?

Reude Virgille Pryapus, or Ouids wanton verse,

Which he about Corinnavs conche, so clerkly can
rehearse,

Reade Faustoes filthy tale, in Arjostoes ryme,

And let not Marots Alyx passe, without impesch
of crime. . {excuss

These things considered well, T trust they will

‘This muze of mine, slthough sbe seem, yuch toyes
somnetimes to vie,

Beleene me Lordings ali, it is & Poetes parte,

To handle eche thing in Iris kinde, for therein lieth
his arte: [lawe,

Lucilling ledde tbe dannce, and Homee made the

That poetes by Ancthoritie, may call (a Dawe) a
Dmwe,

And eke {a bore) a Hore,bat yet in cleanly werdes,

50 that the vice may be rebukt, as though it were
in bourdes: [feute)

This phrase mwmetimes T vse, which (if it bs &

Condempne ot all the rest therfore, that here im
vere is tanght,

—
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BEmell suery potnic right, nnd yoo therein shall
fhod

e,
Fresh Aowres, good hearbes, and bolsome weodes,
to plemse & skilfull minde,
Finix, Tam Marti, qudm Mercurio,
.
HIS VLITMUM VALE TO AMOROUR
VERSE.

Kinpe Emto, aod waotop Thelia,
(W bose name my muze, deuoutly did invoke)
Adieo deare dames, Caliope sings alia,

COMMENDATORY VERSES.

Which are more worth, and smell pol of the
mncke.
dnd if blinde Cupide, chaunce to stryle & wtroke,
I vowe my verse, Apocrypha shatbe,
In silence shutte, that none (but you) may mest.
Finix
Tam Marti, quim Mercurio,

! These lined, and the * Opinion of the Aoethor™
are oot in the edition of Gascoigoe pablisbed
1507, C.





