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LIFE OF GEORGE TURBERYVILE.

BY MR. CHALMERS,

’

T s poet, deacended from a family of considershle note in Dorsetshire, 'was a younger
son of Nicholas Turbervile of Whitchurch, and supposed to have been bomn about the
year 1530, He received his education at Wincl!_egtgs__ school, and became fellow of
New College, Oxford, in 1561; bat left the university without taking a degree, and
resided for some time in one of the i inns of court. He appears to have accumulated a
stock of classical legrning, and to have been well acquainted with moedern langusges.
He formed his ideas of poetry parily oo the classics, and partly on the stuﬂ_y of the
Htalian school. His poetical pursuits, however, did not interfere with more importaut
busivess, as his well-known abilities recommended him to the post of secretary to
Thomas Raidolph, esq. who was appointed queen Elizabeth’s arbassador at the court v
of Russia. Commmme

“While in this situation he wrote tliree poetmal_epmtles to as many friends, Edward
Davies, Edmund Spenser (not the poet'), and Parker, describing the manoners of the
Rumiana. “ These may be seen in Hackluyt's Voyages, vol. 1. p. 384. Afler his return
he was much courted as 2 man of accomplished education and mannérs; and the first
edition of bis Songs and Somnets, published in 1567, seems to have added considerebly
to his fame.” A second edition appeared in 1570, with many sadditions and corrections®,

His other works were, trenslations of the Heroical E‘imtles of Ovid, of which four
editions were printed; and the Eclogues of B Munlu.an, publlbhed in_1567. The only
copy known of this volume is in the royu! library, Wood, who appears to have seen it,
fnforma us that one Thomas Harvey eflerwards translated the same Eclogues, and
wvailed himself of Turbervile’s transhation, without the least acknowledgement. Among
the discoveries of literary historians, it is to be regretted that such tricks are to be traced
to very high antiquity. Avother very rare production of our anthor, although twice

% Sach at toast s Mr. Park’s opiaion, preferable in this inetance to that of Dr. Tanner, and certainly
1 that of Dr. Berkenhout, C. '

? A perfect copy of this edition is very rare, That used on the present occasion wnas obligingly lent
¥y Mr, Hill, There is another ia Trintty College, Cambridge, a presemt from Mr, Capell. (.

YoL, II. PP
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printed in 1576 and 1587, is entitled “ Trwgical Tales, tronslated by Tarbervile, ot
of his troubles, out of Sundrie Italians, with the argument and L'Envoye to ech e’
What his troubles were we are not told, To the latter edition of these Tales v
annexed “ Epitaphs and Sonets, with some other broken pamphlettes and Episiles, m
to certaine of his friends in England, at his being in Moscovia, Anno 1564." Wood b
mistaken this for his * Epitaphs, Epigrams, Songs and Sonets,” from which it taay
differs,
Our author was living in 1504, and in great esteem; but we bave no accoutt of ke
death. Tlhiere appear 1o have been two other persons of both his names, both mtved
- Dorsetshire, and nearly contemporaries; one of whom was 2 commoner of Gloaom
Hall in 1581, aged eighteen, aund the other a student of Magdalen Hall in 1505,
seventeen. Wood was not able to tell which of the three was the author of * Exm,
politic and moral,” which were published in 1608, uor of the * Booke of Fulowrw
and Hawking, heretofore published by G.Turbervile, (ieot. and now revived, cored
and augmented by another hand, Lond. 1611." But the intelligent editor of Pl
Thestrum is of opinion that this work was theé production of our poet, from ity by
commendatory verses prefixed by Gascoigne; and, I may add, that the present collr
tion confinns our poet’'s intimacy with the art of falconry and hawking. The curos
hiographical tract of Wlietstone now printed in this volume before Gascoigne's woky
uotices a production of thut author on hu.nﬁng, which Mr, Park thinks is the @
printed with the ubove Booke of Falconrye, and usuafly attributed to Tarbemi
Besides these, our poet wrote commendatory verses to the works of several of hu av
temporarics®,
Among the ‘¢ Elegant and Witty Epigrams of sir Joha Harrington, 1625, we find b

following Epitaph in commendation of George Turberville, a learned gentienan.

“ When-times were: yet bot rude, thy pen endeavonr'd
Tu polish barbariam with purer siyle:

When tines wer: grosm most old, thy bearl persever'd,
Sincere, and just, unstain'd with gifts or guile.

Now lives thy soul, the’ from thy corpae dissever'd:

- There high in hlisa here clear in fame the while:
To which I pay this debt of due thankagiving:
My pen doth praise thee dead: thine grac'd me living.”

v

Turhervile has a place in these volumes as a sonnetteer of great note in bis ta;
a]lhuugll except Harrington, his contemporaries and successors appear to bave hea
sparing of their praises. It is probably to some adverse critics (liat he elludes by
address to Sycophants, We have seen Gascoigne complain of the Zoilus's of bis tiee

There is a considerable diversity of funcy and sentiment in his pieces; the verst)
praise of the countess of Wanvick are ingeniously imagined, and perhaps ia bs bet
stile, and hjg satirical eflusions, if occasionally flat and vulgnr, are chamctemuc of
age. Many of his allusions, as was then tlie fashion, are taken from the - amusement o
hawking, and these and his occasional strokes on large noses and other p!mﬂ’l "
dundancies or defects, descended afterwards to Shekspeare, and other dramalic ‘"’““‘
He entitles his pieces Epitaphs and Epigrams, Songs and Sonnets, but the reader ¥

3 See Ritson’s Bibliographiz, art. Turbervile. ¢
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reldom recognize the legitimate characteristics of those species of poetry.  His epitaphs
ire mqt_ pathetic_reflection, being stuffed with common lace_raili zinst ' the
‘“muf‘lgif,n&lsgth; and his epigrams are often_congeits without P,?j"l' or, in some
instances, the point is placed first, and the conclusion left ** lame and 1mpolent.” ™ His
lové sonnets, although seemingly addressed to & real mistress, are full of the borrowed
pamion of a translator, and the elaborate und unnatural language of a scholar, The
clasicy in his age began to be studied very generully, and were zo sooner studied than
translated; this relarded the progress of inveotion at a time when the language was .
cerainly improving: and hence among a number of authors who fourished in this-
period, we seldomn meet with the glow of pure poetry. It may, however, he added in
favour of Turbervile, that be seldom trapsgresses against morals or delicacy: it is also
Decesary to apprize his E.ﬂerl that his obsolete words are almost all to be found in
the glossary to Chaucer,




TO

THE RIGHT NOBLE AND HIS BINGULAR GOOD LADY,
 LADY ANNE, COUNTESSE WARWICK, &c.

GEORGE TURBERUILE WISHETH INCREASE OF HOﬂOR AND ALL
GOOD HAPPES.

Al at what time (Madame} I rst published this fond and slender treatise of Somets, [ made bolda
with you in dedication of #0 vnworthy a booke to 80 worthie a Ladie: #0 haue I now also robde my
browe and wiped away al shame in this respect, sdnenturing not to cease, hut to increase my former
fellie, in wdding moe Sonets to those I wrole before. S0 much the more sbusing in mine owns cons
ceite your Ladishippes pacience, in that [ had pardon before of my rash attempt. But see {Illl.damd)
what presumptien reignes io retchlesse yonth. You accepted that my fGrat offer of honomble apd
meere curtesi, and [ thereby encouraged, blusb not L procede to the lyke trade of follie, al
hoping for the like acceplance at yoar hands, which if it should faile me (as I bope it shall not Fuile)
then shonld | hereafter not once so much ax dare to set pen to Paper for feare of controlment med
check, which bowe grieuous it is to a youg man nowe (as it were) but lasting with his lippe the brim
of learnings fountaine, and saluting the Muses at the docre and thresholl, neyther i= your Ladiskip
ignorsunt, and | my selfe presume to know, Wherfore as I baue { Madame) by a little enlarging thia
Booke, enlarged ot & little my follie: 80 is my humble sute to you a little to inlarge your bounteouy
cortesie. 1 meane in well accepting the increase of these my follics, proceding not so much vpon
any light affection, as desire to acknowledge a greatsr dutie. - It shall not ba lung (I hope) but that
my hapde shall steke in some part tbe vequitall of your bountye by sume better deuise, though not
more learned treatise.  But what shoulde I stand vpon terms,af skill? kuowiog that it is not the worke
that your Ladisbip doth 50 much regarde ns the Writer, ueither the worthinesse of the thing, as the
good will end meaping of the deviser theredf, offering bia dulie in such wise as best auusweves his
abilitie and power, For ax if subiectes shoulde haue respect more to the Foworthineae of soch things
as they giue their Princes, than regard the worthie mindes and good natores of their Sonereignes in
well sccepting suich stender trifles at their vamels handes, they should quite be discouraged from euer
offering the like and sleuder giftes: so if I shoulde cast an éie rmther 1o the hasenense of my Booke,
than acepunt of your Noble nature and accustomed cartesie in well receyuing the same: neither
should I herwtofore enholdned my eelfe 30 farre ns to haue offred you this trifiing trestise, nor now
haue the bart Lo aduenture nnew, afthongh somewbat purged of his former faults and scapes. 1
¢annot lemue to molest your noble eies with survey of my rush compiled toyes. It may pleass your
Ladyship to wey my well meaning heart, at what time occusion, minislers you the perusing of my
booke, and this to deeme, that desire alone to manifest my dutie to you, was the onely cause of thia
mY enterprize. Which done, I haoe at this tim¢ no more 1o trouble your Ladiship, but ending my
Epintle, to craue the Gods your happie presergation of present Houor, and luckia increase of blersed
happes in all your life.
Your Ladishipe daily Orator

GRORGE TURBERUILE,
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Hut thoo that vewste this stile with stayd brow,
Maurke erie worde, unjoint eche Verse of mine,
Thy judgement | and ceasure will allow,

Nor once will seeme for mncoar to repine:

Thou ait the man whose sentance I expert,

1 scorne the scoffer of Zoylls shamafli scet.
FINIS

e———

IN FRAYSE OF THE RENOWMED LADIE
ANNE, LADIE COWNIESSE WARWICKE.

Wurn nature fint in haode did take,
The Ciay to frame this Countease coree
The earth & whife she did fonake,

Atd was campelde of verie force

With mowlde in hunde Lo Hee to Skies,
To ende the works she did denies.

The Guds that tho! in copnsell sate,
Where halfe amazde (agninet their kiode}
To ww 30 weere the atoule of state
Dmme Nature utande, that was aasignds
Agrong hir worldly Impes to wonne,

As sne nntil! that day hod dopme.

First Jove began: what (Daoghter doemw)
Hath made theo seorue thy Pathers wiil?
Why due | see thee {Natare) beere,

That oughtst of dutie to fuidll
Thy undertuken churge at homes
What makes thee thus abroade to rome?

Disdainfull Tame, bow didet thou dere
Bo retchlesse to depart the grownde,
That is alotted to thy sbare}

{And therewitha!l hiy Gudhond frownde}
I «ill (quoth Natare) cut of bande
Declare the cause 1 Bed the Inhde,

I undertocke of late » peece
Of Clay & femturde face 10 frame,
To mateh the courtly Dames of Greece
That for their beoutie beare the name:
But {Oh good Pather) now I see
This worke of mine it will nat bee.

Vicegerent since you mee assignde
Below in Earth, and gaue me lawes
Oo mortal Wightes, und witide that kinde
Shonld make and murre, ss she mawe chuse:
Of right {1 thinke) 1 may appeais
And crave your help in this to denle,

When Joue saw how the cuse did stande
And that the worke was weil begunne,
Hee prayde to have the helping hande
Of other Godn till he had danne:

With willing roindes they afl agreade
And set upon the clay with speede.

Firat Jove eche limme did well dispos
And makes & cresture of the Clay:
Next Ladie Venus she bestowes
Hir gatlant giftes a4 bert she mey,
From face to foote, from top to toe
Bhe 1t no whit ontoucht to goe,

When Venus hud dopne what she ¢coulds
in making of hir carkas hmue,
‘Ther Pallas thought she might be bolde
dmogg the resst & share to bane,

! Thea.

A pamsing wyt shoe did coummye
Into this passing peece of elaye.

Cf Bacchus shee no member bd
Saue Gngers fime and fente to mow,
Her hend with beare Apolio clad
That Gols hed thooght Bt wolde to bee:
Bo glistring wan the tresse fn sight
Of this pew formde and featurde wight.

DAane held hir pence a xpace
Untill those otber (ode had donoe:
At Iast {qnoth she } in Dian chame
Wyih Bawve iu hande this Nymph shall romw,
And chiefe of all my Noble traine
T wili this Virgin entertaine.

Then jovfull Juno came and syde
Since you to bir so friendly are,
1 doe appoint this Noble Mayde
To match with Mars hix pcre’for warTe:
She shall the Cowntesse Warwick bee
And yeeld Diana's Dowe Lo mee.

When to so good effect it come
And every member had his grace,
There want-d nothing bat a ame:
Be hap was Mercurie then in place,
That sayde: pray you all agree
Pairdora graunt hir onme Lo bee,

For siues your Godhends forged hawe
With ons assent this Noble Dame
And eche tn hir & viertoe gave,

This terme agreeth to the same:
The Gods that heard Mercurins tedl
Thiz tale, did lyke it pussing well. [

Reprrt oms Summoamde then in hast
And willde to bring his Trumpe in hande
To blowe therewith a sounding blast :
That might be hewed throngh Brutus lande = '
Pamdors streight the Trumpet blewre !
That eche this Cowntesse Warwicke kewe.

O siedie Nutare bome to puine, I
O wofull wreiched kinde {1 s=y) '
That to forsake tbe soile were faine
To make this Cowntesss cnt of Claye:

Bat ob most friendly Gode that woolde
Youchsafe 1o set your bamds (0 mowide,

THE ARGUMENT

T0 THF WROLE DiiOURIE AND TREAYTRN
MLLOWING,

By sodaine sight of mnacqualated shape
Tymetes foll in love with Pymdam,

Whose beautie furre excellde Sir Puris rape,
That Poots clewpe the famous Helena,

His fiame at Bret he durst aot to displays,
For feare he should offended Pyndam:

But couert kapt his torments macy a dayw,
As Paris did from worthie Felens.

At leogth the Conle o ferio redds bacame, 1
Of him that so did fancie P!

That fuming smoke did wrie the hidden faee
To bir that farre suoesded Helena, '
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W hich when shee waw, shee sesmde with friend-y_
"I'o like with him that iyked Pyndam: [eye

And made a5 thouzh she - would eftzoone applye
"X'o him, as to hir guest did Helens.

Tymetes (louing man) then boped well,
Apd moouie his sute w Ladie Pyndam:

He plyde his Peune and to his wrytiog fl,
A nd sude ai did the wan to Helega

Within & while Jdispayring wretched Wight
He fourd his Lune (the Ladic Pyadure)  [light

S0 straunge, and coyis, as though she tooke de-
"Fo paioe hir friend, as did fire Helena

Arnother time liir cheere wan such Lo see,
That poore Tymetes hopte that Pyndara

Wouuld yeelde hun grace: Bot long it would not
‘Shee kept sloofe ns did Darne Helena. [bre,

“Thun twixt dispaire and hope the doubtiull man
Loang space did live that loned Pvodara,

To wofull plight: At iast the Nvmnph begen
To qoite bis loue a3 did faire Helenw.

Then joved hee, and cheerefull ditties made
In prayee of his atchived Pyndara:

But swie [Qod wote) his pleasare went to
Another touke to wife this Heleon, [ginde,

Thus cuer a3 Tymetes bad the canss
Of ioy or smart, of confort or refuse:

He glad or griefull woxe, and encr drawes
Hia present state with Peone a3 bere ensues.

—mii——

TO 4 LATE 4C2UAINTED FRIEND.
Ir Vulcan durst presums ot
that was & Encoff to sev, -
And srake ¥ith Hommer on the Stithe

a cunning Smith to ber,

Whote chiefe and whole delight
wan aye to frye at Porge,

And listen to that metodie
Bmithen norrowes to disgorge:

‘M Tulean durst (1 saye)
Dume Venus to aszaile

That was iha worthvste Wight of all,
if witnease may prevaile:

Then muy you mose the lesse 4 b
though fnsie foree mee wright ?
T'o you u second Veaus {friende) ? ¥

and Helen in my sight

For what he sawe in hir
& Onddemse by hir kinde,

That I in you (my chosen friend)
and somewhat else doe Anda.

And sa that sillic Bmyth
by Cupid war procurds

To fawoe oo hir, v whome jn fios
tree Artrely was ansnrde;

flo by pone other mesnes
my sooses are in thrall,

Bat by procnrement of the (ol
that gopquem Gods sad wi.

SONGES AND SONETS.

T'is hee that makes mee bolde,
t'in hee thal willes me sue

To thee (wy late acquainted frienda)
loues torments to eschoe.

Nout too this dey was seene
that any durst rebeil

Or kicke at Cupid Prince of Lous,
as antique Pocts tell:

But rather would with free
and vucoacted itinde

Apie te plesse in any case
what so the God assignde,

What neede I here displaye
the spuylen by Cupid wogoe?

Not I, but yon {my Riende) woulde faint
ere halie the tale were donoe.

His Banner doth declare
what hearts haue bene subdude:
Where they are all in Sabeliy set
with blouvd and gore imbrude,

Not mightie Mars a'one,
ovor Hercules the stoute:

But other Gmls of greater state,
there standing in a route,

There may you plainely oes
how Juue wae once a Swanne,

Ta lure faire Leda to his lust
whea raging Luue begunne.

Fome other whon & Bull,
spme other time a shuwrs

Of golden drops: as wheo he copde
the ciosed Nuune in tosre,

Apollos Loue appeares
and eucr will be knowne,

Anlong as Lawrell leaues shall lnst,
and Daphoes brute be blowne.

May brainsick Bacchus brag
of buast himselfe as free?

Kui I, but Arysdoss crowne
thewea him in lowe to bea

Since these and otber mo
that Guds were made by kinde
Might not auoide that guilefoll God
that winged is and blinda:

Should I hane hope to scape
by force, or else by flight,
That in respect of those his thralls
am of go slender mighi ?

As they did yeelde to Loue
fur feare of Cupids yre:

Even s0 am T hecome his thrull
by foree of flaming fyre.

What time | firat displayde
mioe eyes Ypon thy face,

(That dotb allure eche lookers boart)
I did the P. imbrace.

And since that time 1 feele
within my hreast such ioye,

An Paris nener felt the lyke
when Helen was at Troye.
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How coulde so barmaine soyle
bring furth so good a2 Grefle,

To whom the reast that seeme good Corne
are in respect but ChaeHe?

{O God} that Cupid wonlde
vpon thy bremst bestowe

1lis golden shaft, that thou the force
of tiking loue mightst knowe.

Then should T stande in hope
and well assured hee,

That thou wouldst be as friendly (P.}
w3 I am now to thee,

Whome (tyll thy friendship fayle,
and plighted Hest doe swarue) -

I vaunt and vowe by mightie foue,
with heart and bande to sarue.

My senaes ail take heede,
and yee niy wittes beware
That you attentice be an bir
and for uone other care.

You eyes that woonted were
light foning lookes to cast,

I giue comnaundment on hir hue
that yee be apkred fast.

Mirve eares admit no sounde
oe womans woords at all:

He shutte against such Syrens Songes
repleate with larcking gall,

Tongue see that thou be tyde,
and v=e no wanton stile:

By lawe of Loue I thee coniure
such fonde tuyes to exile.

Legges looke that yee be lame
when you should reache a place
To take the vewe of Venus Nymphes
P. benutie to deface.

For such & one is shee
whore [ would will you serue,
A3 to be plaste for Pullas neere
for wisedome may deserue.

$o constant are hir lockes
and eake 50 chast= & face:
As if that Lucrece living were,
shee Lucrece would disgruce.

So modest s hir mirth
it every time and tyde,

As they that prick most nearste of all
their shiterde shafts are wyda

Puuse Pen awhile therefore,

. snd v= thy woonted meane:

For Boceas hruine, and Chaucers fuifl
in this were foyled cleane, N

Of both: might neither bomat
if they did line againe:

For P, would put them to their shifls
to Pen hir vertues plaipe.

Yot one thiog will [ veunt
and after make an ende,

That Momua can not for his Jyfe
deuise one ite to wende.

Thus to conclude at length,
see thiou (my friend) perrse

This sfender verse, till leysore sere
sbrode to bring my Muse,

For then you shall perceive
hy that which you shall see,

That yor haue made your chuyce ma well
s { by choolog P.

THE 1QUER

EETOLLETH THE BINGOLAR BEAUTIE OF NI
LaADYE.

Ler Myron muse at Natures passiog Toight,
And guite rewigne his pieuish Painters right;

For sure hee can uot frane hir featunde shape
That for hir face excrtls the Grrekishe rape.

Let Zenxis Grapes not make him proude at al,
Though Fowies for them did »kyr amminst & wak:
For if hee should assay my Loue to paint,

His Art wouid fayle, his cunning fet woukd faist.

Let Praxitell presume with Pencill rde
Basr things to blaxe the people to delade:
Hir featunte limmes to deawe let bim pot dare
That with the fayre Disns may compure,

Though Venus forme Apelles made so wedl,
As Greece did judge the Painter to excell:
Yet It not that enhelde the Greeke 1o prave
Hir shepe, that beguties prayse dererues to bane

Por Nature when shee thade hir, did enteads
To pwint 6 twecn that no roan might amende:
A paterne for the reast that after shoulde
Be made hy hande, or ¢sst in cunping moukde,

THE LOUVER

DECLARETH HOW FIRIT HE WAl TALEN AFND
ENAMOURED BY THE SIGHT OF HIS LADIE ,

I THaT bad never earst ('
the craft of Cupid tride, ‘..-.‘-L

Ne yet the wylie wanton wayes i
of Ladie Vepus spide,

But spent my time in sporte
as youth is woont by kinde,

Nut foreing Fancies pinching powre
that other Wights did hlinde:

By fortune founde a Face
that likte my beart go wil,
As by the sodaine vewe thereof
to fanciex frame I fell.

No sooner had mine eyes
vpon bit beautie stayde,

But Wit ard Will withoot respect
were altogither wayde.

Unwarely 30 was none
in such a snare before:

The more [ pazde vpoz bir face,
I lyke my Loue the more,

"Porthwith I thought my heart

oute of his ronme was rapte:
And witts {that woonted were to wayts
on Rewson) wern [ntraple.
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Downe by mine eyes the stroke
descenled to the harte:

Which Cupid neuer crasde before
by foree of Guiden darte,

My bloud that thought it bounds
his Maisters part to take,

Mo lunger durst abide abrode,
but outwarde limmes forsake,

‘When it bad bene in hreaat
snd froatye colde dismayde:

It hasted from the heart agnine
axternall parts to ayde.

And brought with it such henta
an did inflame the face,

Distayning it with Scarlet redds
by mshnesse of the race.

And since that time I feele
such panguer and inwarde Gtts,

As pow with hape, and then with feare
encombred mre my witts,

Thus must I Myser live
till shee by friendly ruth

Doe pitle mee bir loouing thrail
whose deedes shall trie his truth

Thrise luckie was the daye,
thrise happie eske the place,

And yee (mine eyes) thrise blessad wern
that lighied on hir faze. ‘

If | in fine may force
hir pittie by my plaint:

I shall in cunningate verse [ may
hir waorthie prayee depaint.

Thereis ene thing makes mee ioy
and hids me thinke the hest:

Thbat cruel) rigor can not Indge
where Beautie is pussest.

And sure mlesse she salue
and he=ale thia cankred wounds
By yeeldiug grace, it must in time
of force my corps confounde,

For long it may not last
that in such anguisb Iyes:
Extreames in no case can endure
ay Sages did deuise.

No Tyger gane bir Teate,
she it no Lyons whelpe:

Mo was she brad of cruell rockes,
por will rencunce ta helpe

Sach as she paynes with love,
and doth procure to wo:

She is not ortlw Currish kyode,
hir natore is wot Bo.

NA———

L

MAISTER GEORGE FIIS SONET OF THE
PAINES OF LOUE,

Two lines shell tell the griefe,
that 1 by loue enxtaine:

I barne, | Aame, | faint, | freezs,
of Hell 1 fecle the peine.

SONGES AND SONETS. L1}

TURHERUILE'S AUNSWERE AND DIVITCH TO TME
BAME.

Two lines shall teach you bow
to purchase loue anewe:

Let reason rule where Loue did raigae
apd ydle thoughts eachawe.

AN EFPITAPH ON THE DEATH OF DAME
ELYZABETH ARHUNDLE,

Hzre graned is a gond and godly wight,
That yeelded hath hir cynders to the soyle,
Whe ran hir race in vertues tylt aright

And never hul at Fortunes hande the foyle:
The guide was (od whome shee did aye encue,
And Vertue was the marke wherest ahe thrue.

Descending of a honse of worthie fameo
Shee linckt at length with onr of egall state,
Who though did chaunge hir fist and former
name,
Did nol enforee hir virtues to rebate:
For Dannat shee [lame Arundel wus hight,
Whose Feere was knowne to be a worthy Kuight,

Hir beautie T not hlaze ne brute at all,
{Though with the best she might therin compare)
For that it wes to age ond fortune thrall:

Hir thewes I touch which were 50 passing rare,
As beine eartht nod reft hir vitnl breath,
Hir chiefest part doth line nod conquer death.

Let Spite not apare to sproke of hir the warst,
Let Envie feede upon hir godiy life,
Let Rancour rage, let Hatreds bellie burst,
Tet Zoill now unsheath his cutting knife:
For death hath closde hir corse in marble graue,
Hir soule is fled in Skies his sexte to haue

Trt Leyster laugh that such a Mirroor bred:
Iet Matrons mourne for losse of their renowne,
Let Cornwall crie since Dannat now is ded,

Let Vertue eke doe on hir mouming gowne:
For she in reft that was at Vertues beck
Whome Fortune had no power to giue the check.

f—orn

TO PIEROC OF PRIDE.

Frizxp Piero, Pride infects a friendiy minde,
The haughtie nre pursued with deadly hate:
Wherefore eschue the provde and Pencochs kinde
Thal greedie are to sit on stoole of state:

The lowly hart doth winne the loue of al),

But Pride at last is aure of shamefull Rll.

PIERO TO TURBERIILE.

Gooo is the couneell (Turberuile) yoa giwe
It is » verlue rare well to sdnise,
But if yonr selfe in Peacocks sart doe live
Men may deeme you are not perfite wise:
Whose chiefest point in met consisteth aye,
Well doing farre excelleth well to mye,



L.

PERSE IN PRAYSE OF LORDE HENRIE
HOWARDE ERLE OF S8UKREY.

Wit thoald T speaks in praise of Surreys akil
Untease I had & thousand tongues at will?

Nu one s sbie to depaint at full,

The flowjog foaptaine of bis secred skull.

Whose Penne approouds what wit be had i mue

Wheresuch & si]:j]lmp grus,

Eche worde in place with such » slaight is comebt,
&mmm.
Az Pillas seemde within his noble breast

To haue soiounde, and bene & dayly guest.

Our mather 4t A L. hath gol.wuch light,

AN tuder ype is bunisht quight:
roue him oot for that Be wrought,

For Fame thereby and ndlhing else he sought.

‘What thoagh higye 2 t?
Yet was his bonuvurs life a pe of hght,
4 mymrour he the aigple saxt to trjne, |

&t ever b nte his brayne for Britace gaine,
By him the Nobles had their vertues blazde,
When spifeful death their honors liues had mzde,
Eche that in tife had well deserved avghe,

By Surreys meancs an epdies Fame hath caoght
To quite his boone and aye we:l meaning miode,
Whereby he did his Sequell seeme to hinde:
Though want of okill to silence me procures,

I write of bim whose fame for sye endures,

A worthie Wi.kt, s Nobie for kis mce,

A learned 1ord that had an Esries place.

_—

OF TALOUSIRE.

A mrRAUEGE disense, 1 griefe exceeding grest,
A wan to haue his heart in Axme iorolde,

In wort that he can neuver choose but aweat,
And feele hin feets benumda with frostie colde.
No doubt if he coptinue in this beate,

He wili become a Couke bereafter vlde,

O such diseases such ia the effect,

And this in bite we may fail well suspect

10 HI8 LADIR,

TRAT BY HAF WHEN HX KINEID ATR AWD
MADE HIR LIPPE BLEBDE, CONTROLDE HIMN
AXD TOOKE DISDAINE.

. Discitaror thy dole,

Thou mubtile soale, ~.
it stapndes in litele steeda

To curmn the kisss

Thet cammer ia 2 >

‘Thy chirrie lippa doth bleads.

Thy boad ssconds
To meke umends
‘Por domage thon bast doome :
Por by the same
I felt & Bame
More scorchiog than the Sanne.

Thou refist my harta
By secret Arte,

My sprites were qoite subdade:
My 3enses fimd

. And I was ded,

Thy lippes were scarce imbrude,

Ly Soakliers may for seruice doue,

if they &

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

The kime waz thine,
The kurt was wioe, '
My bart felt all the paine:

Twas it that hled

And lockte so red,
I talt thee ooce sguine,

But if you long
To wreake your wrong
Upon your friendly fo:
Cote kinse againe
And put to paine
The man that hart you s,

MAYSTER GOOGE HIS SONRT.

Accusa oot God if fansie fouda

doe woue thy foolishe braine

To wayle for loue, for thou thy selfa

art ¢ause of all the paine.

TURBERVILE'S AUNIWARRE-

Nor Ood {friend Googe) the looer blames

ax worker of his woes:

But Cupid that bis ferie famey

10 fruntickly bestowes

]
" 4 COMPARISON

OF THE LOCERS EITATE WITH THE SOULIMOGES

PAINEFUL LYFE. -
-

and labours long suatainde,

For weario waich, and perils past,

and srmes with armour painde:

For push of pike, for holbers stroke,

for standing in the fronk,
t rewarde {I my}
for byding hattayles brant:

Then what shall Cuapids Captaines craue,

what recompense desire,

That warde the day, and wake the night

consumde with fretting Are?

No roome of rest, no time of truce,

no pleading for o

When Capid soundes bis wurlike Trompe,

the fight will nener cense.

Firrt yoo shall s the shiveriog shafts

erd view the thirled darts

Whick from their ties they cast by coursa

to pierce their enmiey harts,

But if the Fos doe stande aloofe

{wx is the Looers guise}

Ther Cancos with their crad] coacks

us thicke a3 thunder fllas.

Sweete wordes in place of powder staade

by force which thinke to win,

That louing loockes of jate had [oat

when fight did first begin,




But on the breast to beare the brunt
and keepe them from the bart,

A wure and privie sote is worne
repeiling pellets smart.

They top their eares aguinst Lhe mncl,
which is the surest shielde

Apgsinut the dreadful shot of wordes
that thoussndes had begailde.

Bat when Cupidisns fatly see
Dor gunpe, nor bowe prevaile,
Then they begin their friendly foes
with other fight ¢ ansaile.

Then set the dashardes drend aside
ard to the wallet they Tun,

As thongh they would subdowe the Portm
or ere the fight begun,

Forthwith the scaling Laddery come,
and to the walien are set,

Then sighs and sobbes begin to clime,
bat they are quickly med .

m Cupid and his Souldiers all
the sharpe vepulse sustaine:
Whome Beanty batters from the walles
whose Captaine §s Disduine,

“When all wre gooe snd yeelde it loat,
sommes Hope and whot Desire,

To sct where they can haue'the hap
to ot the Port a fAre.

But naught preuailes their lingring Bght
they can not Begutie win:

Yet doe they skirmish still habinda
in bope to enter in.

Atlength when Beautie doth perceyve
those scldiers are po true,

“That they will nevsr from the wallos
tiil they the holde pubdae:

Ehe callen for Pittie for the kqel
snd hjds hir [et them in:

Io hope they will be true to hir
aa they to Loue bad bin.

The gates no soner are unloeht,
but souldiers all retire:

And enter into Beauties Forte
with Hope und bote Desire,

Now judge by this that | have wmide
of these two fightes aright,

Which is the gresiast toyle of both
when warlike Teats are pight.

¥or Mars his men sometitne haue ea,
and from their battare blin:

But Cupids sonldiers suer serue
ul! they Dame Bosuliv win.

——
THE LOUER
AGATEST ONE THAT COMPARER WIN MIFTRENSE
WITH HIs BADE.

A manWmEsh to compure
the Pipler with the Piue,

‘Whereof the Mariner makes hia 2ast
and hanges it all with lize.

EPITAPHES, EPIGRAMS, SONGES AND SONETS.

A follie to preferre
s Lampe before the Sunne,

Or brag that Balam's lumpish ease
with Bacephsll shull ronos,

Then ceass for shame to raust,
and crowe io emking wise

Of bir that least destrues to hame
hir beauties fame arisa.

Thon foolish Dame bewars
of haughtie Peacorks pride:
The fruite thereof in former aga
hath sundrie Limes besn tride.

Arachne can expresse
how angrie Pullas wns,

When shee in needle worke would sskme
the Heauenly Wight to pases,

The Ipider showes the apite
that she {good wench) abid,
To token of hir pride shee banges
&t Toofe by rutten thrid,

No foode she hath allowde
lesse Fortune sende the Flie:
The Cobweb is hir coatly Gouch
appointed hir to lie.

With venim raock and rile
hir wombe is like to barst,

A tokexn of hir inward hxte
and hewtie minde nt furst.

Acd thou that surely thinkst
thy Ladie to excell,

Example take of others harme
for judgement thut befell:

When Pan the Pastors prime,
and Rex of rustick route,

To passe Apallo in bis pley
uwod Masick went abouts :

Monnt Twolus was the Jodge
that there the ruvome pomsest,
To giue his verlite for them both
which attered Musick best.

First came the Rustick forth
with Pipe aod puffed bag,

Tbat made his eien to mnoe [iko streames,
and both his lips to wag.

The noyse was aomewhat rude
axd Tagged to the eure:

The simplest inen alive would gems
that pieviah Pan was there.

Then Phoehua framnde his frets,
ahd wrested aK his pinnes,

And on his ¢uricus strings to
the skilfull God beginpes.

So pussing was bis play
as made the trees to daunce,

And stubborn Rocks in deepest wales
far gladsome oy to praunce,

Amphyon blusht aa ved
&5 any glowing flame:

And Orpheus durst not shew his face,
tut bide hin head for shame.

~




500 ' TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

Yoeugh quoth Tmolus the,
my judgement is that Pan
May pipe among the ruder sort
that Jittle Musick can.

Apollos playe doth passe
of all that ere I hearde:
Wherefore (as reason is) of mee
the Loter is preferde,

Meanwhile was Mydas prest
nct pointed Tudge in place:
But (lyke adolt that went about
Apollo to deface)

Toahe Tmolus, tushe quoth hee,
Pan hath the better skill:

For hee the emptie bagge with winde
and strowling blast doth All

Apollo 'wagges his icints
and maker a jarring sonnde:
Lyke pleasure is not in the Lute
#s in the Bugpipe founde,

No sooner had hee spoke
those witlesse wordes and sed,
Put Pheebus graft on Asses cares
vpoo his beastly bed,

In proof of judgement wroog
that Mydea did maintaine,
He had a paire of sowsing sares
to shilde hir from the raine.

Wherefore {my Friend) take heede
of afterclaps that fali:

And deeme oot hir a Desrling that
deseroes no prayse at all.

Your udgement is beguilde,
your Senses suffer shame :

That so doe seeke to blaze hir armes,
amd to aduaunce hir famre.

Let bir go hate hir head
in lothsome furching muoe,

Por crabbed Crowfgole marres hir face
and quite distaines hirbue,

[EIPRSRE
[

THE LOUER

T0 A GENTLEWGMAN, THAT AFTER GREAT PRIEND-
SHIP WITHOUT DEBART OR CAUME OF MISLYK-
1IN0, REFUSED H1M. .

Hace you uot heard 1t long ago
of cunning Fawkeners tolde,
Thet Hauke which loue their kepers Cal
" are woorth their weight in Qolde ?
And auch as knowe the luring voice *
of bim that feedes them etili :
Anil peuer rangle farre sbrode
against the Kcepers will,

Doe farre exceede the haggarde Havke -
that stoopeth to no etale :

Nor forceth on the Lure awhit,
but mounts with euery zale ¢

Yes, yem, I knowe you know it well,
and 1 by proufe have tride,

That wilde sud haggard Hawken are worse
than such as will abids,

Yet i there eke another kinde,
farte worser than the rest:

And those are they that die at check,
and sloupe to euerie gest

They leaus the lawe that nature tanght
and rhunoe their wonted kinde,

In fleeing after euerie Foule
that mounteth with the winde,

You koow what T doe meane by this,
if not, give eare n while:

And 1 shall shewe you my conceite
in plaipe and simple stile,

You were sometime a gentle Hawke,
and woont to feede on fist:

And kpew my luring voice right well
and would repaire at list.

I eould no pooner make a beck
or token with my hand,

Hut you would quickly judge my will
and how the case did stand,

Rut now you are become 1o wylde
and rammage to be zecne,

Anv though you were 4 hinggard Hawke
your maners alired cleene.

You pow refuse to come Lo fist,
you shun my wonted call ; °

My luring iliketh not your eare,
you force mee not at all.

You flee with winges of often chaunge
at random where you please:

But that in time will breede in yon
some fowle and fell disease.

Liue Jike a haggard siill therefore,
nnd forno laring care:

For ben (I sce) contents thy minde
at wishe and will to fare,

S0 some perbaps will live in hope
at length to light on thee,

That earst reclaimde 0 gentle werte
and louing birde to mee.

But if thou chaonce to fll to cheek,
and force on erie fowle,

Thou ahalt be worse detested then,
than is the nightish Owle.

This counsell take of him that once
did keeps thee at his beck:

But now giues up in open field
for feare of Blthie check,

—
THE LOUER

OBTAYNING HIS WISHE BY ALL LYNEL Yoy,
¥ET ROT ABLE TO ATTAINE MI% DEMEE, COM-

FARES HIMAELF TU TANTALDY.

Of Tantalus plight,
The Poets wright,
Complayning
And fayning
In sorrowfull sownding songes:
Who feeles (they saye)
For Apples gaye
Such payning
Not gayning
The fruita for which hee longes :
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For when hee thinkes to feede therone,
The fickle Auttring Tree is gone:
And sll in vaive hee hopes to haue
bin fagine to expeil
The Aitting fruite that luokex to braue
and likes his eie so well
And thas kis hunger doth increase,
And hee can neuer finde releage,

Aswant of Meate
Doth niake him freste
With raging
And gazing,
To catch the fruite that flees :
Euse 8o for drythe
The Miser crythe,
Not swaging
But waging,
¥or licour thet he sees:
For to bis painefall parched moath
The long desired water fouth,
And when he gapes full gredilie
unthriftie thirst to stake,
The river wasteth spredilie,
tod awaywande goes the Take:
That al the licour from his lips
Avnd dryed chaps away it slips.

This kind of paine
Doth he sustaize
Not ceaxing
Iberensing,
His pittifull pining wo:
Iu plenties place,
Devcide of grace,
Relersing
Or ceasing -

‘The pangs that pincd him a0
Of all the fretting fits of Hell
This Tantals torment is most felt :

For that the veast can haue ne hope

their freedome to attaine,

And he hath graunted hiocn such scope

a5 makes the Myser faine:
But all for naught in fine it serues,
For be with dryth and bunger sieruss.
Euen so fare 1
That s a1 nie
My plemsure,
My treasure,
As | might wishe tohee:
And haue at will
My Ladie still
At lessure,
In measure,
As weil it Iyketh mee.
“The amorous blyacks flee to and fro,
‘With sugred wordew that make = show
That fansie in wel] plessde withall
snd Andes itvelfe content =
Eehe other friendly friend doth call
and eche of u¥ consent :
Aud thus we eeeme for to possesse
Eche others hart and haue redresss

We coll, we chip,

We kiswe with lip,
Delighted,
Fequighted,

© And merely spend the day :
The tales I tell
Are fancide well,
Recited,
Not spited,

" Thus weares the time away.
Looke what 1 like shee doth imbmee,
Ske giues good eare vote my case

And yeeides mee lawfull libertie
To framme my dolorus plaint,
To quite hir friend from jeopardie
Whome Cupid hath attaint:
Respecting nought ot all his welth
. Hut seeking meane to woork his helth.

1 seeme to haue
‘The thing I craue,
Shee barres vot,
Shee inrves not,
But with  verie good will
Shee heares my sute,
And for the frute
Shee warres not,
But dares not
To let mee feede my £ll.
Shee would (T know) with haart agres,
‘The fault is neyther in hir nor mes,
I dare suowe fuli willinglie
shee would consest thereta,
And gladly would mes remedie
to banish awsy oy wo:
Lo thus my wish 1 doe posmease,
And am = Tantal neythelessn .

For though I atande
Ard touch with bands
Allured,
Procured,
The Sainct I doe dewire: §
And may be bolde
For to enfolde,
Assured,
Iodured,
Tue Corps that 1 require:
Yet by no meanes mey L attaine
To beue the fruite [ would so faine
To ryd mee from extremitie
and ¢Tuell oppressing care,
Fuen thur with Tantals penaltie
ty destnie may compare:
Who theugh endure exceasiue baine,
Yet mine is pot the least of twaine.

———

THE LOUER

TO THE TENE OF LONDON TO FAUOR HIS LADIE
PAMING THEREON,

Throv stately Streame that with the awelling Tide

Gainst Londom walles inceasantly dost hexte,

Thou Tems (1 say) where harge and hote doth
ride,

And snowhite Swans do fish for nesdefull mente :

When so my Lous of force, or plessure shall
Flit on thy Aoad as castome is 1o do:
Seeke not with dread hir cournge to appall,
But calme thy tyde, and smoothly let it go:
As shee may oy, arrbade to siker shore,
To passe the pleassnt streame shee did before.
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To weltrs vp and surge in wrathfull wise,
{ As did the fioud where Helle drenched was,}
Would but procare defume of thee to rise:
Wherefore let &l such rathlerse rigor passe,
Bo wish I that thou mayst with bending side
Haue powre for aye in woouted Goulfe to glide.

—
TQ HIS RING

GIUEN TO HI§ 1LADIE, WHEREIN WiS GRAUVEN
THAI$ YERSE.

MY HEART IS YOURS.

Teovem thon {my Ring) be smalf,
and siender be thy price:

Yet hast thou in thy compasse coucht
w Louers true device

And thoogh wo Rubie redde,
ne Turkesss Srimme thy toppe,
Nor other Tuell that commends
the golden Valcans shoppe :

Yet mayst thou boldely vaunt
and meke a trus report

For mee that am thy Mayrter yet
in such & sembjant sort,

That aye {my beart iy hirs)
of thee | aske'no more: .

My Pen and [ will shew the resst,
which yet I keeps in store.

Be mindefull of thy charge,
and of thy Maysters cane:
Forget vot that {my heart ia hiny}
though [ be pot io place.

‘When thu hast tolde thy tale
which is but short and sweete :
Then let my Lous coniect the reant

till she mnd I dow mexte,

For as (my heart s hirs)
#o shall it be for mye:

My beart, my hand, my life, my limmes
are hire till dying day,

Yes when the spirite gives vp
and bodie bregthes his last,
Bay naythelesse (my leart is hirs}
when life and &l! is past,
Sit fast to hir finger,
But doe thou not wring her.

THE DISPAIRING LOUER

CRAUIS BITHER MEACIE TX TIME AT HIS LADYEY
HANDS, OR CRUELL LEATH.

Like as the fearefull Panle
within the Faweons foute
Dotk yeelde himn selfe to die,

and wees nope uther boote;

Euen 80 dread T {my Deare)
least ruth in thee will want,

'To mee that om thy thrali,
whe fearing death doe pant.

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

So fast I sm in Gyoe
within yoar Beauties Gayle,
As thence to make & breach
DG exgin May preuayle

The heart within my hreast
with trembling feare doth qnake:
And saue your love {my Deart)
nought can my torment shuke

To slew & yerldizg prey
! iudge it nat your kinder
Your Besotie hids mee bope
more rathk in you to fude

Where Nature hath yhormde
such featurde shape to thowe,

There hath abe clomle in bromst
2 heart for grace to growe,

Wherefore my lingring peioes
redresse with rathfioll haet »

And doe jn time become
Phisition to my soart.

Oh showe thy eeife v frinda
and Natures Impe to bes,

As thou & Women srt by kinde
to Womans kinde agree.

Bul if you can not finde
in heart my Iyfe to sace,
Bat that you long to see
your thrall lye dead ia graoe ;

Send mee the Gatml} bole,

and cruell cutting Koibe:
And thou shalt see me rid

my wretched limmes of Iyfe.

No Jesse to lika thy minde
than to abridge my semart:

Which were aa yil rewande
for anch a good desart,

OFf hotk I count it [east
by cursed fate to fall,
Than ruthiesse bere to [iue
and aye {o be a thrall,

TU RIS FRIEND
TO AR CONSTART AFTER CHOYCE MADE,

Wiar made Vigases Wike
to be renoumed w0 ¥

‘What forced Fame hir endlesse brute .
in blasting trumpe to blow }

What Cleopatra causde
to bsue immartall prayse ¥
What did procare Lucreciery lnnde
to lasten Lo our dayes ?

Cause they their p[ig-hh'd hestes
wnbroken aye rexprude:

And planted Conetance in their hemrts
from whome they neuer mwarude,

What mekes the Marble stone
and Diamoade so deare ?

Saue that they longest last of all,
and alwayes ooe appeare ?
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¥hat makes the waxen forms
to be of slender price }

Jat canse with force of fre it melly
e, wasteth with e trice,

{ten if thou long for prayse
ot blasted Fame to flnds,

"My friend) thon moust not chacnge thy choyod
ar tnrme lyke Cock with winde,

3¢ constant in thy worde
and rtable in thy deeda:

This is the rodiest way to winne
and purchase prayss with spesde,

LOUERE MDPST NOT DISPAIRE THOMEH
THEIR LADIES SEEME FTRAUNGER

Taovem Neptune in his rage
the swelling Seas doe toxss,
And crack the Cablen in despite
To further Shipmens lowsa

Though Anckre halde doe faple,
sod Myssn go to wrack,

Though Skyles with blustriog blust be reat,
and Keale begin o cracks

Yet thoss that are & boorde
and guide the Ship with sieare,
Alibough they see mick doungers prest
acd perils to sppenre:

Yet bope to light st last
rpon mene barbonr holde,

And 8nde a Porte where they to cust
thejr Anckers may be bolde.

Though Theeues be kept in Gayle
faxt bonnd in serest (yues,

They lay not ail good hope aaide
for muibg of their lynes

They troat at length to see
wuch mercie in the Iudge,
As they in open presence quit

may from the Prison trodge.

And those for gieedie gaine
snd hope of hidden golde

In deepest Mynes nrd Dongeon durke
that bide the bittar colde:

i fine doe Iooke to light
vpon some Golden vaine,

Which may be thought a recompence
for all their punsed paine.

The Ploogboan ¢ks that toyles
aod tarnes the ground for graine,
And sowes bis seede { pecheps to losse}
yot standes i bope of gaine.

He will not once dispaire,
but hepe t11 Baroest fall;
Aud then will looke sssaredly

to gtuffe his Barnes withall,

Sinee these in perils poyat
will pemrer once dwpaire,
Then why should Lovers stapd in dread
of sormes io weather faire?
YOL. 1.

PHAT
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1 Why nhouId they hane mistrust
soma better bap to finde,
Or thinck that women will not chaunge
a4 is their woonted kinde?

Though siracnge they seeme a whils
nnd cruell for = apace:

Yet see thou hope at length by hap .
to finde some better grace,

“Far Tygers will ba tame,

and Lyons shat were woode,
In time their Keepers learne to knowa
and come to them for foode,

What though they scorse o now
to listen to thy sute?

Yet thou in time when fortune serues
shalt reape some better frute,

'} And though thy sighes they scomne

and mock thy Welling tears.
Yet bope {1 say) for afier stormes
the shining Sunne sppeares.

And neuer cepye to soe,
nor from |amenting stint:
Fur oftan drope of falling raine
in time doe pierce the Flint

Was niuer stone s strong
por womans heart oo harde,

But b’ one with toole, and th’ other with teares
in procedse might be scarde. -

COUNSELL RETURNED BY PYNDARE T TYMETES,
OF CONATANCIE.

Waar made the Troyan Duke
that wandring Prince to haue
Such yUi report, and Foule defame

us him Carthbago gnoe ?

What faythlesse Juscn forst
» Traytort name to gaine?
When he o Colchos came, und did
the golden Fleese utlaine ?

What Theseus causde to bee
reported of so v,

As yet record thereof remaynes -
([ think) aod ecer wyil}

Cuuse they their ythfull Friendes
that savda their donbifull lyues

Forsoole st last, and did dislnjne
to take them to their wyuen

They broks their vowed hewtes,
by ship away they went:

And so betrayde thom siely soules .
that eraft nor falsebood ment.

Wherefore if you (my Priend}
the like report will fles

Stand eger o the promise made,
aod plighted troth to mee.

Those Dames of whome you spaka
were conrtant (a1 you my)
But sure these Lovers I alleage .
unfuitbfall pertes did play.-
Q9
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More cause haue I ta doabt
of you, Tymeten, then,

For (as you see} we Women are
mare trustie than you men,

4 LFTTER BENT AY TYMETES TO HIf LADIE
PYNDARA AT TRE TIHE OF Hit DEFALTURE.

OF Pennea 1 had good stare,
ne Peper did 1 want

When I began to write to thee:
but fuck was somewbat scant.

Yet Loue deninde a fetch,
s friendly sleight at neede:
For I with pointed Pensill made
my middle Anyer bleede.

From whence the bloud as from
a clouen Cunduite flue,

And these fewe rude and skillesse lines
with quaking quill 1 droe.

MNaw Priend I must depart

. sd Jjeaue thia Iyked lande:

Now cankred Hap doth furee mee take
' & new founde toyle in hande,

Shee rpiter that I should lhe,
or leade a guiet life:

Aye secking how 10 breede my bale
and make my sorrowes rife.

From whence T passe T knowe,
a place of pleasant blisse:

Hut whither I ahall I wote not well,
I know not where jt ia.

Where she by Sea or Lande
me {cruel) witl compel}

"To paste, or by the Diesert Dales,
were verie bard to tell,

Bot needes [ must away,

the Westerne winde doth bows
So full ageinst my back that I

of foree from hence doe go.

Yet naythelesse in pawne
{0 Priend} I leaue with you

A faithfull Heart, that jasting lyfe
" will shew jt selfe a8 troe,

As looying earst it bath:
znd i mee trust you dare,

Fill vp the emptie place with yours,
if you the same may spare,

Inclose it in my breast,
in safetie shall it fie:

And thou shalt hane thy Heart agsine
it I doe chaunce to die,

Thus dubble is your guins,
a dubble Heart to hgue:

To purchase thee another Heart,
and eke thine owne to save,

Live mindefull of thy Frieod,
forget wo promise past:

Be stouts guinst the stubburme strokes
of frowarde Fortunes binst.

Penelope be trae
ta thy Yiyesea stiil:

Let oo newe chosen Friepd break o‘
the threed of cur good will,

Though I an sems doa patse,
the surge wiil have Do powre

To quench the Bampe thel in my breast
incremseth day and houre.

And thus (the hewrt that b
your qwae) doth wishe thes well,
With good increase of blessed haps
sipister channce to quell

Adue my chosen Priend,
if fortune say Amen, .
From beoos ] go thine owne, apd will
thine owne returoe sgen.

PYNDARL'S AUNAWERE TO THY LETTER WEHXE
TYSETET 4ENT HIR AT THE TINE OF EN -

PARTURE

WEREN fint thy Letters came
{0 louing Friend) to mee

I Iewpt for joy, in hope to baue
receyvde good newes of thes,

I never stayde upon
those Jines that were without:
But rashly ript the seale, to rid
ray minde from dresdfall dout.

Which done (O cruell griefe)}
I saw 5 mournful sight

This Verse < Of Pennes I had good saore™
with purple bloud ywright.

With ficods of flowing teares
straight drowned were mine siey,

On eyther Checke they trickled fast
and ranoe in river wien

My miwde did yl] sbode,
it yrkt to reada.the rest:

Fur when I saw the Inck was such,
1 thougbt I saw the best. .

Long sloode I in a dumpe,
my hart began to ske:

My Liver leapt wilhin oy bukk,
my trembling hends did shake.

My Scoeen were bereft,
my bowiag knees did bende:

Cut from my nose the bloud it brake
muck like the Letter pende.

Up start my staring Locks,
ilay for dead = space:

And what with Woud and brine T all
bedewde the dreerie place.

From qut my fecble
fell Needle, cloth and afl,

1 knewe no Wight, I saw no Sunme,
as deaf as stone in wall

At last when stauders by
bad brought my Sense aguive,
And foree of life had canquerd griefa
and banisht deadly paine:
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1 thoughbt the worst was past,
I deemde I could abide

No greater torment than 1 had,
anlesse I should bave dide.

To vewing then ugains
of bloudie fynes T go:

And euer a1 I read the wordes,
mee thought I saw the blo.

Which poiated Pensel! guve,
from whepee that dolefull Inck
As from s cloven Conduit fine:
remembraunce made me shrinek

©h Friend Tymelen why
80 cruell were thou than?

What didet thou meane Lo burt thy flenh
thoo resbe and retchlesse man?

‘What! didst thou deeme that I
cuuld rew that gorie scrole

Withouten anguiske of the minde?
or thinke upon the bole

Of that thy friendly st
apd finger that did bicede?
Ng, no, 1 haue a womanne hart,
1 am oo Tyger seede.

As great a griefe it was
for me to think in hart
-Of thy mishap, as if my sclfe
had felt the present smart.

O cruell curied want
of fitter Inck to write:

Good fayth that lycour was unmeets
Such loving lines t'indite.

But yet in some respect
it Gtted with the case:

For (cut alas) T read therein
that thou haat fled the place,

W here friendly we were woont
like Rithfull friends to bee:

Where thou moughtst chat with mee thy fill
And 1 conferre with thee.

Oh spitefull craell Chaunce
oh cursed canckred Fate:

Ast thou a Goddesss (Monster vike)
deseruing steole of state?

O blinde npd muffled Dame,
couldst thon not see to spare

Fwo faithfull barts, but reaviog th' one -
must breede the otherx care?

No wonder "tis that thoo
dost. stande on whirling whelle:
For by thy desdes thou dost declare
thou canst doe naught but reele.

Art theu of Womans kinde
and ruthfull Goddexse race,
Anpd hast po more respect unto °
& sielie womans case?

Awaunt thou frowerd Fiend,
thou s my Friend dost driue

From shore well knowne to forraine coast
cur vugred ioyes to rive.

If so thy minde be bent
that my Tymetes shall

Depart the presence of his Friend:
yet so doe guide the ball

As be ot land may live
not trying aurge of neas:

Nor ship bim from the Hauens mouth
o breade him more uneass.

{Good Friend) adnenture not
o rashly on the foold,

As eanst thou did in writing of
this Letter with thy bloud.

Beek not tincrease my cares
or dubble grivfe begoon: .
Think of Leanders bolde attempt
the Iyke distressa to shoon.

What suretie 13 in ehip?
what trust in oken plencks?
What ¢redit doe the windes deserne
at land that play such prancks?

If houses strongly built
and Towers battled hie,

By force of blast be ouerthrowne
when AFols impes doa flie:

fn puffing windes the Pine
and aged Oke doe teare,

And from the bodies rent the boughes
and Iofty lugges they beare:

Then why shouldst thon affie
in Keale or Cable so,

Or hazard thus thy selfe upon
the tossing Seas o go?

Hast thou not harde of yore
how good Viysses was

With stormie ternpeat chased sore
when he to Greece did passe?

A wearie trauaile hee
fur ten yeares epace abid.

And all the while this noble Greeke
on waltring waliow slid.

Hast thou mot read in Bookes
of fell Charybilis goulfe,

Ap Seyllas Dogs, whom shipa do dread
as Lambes doe feare the Woulfe?

Nor of the raggic Rocke
that under lurck the wane?

And rent the Barcks that fEcls blasts
juto their bosome draue?

Not of the Monster huge
that belch out frothie Aeame,
And singing Sirene that doe drowne
both man and ship in streume?

Alos the thought of Seas,
and of thy passage paines

(if once thou gage thy selfe to surge)
my bart and members straines

The present fita of fesre
of afterclaps to cuem,

Amaze my louing tender bremst .
And penses doe benum.
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But necdes thou must away,
(oh Friend) what hap is this

‘That ¢re thou flee thic friendly coast
thy lips 1 can oot isse?

Nor with my folded armes
imbrace that peck of thine:
Neor clap unto thy mecly breast
these louing Dugs of mipe?

Nor shed my trilliog tenres
upon thy moisted face?

Nar any to thee, Tymet adus,

. when thou departst the place?

O that | bad thy forme
in waxen table now,

Tc represeot thy linely lookes
and friendiy louing brow.

That mought perhapns abridge
some part of pinching paine:

And comfart e tili better chaunes
did send thee home ngaine

Both winde and waue st once
conspire to worke my wo,

Or eloe thou shauldst not s be forrte
from me {thine owne) to gu,

C wayward Westerne blasgt
what didst thou meane so foll

Apguinst Tymetes back to blow,
siid kim from hence to pull?

Hast thou been counted carst
a gentle gale of winde,

And dost thou now at kength bawmy
thy fierce and froward kinde?

I thought the Northren biast
from frostie Pale that cama

Had beene the worst of a1l the windes
and most deserued blame.

But nowe I pluinly see
that Poets did but faine:
‘When they of Borias spuke so yil
sud of his cruell raigne,

For thoa of Hols brats
tby pelfe the woorst dost showe:
And hauing oo just caumse Lo mge
1o socne beginst to blowe.

If needes thou wouldst huve usde
thy force and fretting moode,

Thou shouldst have broylde anxmg the trees
that jn the Mountaines stooda:

And let ny friends alone
that livde in perfite blisse.

But to request the windes of ruth
bat Iabor lost it is

Well Friend though cruell bap
and windes did both agree,

Thet thoe on sxdeine shouldst forga
both countrie const and mee.

Yet haue | founde the pawne
which thou didst leave behinde;

1 meane thy louing laithfui bart,
that necer was unkinde.

And for that firme beheat.
and plighted truth of youre,
Wherein you vow Lhat loue begoom
shall o the death endure?

To yeelde thee thy demeaunde
my written lines protevt,
Ioclose my hart within thy bulck

a9 I will thipe ir brest,

Shrine up that lictle Jumpe
of frieodly flesh {my Friend)
Apd I will lodge in louing wise
the gosat that thon didst mend.

[ ioy xt this exchaunge
for T asaured stande,

Thy tender bart that I doe keepe
sball safelie lie at lande. :

Nor doe 1 doubt at all
but thou wilt baue regurde

Of that thy charge, and womens hart,
commitied to thy warde.

Why dost thou write of death?
I truat thou ghalt not die,

As long a3 in thy masly breast
a1 wamany hart doth lie,

To cruell were the case,
the Sisters eke were shroea:

If they would seeke the death of us
that ere such friendly foen

But if the worst shoald fall

and that the cruell death
Doe stop the spindles of our tife,
and reave us both of hreath:

Yet this doth make me joy,
that thou shait be the grane
Unto my hart, sud in my hrest
thy hart his Hierce shall bane.

For surc & sunder shall
these members neuer go,

As fong as life in limmes doth iodge
and breath in lungs bylow.

I micdefull live of thee,
and of my promise past:

t will not seeke to chausge my choise,
my lote is fixed fast,

To my Tymetea [
w faithfull will be fourd:
Av to Viysaes wan his wife
while Troie was laide on groamd.

As for new chowe of Fricnds
pretume upon thy P

Thou knowst | baue thy bart in breast
ad it will none but thee,

Abandon all distrost
and dread of mistie miode:

For to the hart (that i3 mine owne)
I wiil not be unkicde.

Adue my chosen Friend,
adue to thee agen:

Remajne my fote, but pray the write
oo more with blouwtie Pun.
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["hine owpe in life, thine owne death,

Chine owne whilst lungs sball lend: me breath:
[bioe owoe whilst I on earth doe wonne

i"hine owoe whilat eie sball ses the Sunpe.

I HIf ANSENT FRIEND THE LOUER TYRITES OF
H18 YNQUIET AND) HERTLEME FTATE.

[roveH curious skill I want to wel endite,
And [ of sacred Nymphs aod Muses nine

W as pever taught with Poets pen to write,

Nor barrain braine to learning did inclive

To purchase praise, or with the best to shine:
Yet cause my Friend shall finde no want of will,
L write, let hir sccuse the lack of skiil.

No lesse deseruen the Lamme to be imbrast
OF lowriog Ioue ax sacred Altar slzine,

Jf with good zeale it offered be at last

By Irus, that doe Craesus bullocks twaine:
For no respect i to be had of gaine

Ja such affayTed, but to the giners hart
And his good will cur Senses must conuart,

Wherefore o thee (my Friend) these lines.I
As perflte proofe of no dissembling minde, [send
Bat of & hart that truely doth intend

To show it selfe a8 louing and as kinde,

An woman woulde hir Lover wish to finde:

And more than thiv my Paper can declare,

1 toue thee (Priend) nnd wishe thee well to fare.

I would thou wist the torment I sustaine

For lack of hir that should my wo redresse,

And that you knew some parcell of my paine.
Which none may wel by deeming judgement gesse,
MNor I with quill hsue cunning to expresse

T kuow thou conldst but rue my wofu!l chaunce,
That bythy meanes was brougbt into this traunce.

The day doth breede my doole, and renckling

mge
Of secret smart in wounded breast dotb boyle,
No pleasant pangue Dy sofrowes may asiwage,
Nor giue an ende unto my weolull toyle:
The golden Sunne that glads the earthly soyle,
And erie other thing that breedes delight
Of kinde, to mee are forgers of my spite.

1 Ioug for Phabus glade and going downe,

My drearie teares more couertly to shed:

But wheu the night with uglie face doth frowne,
And that | wm yplaste in gquiet bed,

in hope to he with wisbed plensure fed: -

A greater griefe, a worser puine ensues,

My vaporde eies their boped sleepe refues,

Then rowle [ in my deepe dispairing brest

The sweete disdaines, and pleasant anger past,
The lonely strifes: when Stars doe counsel] reat
Incroching cares renue my griefe as faste,

And thus desired night in wo I wanta:

And to expreswe the harts excessine paine,
Mine cies their deawie teares distill amaine.

Aund reasoa wby they sbould be moyrted so,
18 for they bred my bort this bitter bale:
They were the anrly canse of croell wo
Utmo the hart, they were tha gailefull stalel,
Thas day and pight ytost with churlish Gale

1 Decoy.
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Of sighes in Sea of surging brine I bide,
Not knowing how to scape the scowring Tide.

At last the shining Rayes of Hope to finde

Your friendship firme, these cloudy thoughts repels,
And ealmed Skie retaras to mistie minde:

Which deepe dispaire againe eftsoone compels

To fade, and ease by Dolours drift expels:

That Gods themselves (I judge) lament my fate,
And doe repine to see my wofull stnte.

Wherefore Lo purchage prayse, and glorie gaine,

Do ease your Friend that lives in wrelehed plight,

Doe nut to death a louing harl constraine,

But seeke with loue his service to requight,

Doe pot exchange & Fawleon for & Kite:

Refuse bim not for any friendsbip nue

A worse may chaunce, but none more just and
true,

Let Cressed mirror bee that did forgo

Hir former faythfuil friend king Priams Sonne,
And Diomed the Greeke imbraced so,

And left the loue a0 well that was bezonne:

But when his Cards were tolde and twist ysponne
She found bir Troian Friend the best of both

¥or he renowum hir not, but kept his oth.

‘This don, iny griping griefs wil somwhat swage

And sorTow cease to grow in pensiue breast,

Which otherwise will neuer Blim? to rage

And crush the hart within his careful Chest

Of both for you and mee it were the best,

To saue my life and win immortall fame,

And thus my Muse shall blase your ncble name .
For ruine on my wofull case.

——

THE AUNSWERE OF A WOMAN TO A1R LOUER, SUP-
PURING H1$ COMPLAINT TO BE BUT FAYNELD.

You want po skill to paint

or shew your pangues with Pen,
It i » worlde to see the cmft

that is in subtile mem.

You sceme 4o write of woas
and wayle for deadly smart,

As though Lhere were no griefe, but that
which gripes your faythlesse hart,

Though we but women are
and weske by law of kinde,

Yet well we can discerne a Friende,
we winke, but are oot blinde.

Not every thing that gines
a gleame and glittering showe,
Is to be counted Gold in deede
this prouerbe well you knowe:

Nor ewery man Lhat beares
& faire and fawning cheere,
In to be taken for & Frieod
or chosen for m Peere:

Not everie teare declares
tha troubles of the hart,

For wme doe weepe that feele no wo
some crie that tasle 0o MORIL.

1 Gr blin, to cease.
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The more you eeeme to me
in wofull wise Lo playne,

The sooner | perswade my selfe
that you doe naught but {ayne,

The Crocodile by kinde
n Boud of wares doth shed
Yet hath no cause of cruell crie
by crafl thiz Fiend ia led.

. For when the slely soule
that ment ne hurt at af)
Approcheth neere, the slipper ground
doth give the beast a fall,

‘Which i no ssoner done
but straight the monster vyle,
For sorrow that did weepe 5o sore
for ioy begianes to smyle:

Euen 8o ¥ou men are woont
by frawde your friends to traine

And make io wise you could not sleepe
in carefull Couch for paine:

When you in deede doe neught
but take your nightly nap,

Or hauing slept doe set your snare
and tylle yuur guileful] trap,

Your braynes as buy bee
in thinking how to snare

Us women, a3 your pillowes soft
and bowlsters pleasant are,

An for your dayes delights
rour selues cap witnesse well
To sundrie women sundrie tates
of sundrie iestes you tell:

And all to win their Joues;
which when you doe attainc

Within a whyle you shew your kindes,
and give them up in plaine.

A Fawcon is full bard
amongil you men to Gode,
For all your maners more agree
unto the Kytish kinde:

For gentle is the one
and toues bis keepers haode,

Bot thother Busserdlike doth scorne
on Fawconen fist Lo stande.

For ope good turna the one
& thousand will requite,

But use the other neere so well -
be shewth himselfe n Kite.

If Craayd did amisse
the Trojn to forsake
Then Dyomedes did not well
‘that did the Ladie take.

‘Was never womnan false,
but man as false as shee

Apd commonly the men doe make
that women slipper bee,

Wherefore leaue off your plaintes
and take the sheete of shame

To shrowde your cloking hands from colde
and fayniog browes from blame.

If she that reades this rime,
be wise as [ could wishe,

She shonld muoyde the bavid hooke
that takes the byting fshe.

And shoon the lymed twig
the Aying fowle that tyes

Tis good to feare of erie hushe
where threed of thraldome Iyes.

1]

' ’ 2
uI i~ 'I o
7 ¢ THE LOVER
%
EXHORTETH HIS LADIE TO TAKK TYNE, WIILE
TYHEE IS

TrougH braue your beautie bee -
and feature passing faire, et et

Such s Apelles Lo depaint . vI°
might rtterly dispaire: o

Yet drowsie drowping Age
incroching on apace,

With pensioe Plough will raze your hae
and Beauties beames deface,

Wherefore In tender yeares i
how crooked Age doth haste 1

Reucke to minde, 5o shall you not
your time tonsume in waste

Whilst that yoo may, and youth
in you is fresh end greene,
Delight your selfe: for yeares to ﬂ:t
as fickle Flouds are seene.

For water slipped by
may not be callde againe:
And 1o reucke forepassed howres
were Iabour lost in vaine,

Take time whilst time applies :
with nimble foote il goes:

Nor Wy compare with pasted Prime
thy aRer age suppoes

The Holles that pow are hosre,
both bud und bloume T sawe:

! ware n Garland of the Bryer
that puts mee now jn awe.

The time will be when thon
that doste thy Friendes defye,
A colde and craoked Beldum shmit
ib lothsome Cabbin lye:

Nor with such nightlie brawles
thy posterne Gate shall sounde,

Nor Rases strawde afront thy dove
io dawning shall be fonude

How soone are Corpres SLnrde)
with filtie furrowes fild}?

How quickly Beautie, braue of late,
and eecemely shape is spild?

Enen thou that from thy youth
to bane bene s, wilt pweare:
With turne of band i il thy head
shalt have graye powdred beare.

The Soakes with shifted skinnes
their lothsome age doo waye:

The Buck doth hang his hewd oo pale - .
o liue & longer daye.
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¥ our good withoat recare
dothk passe, receiue the Sowre:

W¥ hich if you pluck not from the staike
will fall within this bowre.

TRE LOUER

WVISHETH TO BE COXIOYNED AND FAST LINCET
WITH HIS LADIE WEIUER TO SUNDER.

X meane how Salmacis sometime with sight
4€On suditain looude-CyHepus Sonne, and sought
Forthwith with all bir powre and forced might
“Toc bricg to petse hir close conceyued thought :
“Whome a3 by hap shee saw in open mead

Sbee yude vnto, in hope 1o haue bege spead,

“With sugred words sbe wood and sparde no
speach,

Bat bourded him with many & pleasant tale,

Requesting bim of ruth to be hir Leach

For whome shes hed abyd such hitter bale:

But hee repleate with pride and scornefull cheare

Disdainde hir earnest sute and Songs to heere.

Away shee oent a wofull wretched Wight,

And shrouded hir not farre from thence a ipace:
When that at lenght the stripling waw in sight
No cresture there, hut ali were out of place,

Hee shifta his rober and to the riner ran,

And there to bath bim hare the Boy began.

The Nymph in hope as then to haue attainde
Hir long desired Loue, retirde io flood

Apd in hir srmes the naked Nourie strainde:
Whereat the Boy begen to ttrive o good,

Bat strugling nought auziled in that plight
For why the Nymph surpast the Boy in might.

0O Gods {quoth the the Gire) thie gift I craue
This Boy and [ may peuer part againe,

But so our corpses may conioyned baune

A% one We may appenre, not bodies twaine:

The Goda agreed, the water o it wronght,

Ax both were one, thy selfe would so bace thought

As from n tree we rundrie tirnes espis

A twipsell grow by Natures subtile might,
And besing two, for cause they grow o nie
For one are tane, and ¢ appeare in sighbt:

So wae the Nymph and Nocrie ioyode yiere,
As two pa more but one selfe thing they were,

O Ladie mine, howe might we seeme yhlest?
How friendly mought we Gods accoumpi to bee?
In semblant sort if they would bresds my rent

By lincking of my carkasse voto thest

So that we might oo more ssunder go,

But limmes to limmen, and corve 1o carkasse grow?

Q, where js now become that blessed Lake
Wherein those two did bath to both their Joy?
How migbt we doe, or such pronision maka
To baue tbe hap.as had the Muyden Boy?

To alter forme god shape of eyther kinde,
And yet in proufe of both o share to finde?

Then should our limmes with louely linck b
tide '

And hearts of bate 0o taste sustaine at all,

Bat both for aye in perfect [eague abide

And echa to other live ws friendly threll:
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Thst th’one might feele the progues the other had
And partner be of aught that made him glads

O blemed Nymph, O Salmacys [ say,
Would thy good Juck vato hir lot would light
Whom I imbrace, and loven shail for sye,
By force of foud to chaunge hir nature Guigbts
And that [ might haue hap as hed the Boy
To neuer part from hir that is my Joy.

I would not strive, I would not stirre awhit,
{As di! Cyilenus Sonne that stately Wight:}
But well content to be Hermaphrodit,

Would cling as close to thee as ere [ might,
And laugh to thinke my hap 50 goud to bee,
As io such sort fast Lo be linckt with thee,

THE LOUER

HOPING AMUREDLY OF ATTAYNING HIF PURPMIE,
AFTER LONG BUTE, ARGINY 10 IOY RENCLNC-
ImG DOLORS.

Bz farre from mee you woful woonted cries,

Adue Dispaire, that madsie my heart agries:

Ye sobbing sighes farewe] and penaiue plaint,

Resigne your rooms to ioy, thedong restraiot
Without desart endunde

Refect those ruthful Rymes you {quaking uill}

Which both declarde my wo and want of skiil:

(Mine eyes} that long haus had my Louein cbase,

With tearys no more imbrue your Mistresse face
But to your Springs retyre,

And thou {my heart) that long for facke of
Grace
Forepiode hast bene and in n doolefall cage,
Lament no more, let ail such gripings go
As bred thy bale, and narst thy cenkred wo
With Milke of mourneful! Dug.

To Venus doe your due {you Senses all)
And to hir Sonne to whome you are in thrali:
To Cupid bend thy knee aud thagkes repay
That efter lingred sute, and long delay

Hath hrought thy shippe to shore

Let crabbed Fortuoe row expremse hir might,
And doe thy woret to mee thou stinging Spite:
My heart is weil defenst against your force,
For she hath vowde cn mee to haue remore
Whome I haue locude so Jong.

Henceforth exchaunge thy cheere and woful]
voice \
That hast yiounde such matter to reicyee:
With mirrie 2uill and Pen of pleneant plight
Thy blisfull haps and fortune to endight
Enforce thy barraine skull.

THE LOUVER

TO HIS CAREFULL BED DECLARINCG HIS RESTLIME
STATE.

THou that wert earst « restfull place
dort now renue My uDart,

And woouted eake to salue my sore
that now increasest wo,

Unte my carefoll Comee an ease,
w torment to my hart,

Oungce quieter of minde perdie,
now an waquiet fo:
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The place somelimes of slumbring sleepe
wherein [ may but wehke,

Drenched in Sea of saltish brine
{© bed) I thee farsake,

Ne lse of Apenynus top
oy fisming fire way quent, .

Ne heste of brightest Phoebus bexmes
may bate my chiilie colde,

Nonoght is of stately strecgth ynough
my acrmwes to relegt,

But {such is hap) regewsed cares
are added to the oide:

Such furious fits and foude affects
in mee my fancier make,

That bathed al! in trickiing teares
{0 bed) I thee formake.

The drenrmes that daunt my dazed hed
tre pleasant for a space,

Whilst yet I ljein slumbring steepe
my carkasee feeles no wo,

For cause I steme with clasped artmes
my Louer to imbrace:

But when | wake, and finde away
that did delight me s0,

Then in comes Care to Pleasurws place
that makes my limmes to guake,

That ali bexprest with brackish hryze
(O bed) I thee forsnke.

No sconer styrres Auroras Starse,
- the lightest Lampe of all,
But they that rousted were in-rest
not fraught with fearefoll drenmes,
Da pack apace to Isbours left
and to their tasks doe fall:
When I awaking all inragde
doe bpine my breast with stresmes,
And make my smokie gsighes to Skyes
their vpaarde waie to Lake,

" Thus with a Surge of teares bedewde

(© bed) 1 thee formke.

Thus burlde from bungrie Hope by Hap
I die, yet am alize .

From pengues of plaint to fits of fume

__my reslesse minde doth runne,

With Rage and Pancie Reeson fights,
they aitogither atrive,

Raistaunce vayleth nough at all,
for I am quickly wunne:

Thus seeling reat no Tuth 1 finde
that gladsome ioy may make,

Wherfere conrumde with owing teares
O bed) I thee forsake,

AN BPITAPH AND WOFUL VERSE

oF TARE DEATH oOF $IR [0BN TREGONWELR
ENIGHT, AND LEARNED DOCIOR OF BOTH
LAWES

Axp can you ceane from plaint,
or keepe your Conduits drie?

May saltith brine within your breasts
io sch a tempest lie?

Where are your sealding Sighes
the fittest foode of paine?

Avd where are now thy welling teares
I auke thee cace againe?

Hart thou not heard of lete
the lusse that hath befell ?

“If uot, my seife {vohappie Wight)

will cow begin to teli:

{Though gricle perbaps will gratch,
and stay my fAtricg tongoe}

From wheoce this ragged roote of ruih
and mournisg mooade is sprong.

Was dwelling in this sheere
2 man of worthie fame:

A Justicer for his desrt,
Tregonwal! was his name.

A Doclor at the Lawes,
a Koight among the mo:

A Cato for good couneell callde
a8 he io yeares did grow.

A Patrone to the poore,
» Rampire to the rest:

As leefe vnto the simple sort
a8 friendly to the best

No blinde Affect hin eye
in judgemant biesrd at all:
Whose rightous verdit and decroe
was quits deqoide of gall.

If hes Tn hatefull hearts
{where roote of rancour grew)

Of fuythfull friendship seedes might sow,
uo paynes he would eachew,

Mineroa thought of like
and Nature djd consent,

To proue i him by ekilfu)} Arte
what eyther couid icuent.

A plot of such & price
was pever framde before:

‘To show their powre the Henoens had
TregooweH kept in store.

The Prince did him imbrace,
and woght him to sdeaunce,
And better former state of hyrth

by furthering of hia chammce.

He still was readie bent
his service to bestows, .
Thereby voto his native soyle »
if gratefull guine might grows.

If sage aduice were scurce
and wholsome counme!] acant,

Then should you see Tregoowels helpe
ne wisedomne wonid not want '

When Legats came from farre
{as is there wooated gise)

Ta treate of truce, or talka of warre
as matters did arise:

Tregonwell then was callds
hie vardit Lo exprease;

Who for the most. part in the onse
of fruitfull things could geame,

Or if him peife were sent
(which bap Tregonwell bid)

[oto m farre acd forraine lande,
then was Tregonwed glad,
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For aa he might procure
weskepublick by his paine:

It was no corvie to this Knight
loog Ltrauaile to sortaine,

But what? yodaunted death
that seeken to coogoer all,

Arcd Atropos that Goddesss xarme
at length hauve spit their gali:

And reft v such a one
as was a Phoenix true,

Saue that nuow of his cindrie Corse
there ryseth not a nue.

Where may you see his match?
where shall you flod hin leeke?

None, though yon from the farthest Eant
voto the Qoean seeke,

O bonse withont thy hepd,
O ship without 2 steare:

Ty Palynurus now ia dead
as shortly will appeare.

Tn daumger of distresse
this Knight was ener woont

To yexide himn selfe to perils prest,
and bide the greatest broont,

No tumults tempest could
subdue bis constant bart:

Ne wonld the man hy any meanes
once from his Countrie start.

Bat (oh} it nought soayles.
for demth doth strike the stroke

In things humaine, no worldly wealth
his friendslrip may prouake,

Lat Troigns now leaue off
By mourning to lament

The losse of Priam and his towne,
when ten yeares warte was spent.

Yee Romaynes luy your Hoods
and hiack attyre awzy:

Bewnile no more yonr Fabians fall,
mor that uinister day

That refi a noble race
which might hane Sowright long:
For neyther losse is like to this
oar not deverned wrong.

Pow Cormewall thon mayst ¢crake,
and Dorset thou mayst crie:

For th’ ope hath bred, send thcther lost
Tregonwell sodaiclie,

“‘Whose corps though exrthed bee
in lotheome lumpes of soyle,

His peerlesse prayie by vertue woonoe
sha]l neer feare the foyle.

‘Who so therefore shalt eee
thiz Marble whers be lyes:

‘Wish that Tregonarels soule sy find
a place aloms the Skies,

Ard resch a rowme of rest
appointed for the noness
Por io this Tombe mterred i
but Aash and bared botes
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THE LOUER .

CONFEMETH AIN S$ELFE TO HE IX LOUR AND
EFAMOBRED OF MaIfTREISE P,

Ir banisbt sieepe, and watchfull care, .
1f minde affright with dreadfull dreames:

If torments rife, and plessnre rare,

If face besmearde with often streames:

If chaunge of chenre from ioy to sraart,
If sitred hue from paie to redde:
If foltring toogue with trembling hart,
If sobbing sighes with furie fed:

If sodaine hope by feare opprest,
If feare by hope sapprest againe,
Be prooues that lone within the hrmst
Hath bound the beart with fancies chmine:

Then I of foree no longer may
In couert keepe my piensing fiame,
Whicb ¢uer doth it selfe bewmy
But yeelde my selfe to fancies frame,

And now in fne to be = thrall
To hir that hath my beart in Oyue,
Shee may enforce mee rise or fall
Tili Death my limmes of life deprine.

P. Witk hir beautic hath bereft
My freedome from my thralled minde,
And with hir lowing lookes yeleft
My Resson through both Barke and Rinde.

Yet mell therewith I atn contant
o minde to take it paciently,
Siace mre I om sha will relent
Apd not enforce hir Priend to die.

50 I in recompence may haue
Ranght but 8 faythfull bart againe:
Then other friendship aill I ¢craue,
But thing my loue ylent to gaive.

e ———
—_—

THAT ALL THINGSE HATE RELEAME OF PATNE BAUN
THR LOUER, TH4T HOFING ARD DREADING
KELER TANETH BAE.

W rATSO the GoMen Sonne
beholds with blaging tight,

When psine is past hath time o take
his coenfort and delight,

The Que with lumpish pace
zod leysure that dotk drawe,

Hath respite after toyle is past
to Al his emptie mawe,

The loiearde Asse that beares
the horden om his back,

His dutie done to stable plods,
And reacheth to the rack

The Detre hath woonted soyle
his fervent hente to vwmge:

When worke bath ende to respite runnes
the Peasant and the Page.

The Cwle that bates the day
and loues to flee by night,

Hath queachie bushes to defende
him from Apollos wight,
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Eche Cuunie hath a Cave,
eche little foale a neast

To shroud them in at nesdefull hmel
to take their needefull reast.

Thas vewing conrse of kinde
it & not on the grounde,

That at gometime dath not revort
where is his comfort founde:

Sane me (O cursed man)
whome neither Sunne ne shade
Doth seme the burthen of my breast
and sorrowes to unlade.

" Eche sport procures my smart,
eche peemely sight annoy:
Eche pleasaunt tune tornemts mine ease
und reaves my hoped icy.

No Muwsick soundes 50 ywente
us doth the deolefull drom,
For somewhat neare unte my smart
that mournfull sounde doth com.

A Gally slave ] seeme
unto my eelfe 1o bee:
The Maister that doth guide the ship
bath neare an eie to 4o, '

You know were such a one
as Cupid it doth steare,

Ami the Goulfe of deepe dispaire
great perill must appeare.

Instende of streaming sayles
hee wishes hangrs alofiL:

Which if in tempest chaunce to teare
the Barck will come to nought.

For winde are scalding sighes
and secrets sobbings prest:

Mixt erith & clowde of storie tearas
to baine the Locers brest.

Thoogh Copid neare s well
his benten Barck doe guie,

By fecing flals and sinkiog sandes
that in the wallow lie:

Yet those that are a boarde
must ever stand in awe,

Por cnuse & Buszard is their guide
not forcing any Bawe:

That followss none aduice,
bat bluntly runnes on hed,

As proude as Peacock over those
that in bis chaine are led.

Thus you roay plainly aes
that eche thing hath release

Of pensive paive, save Cuplds thralls
whose torments aye increase,

& POORE PLOUGHMAN TO A ORNTLENAN, FOR
WwHOM HE HAD TAKEN i LITTLE PAINES.

Youn Culter cuta the soyle that earst waa sowne
Your Harvest was forercaped long agos,

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

¥ our Sickle sheares the Madowe that wad mewwe,
Ere you the toyle of Tilmaus trade did kncwe:
Good fayth you are bebolding to the man

That so for you your hosbandrie began.

He eraues of you no Siluer for his Seede,

Ne doth demanode a penny for bis Graine,
Bat if you stande at any time in neede,
{Guod Maister) be as bolde with him agnine,
You can not doe a greater pleasure than

Te choose you such a one to be yoor man.

TO ATA FRIENDE P. OF COURTING, TRAUAILING,
DYSING AND TEKYS.

To liue in Court among the True is cure,

Is nothing «bere but daylie diligruce,

Nor cap nor knee, nor money must thoa spare,
The Prince hiz Haule is place of great exptoee.

In rotten ribbed Barck to passe the Geas

The forraine landes and straungie mte: l.o e,
Duth daunger dwell: the |
Not mafe the soyle, the men anfrieodly bee,

Admit thou see the straungest things of all :
When eye is tunde ths plensant sight is gone:
The treasure thep of trausile is but soall,
Wherefore (friende P.) tet all soch toyes nbone.

To shake the bonew and cog the craftie Dice
To cerde in care of codaine losee of Pence,
Unseemely is, and taken for @ wiee :
Unlawfull play con baue oo good pretence,

Tu band the Ball doth cause the Cone to wast

It melts as Botter doth againnt the Soane,

Naught saue thy payne, when pizy doth cemar, you
To study then ts best when all is donne.  [ham:
For studie stayes and brings a plessmant guine,
When play doth passe as glare with gushing raine.

THE LOUER

DECLARES THAT VYNLESIE HE ¥FYTER WIS iOR-
ROWES BY SUTE, OF FORCE HE DYFTH.

Lyka as the Guone that hath to great a charpe
And Peliet to the Poanler mmde »0 sore, ’
As neyiher of both hath powre to go at barge,
Till shinerd Bawes in sounding Skies dow rore:

Euen so my carefull breast thet franghted is
With Cupids ware, and cloide with lurcking Loce,
Unlesse T should disclose my drerinis,

And out of bande my woubled thoughts remone:

A sunder would my cumbred Carcusse fiee,

Tbe hart would breake the onercharged Chase
Of pensiue breast, and you (my Loue) thould see
Yoaor faythfull Friend in lamentable case.

W herefore doe what you way io gentle wyes

The Guoner to amist in time of neede,

And when you see the Pellet pierce the Skyes,

And Powder make a proofe of hidden gleede:
Fue on his case, and sceke to quite his wa,
Leust in short time bis Gunne to peeces go.
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THE LOUVER

X0 A FRIENDE THAT WROTE HIM THT4 SENTENCE,
* YOURS ASSURED TO THE DEATH.?

© yarThruLL Friend thrise buppie was the fist
Ia so few worda to such effect that wrought: -~
© friendly hart u thousand folke ybiist

“That hath conceivde so iust und joyfull thought,
As not tili eath from pawned loue to bendo
PBut Friend at Srst and Friend to be at ende

“Wherefore to connteruaile those wordes of thine,
Aond quit thy love with faithfail bart againe,

I vow that I will uewer ance decline

A foote fom thot I em for losse or gaioe:

If thou be miue * t] death,” I thee aswure

To be thy Friend % as long as life shall dure.”

i ——

OF CERTAINE FLOWERS

SENT ElM BY HIS LODE YFPOM SOEPICIOM OF
CHAUNGE.

Yoor Flowers for their hue
were freah aud fire to see:

Y et was your meaning not so true
as you it thought to bee,

In that you sent me Bame,
I indge you ment thereby

“That cleane extigct was all my Aame
from whence no sparkes did flie.

Your Fenell did declare
{ax simple men can show)
“That fattrie in my breast ! bare
where friendship ought to grow.

A Dasie doth expresse
grreat fellie to remaine,

1 speake it not by roat or gesse, |
yoOur meaning was o plaine.

Rosemarie put in minde

the Baves weare vut of thought:
Avd Loucinydle came behinde

for Loue that long was songht,

Your Cowslips did portend
that Care was Jluyd away:
And Eglposise did make wn ende
whare “f-ff& with sower Iny:

As though the leanes at furst
were sweete when Loue began:

But now io proofe the pricks were curst,
and burtfull to the Man.

THE AUNMWERE TO THE LANE.

PErDIE [ neede oo Bame
ne foreed heate by charme,

To set my burning breast in flame
whom Cupids gleames do warme

On Bayes is my delight,
Remembraunce is not past:

Thoogh Duysee hit the sayle aright
wy friendthip aye aball lant.
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Though Loue in ydle bee,
yet wili 1 not forgos

Ne cast off vare us you shall see,
aad time the trouth shall showe.

So T may tast the sweete,
I force not om the sowre:

‘The more is joy when friends doa meete,
that Fortune earst did lowre,

Your Fenell failed quight
where such good fayth in ment:
For Bayes are onely my delight
though I for Bayes be shont.

OF A FOXE THAT WOULD EATE NO
GRAPES.

By fortune ¢came a Foxe,
where grue a loftie Yine,
I will no Grapes {quoth hee}
this yarde is oone of mine:
The Poxe would none bicause that hee
Perceiude the highnesse of the Tree.

8o men that Foxlie are,

and long their lust to haaoe,
But carnot come thersby,

make wise they would not crage:
Those subtle Merchants will no Wine
Bicause they cannot reach the Vine,

OF THE STRAUNGE COQUNTENANCE OF
AN AGED GENTLEWOMAN,

I+ makes mee laugh & good to see thee lowre,
sud long 10 Jooken sad:

For when thy cmbbed countnance is mo powre,
thou art to seeming glad

I blame ot thee but Nature in this case,

That mought bestowde on thee a betler grace

TO THE ROUVING FPYRAT.

't THoOU winste thy wealth by warre

vogadly way to gaine:
And in =n hoare thy ship is sunck
goods dmownd, the Pirat alzine.

The Gunee s nll thy trust,
it serues thy crueli foa

Then brag not on thy Canon shotte
as though there were no mo.

OF ONE THAT HAD LITTLE WITTE.

T tuee wduise

If thou be wiss

To kerepe thy wit
Though it be mmall;
*Tis rare to get
And Farre to fet,
Flwas cuer yit
Dearstc ware of all,
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IN COMMENDATION OF WIT.

Wre farme exceedeth wealth,
Wit Princely pompe excels,

Wit better is than Beauties beames
Where Pride and Duunger dwels.

Wit matcheth Kingly Crowne,
Wit masters Witlesie rage:

Wit rules the fonde afecta of youth,
Wit guides the steps of Age.

‘Wit wants no reasone ekill
a faithfu]l Friend to koow:

Wit wotes fuli well the way to voide
the amooth and Beering fo.

Wit imowes what best becommes
and what unscemely. showes:
Wit hath a wile to ware the worst,
Wit all good fashion knowes.

Since Wit by wisdome can
dot this and all the rest

That | imploy my paindu‘l head
to come by Wit is best.

Whome if I might atiaine,
then Wit and § were one:

But till time Wit and I doe cope,
1 shall be post alone.

AY AUNSWERRE 1N DIAPRAYAE OF WIT.

THE Wit you s0 commend
with wealth cannot compare:

For wealth is able Wit to win
when Wit is waxen bare,

Wit hath no Beauties beames,
to Kingly crowne it yeeldes:
Wit subject is to wilfull rage,
Rage Wit and Reason weeldes.

Wit rles oot witlense yooth, -
nor aged eteps doth guide:

Wit knowes not how to win a friende,
Wit is so foll of pride.

Wit wots not how to lie
tbe smooth and faticriog gest:
Wit cannot well discém the thing
that doth become it hest.

Wit hath 0o wyle to ware
mishap before it fall,

Wit knows not what good fashion meanes,
Wit can do naught at all,

Binoe Wit by wisdome can
doe nothing as you weene,

If you doe toyle to come by Wik,
then are you over seene.

Whoma when you doe attaine,
though Wit aod you seeme one:
Yet Wit will to ancther when
your backe is turnde and gone,

THE LOUER TO CUPID FOR MERCTL,

DECLARING HOW FIEST RE BECAME RIS THRALL
WITH THE OCCASION OF HI3 DEFYIRG LOUR,
AND NOW AT LAST WHAT CilixkD RIM T

CONUERT.

O aicuTie Lard of Loue
Dame Venus ouely ioy

Whose Princely powre doth farre surmount
all other henvenly Roy:

I that haue swarvde thy lawes
and wandred farre astray:

Haue now returnd to thee againe
thy statutes to obay.

And 50 thou woaldst voochaafe
to let me pleade for grace:

I would before thy Barre declare
n njelie Louers case.

1 would depnint at fall
bhow first I was thy man:

And show to the: what was the cause
that | from Copid rao.

And how 1 have since that
yapent my wearie time:

As I shall teil, so thou shalt here
declarde in doolefull rime.

1o greene snd tender age
{(my Lorde) titl xviii yeares,
I speot my time as fitted youth
in schole among my Feeres.

As then no beard at all
waa growne upon my Chin,
Which well approonde that mans esiate
1 was not entred ja.
I neede pot tell the names
of Authors which 1 read,
Of Prnes and Versc we had yoough
to fine the dullest head.

But I was chiefly beat
o Poets famous Art,

To them with all my devor I
my etudie did convert.

Where when I bad with joy
. yspent my time s while:

E "T'he reast refosde, I gave me whole

‘To Nason noble stile.

Whole volumes whem I saw
with plensant stories fright:

In him {1 say) above the rest
1laide my whole delight,

What should | bere reherse
with hase apd barraine Pen,
The lincked tales avd filed stuffe
that [ perused then?

In Boe it was my loars
upon that part to light

Wherein he tewnchelh youth to lous,
und women win by slight.

Which Treatise when I bad
with iudging eie suruayde:

At last T found thy Godly kinde
wnd Priveely powre displayde.
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©Of Capid sll that Booke
and of his raigne did ring,

“The Poet there of Venus did
in vogred Dittie sing.

"There read 1 of thy shafta
And of thy golden Bow,

"Thy sbafts which by their divers hends
their diners kindes did show,

X saw how by thy force
thou madest men to stoope:
And grisely Gods by secret slight
and Deuilish {mpe Lo droope.

There were depainted plaive
thy guick and guniver wiegs,

And what 8o els doth touch thy powre
there Ovid sweetely sings.

‘There 1 thy conquests sawe
und muny a noble spoyle:
‘Wilh names mnnexed to the same
of tuch as had the foyle.

“There Matronea marcht along
and Maydens in their roe,

Both Faupes and Satyrs there | saw
with Nuptunes troupe also.

“With otber thousands else
Which Naso there doth write,

But not my Pen or barmaine skull
in able to recite,

© mightie Prince (quoth I}
of such & femrefull force,

How blest were 1, 50 thou of mes
woold duine to take remorce}

And choose mee for thy thrall
among the rest to bee,

That live in hope and serue in trust
as waged men to thee?

“With that {thy Godhesd knowes)
thou gavsie a friendly looke:

And (though unworthie such a place)
mee Lo thy seruice tooke.

¥n token I was thine
1 had & badge of Blue

With Sables set, and charge withall
that 1 ehould aye be true.

Thou balste me follow Hope
who tho thy Ensigne bare.
And es 1 might pot doe amisse,

thus didst thy selfe declare,

Then who reioyst but 1?
who thought himselfe yhlest ?
That was in Cupids seruice plasta
as hrunely as the hest?

And thus in luntie youth
I grue to be your thrall,

And was (I withesse of thy Dame)
right @¢ll content withall

But nowe I minde Lo showe
{(ns promise was Lo doe)

How first T fled thy Tents, and why
thy campe 1 did furgoe.

When [ bad been retainde

well nigh 2 yeare or more, .
And serude in place of wage and mende

as iz the Sonldiours lore:

i chaunst by hap to cast
my Aoting eyes awrie,

And so & Dame of passing shape
my fortune was to apie.

On whom Dame Nature thoeght
such beautie to bestowe,

As she had never framde before
as proufe did playnely showe.

Oa hir I gazde a whyle
till use of sense was fed:
And cglour paper white before
was woxen Scarlet red,

[ felt the kindled sparkes
to flashing Bamev L0 growe:
And so on sodaine I did loue
the Wight I did not knowe.

Then to thy Pallace I
with frowarde foote did run,
And what | saide, 1 minde it yet,
for thus my tale begun.

O noble Sir (guoth 1)
this in your free nesent

1 should purse s Game unknowne
within yount stately Tent?

iF 0 (quoth 1) thou wilt,
gluu the same in charges
1 myn of all my brydled lust
o let Lthe Raynes st large.

Then Hope did prick me forth
and bad mee be of cheere:

Who said I should within a white
subdue my Nohle Peere.

He coonselde me to shun
po dreadfull daungers place,
But followr him who Baoner hore
unto your Woble grace,

He would maintaine my right
and further aye my cause,

And banpish all diepaire that grewe
by frowarde Fortunes Bawes, -

Tis Cupids will {quoth hee)
our Maister aud our Lorde -
That thou with manty hart and hende
Shoualdst lay the Barek aborde.

She shall not choose but veelde
the fruite for passed paines;
For shee is one of Cupids thralls,
and bound in Venus Chaioen.

Thirkst thou our maister wilt
bis servant live in woe?

No not for all his Golden darta
pe yet his erooked Bowe. °

Wherefore with luckie Mart
giue chnrge unto the Wight :

Take Speare in bandg, and Targe on arme,
and doe with couvage ficht,
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With that | armde me well
as fits a wnrring man,

And to the pisce of friendly fight
with lustie foote I mn.

My Foe was there before
I came unto the flelde,

I thought Bellons Lad bene thera
or Pullos with hir chiekde,

50 well shee was begat
wilh Plale and privie Maile
A for my Jife my limber Laopce
might oot a whit prevaile.

Yet naytbelesse with Speare
and Shielde, we fought a space:
And et of all we tooke our Bowes
and Arrowes from the case.

Then Dartea we gan to fling
in wide and weightlease Skiea:
And then the fercest Gght of all
nod combat did arige

Instewd of shivering shafts,
light louing lookes we cast,

And there I founde my selfe to weake
hir Arrowes went so fast

But one above the reast
did cleave my breast so farre,

As downe it went, where lay my bart,
and there it gave & jarre.

So eruel was the etroke,
a0 sodaine eke the wounde,
As by the fearefull force 1 fell
ioto w sensclesse soupde.

Thus baviog no refuge
to quite my seife from death:
1 made & vowe Lo Iooa hir well
whilst Lungs should lende me breath.

And since that time I bave
eodeuorde with my might

To win bir loue, but naught prenailes
shee wayes it not a Mite

Shee scorny my yeelding bart
oot forcing on my best:

But by disdsine of clowdy hrowe
doth further my unrest.

Yet rathlesse though she wern,
and farged full of yre:

¥ Jovde hir well as bart could think,
or woman might desire.

I sought to frame my speach
and countnance in such sort,

A3 she my couert hart might see
by shewe of cutward port,

To Troilus halfe so true
untn hia Creside was

Acd [ to hir, who for hir face
did Trojan Creside passe.

At lenglh wben Reason saw
mee aotied so in loue

As 1 ne would, ne might at all
my fancie thence remaone:

She canse hir Trumpe be blawne
Lo cyte hir servaunts all

Into the placs, by whase aduise
I might be rid from thrall,

Then Plato first mppexrde
with aage and solemne mwes:
And in his hande s golden booke
of good snd Greekish Lewes,

Whose honnie mouth vuch wise
and weightie wardes did tell:
Gainst thee and all thy troupe al coce
us Reason lykte it well.

‘When Platoes tale was dona,
then Tullie prest in place:

Whase fled Longue with sagred telke
would good a simple case

With open moatb [ heard
and jawes ystrecht awyde,

How bee gainat Venus dearlings all
and Cupids cuptives cryde.

Then Plutarche gan o preache
and by exninples prove,

That thousend mischiefis were procarde
by meane of guilefuil loae.

‘Whaole Cities hrought to spoyle,
and Realmes to shamefull mch:
Where Kings and Rulers good sdriee
hy meane of Loue did Lack.

Wext Plutarch, Senec came,
seuere in all hie sawes;

Who cleane defide your wanton tricky,
and scornde your childish lewes.

1 nesde not name the reast
that stoode an then m piace:

But thousandes more thers were Uiat sonfit
your Godbead to deface,

When all the Hall was busht,
and Sages all had donoes

Then Reason that in judgement ssis
hir skilfull talke begonma

Gramercie Friends {quoth shee)
your counsell likes me well:

But now lend eare to Reasons worde
and listen what I tell.

What madnesse may be more
than such a Lorde to have,

Who makes the chiefetaine of his hrde
& Tuke and raskall ulavel

Who woonted is to yeelde
in recompense of paine?

A ragged recompense God wote
that turnes to meere disdaine’

Who gladly would eusue
a Conduct that is bliode?
Or thrall himselfe Lo such a oae
a3 showes bimselfe ypkinde?

What Ploughmen would be glad
to sowe bis seede for gaing,

And respe when Harvest time come ot
bat trauaile for his paire?
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W hat madman taight endore
to watch and ward for nonght ?
*T'o ride, to runoe, and last to loose
the recompense he sought?

To wasta the day in wo,
snd restlens night in care,
And have in stead of better foode
but sobbing for hin fare?

To blcare bis ties with brine
and salted teares ysheud:

"To force his fainting fesd Lo fide,
his eolour pale and dead?

Apd Lo fordos with carke
his wretched witherde hart?
And 80 0 breade his bitter bale
and hateh bis deadly emart?

1 speake it Lo this fine,
that pixinely might appere
Cupidoy cuft and guilefull gulse
to him that standeth here.

Whose cies with fancies mint
and errors clowdes ape dim,
By meune that bee in Veous lake

avd Cupids goalfe doth swim.

And beth by sdaice sight
of unacquainted shape

$o fixt bir hart, as bope is pust
for ecer Lo escape.

Unlemse to these my worden
a listning eare he londe:

Which ot sre woont the Logers mipde
and fansie w0 offende. -

But be that would his bealth
sowre Sirops must agpay:

Por erie griefe hath cure aguine
by cleane repugoaunt way.

And who so mindes to quits
mnd rid bimselfe from wo,
Mot seeke in time for to ramooye
the thicg that harts him so.

For longer that it lastes
it frets the farder in

Untill it growe to curelsdse mains
by paming fell and skio.

The Pyoe that beares his bead
up to the haughtie skie,

Would wel! haus been remeovde at firet
as daylie proofe doth trie:

‘Whick now nc force of man
nor engine may subvert:

Bo wide the creeping roctes are run
by Natuces subtle Art:

50 Looe by alender sleight
and tittle paine at furst

Would have beone stopt, but havdly now
though thou weuldst do thy wurst. -

The woonted mw is true,
shon Loue, and Love wiil fiee,
Bt foltow Lous and spite thy nuse
then Love will follow thee,

Aud though such graffed thoaghts
on sxdaine may pot die,

Ne be forgone; yet processs shail
their farther growth destrie.

No Gmunt for his Iyfe
can cliabe s kosarrie oke,

Though be would seake to doo his worst
and utmost at & rtroke,

Bat let the mesaecst man
bave space to fell him downe,

And be will make him bende his bead
and bring bis boughes to grownde.

No foree of falling showre
can pierce the Murhle-stone,
As wil] the often drops of rains
thaf from the gutters gooe:

Wherefors thou retohlesse mxn
my counsell with the mo

Ia, thnt thon peecemenls do expeil
the loue that paines thes wo.

Renounce the placa whers shee
doth ruake sujourne and slay:
Force not bir trayuing truthlesse eies,
bat turce thy face away.

Thinke that the hurtfull booke
is couerde with such baite:

And that ia sach @ pleasant plot
the Serpent lurkes in waite.

‘Waie well his scornefull cheers,
and thinke shee seekes thy apoyle:
And though thy conquest were ajchivde
may not acquite thy toyles

Not ydle sen thou bee,
takes aye soms charge in fande:

And quickiy shalt thou quench the fame
of carelense Cupids hramnde,

For what {I pray you) bred
XEgistms foule defame?

And mede him spoken of w0 ¥l1?
what put bim to the shame?

What forats the Foole to joge
his besstly ydle lyfe

Was cause that he besotlal wos
of Agamemnony Wyle,

If he bad fought in field
encountriog with his Foe,

On stateiy steede, or elaa on foote
with gluve had given the bloe:

If he that Lecher lewde
had warlick walles wssnilde

With Cannon shot, or bownsing Ramme
bis fenced enmits quailde:

He had not felt soek foree
of vila aod beastly xin,
Cupidos shafls bad falien short
if' be bad busie bin.

What Myrrha made ta loue,
or Byblas to desire

To quench the hente of hungrie lust
and fames of fllchy fire?

6o7
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‘Wist Canace eolorede
to frie with frantick brandes,
In sort as up to yeelds hir selfe
anto hir brothers handes?

And other thonsand mo
of whom the Poets wright?

Nought else (good fayth) but for they had
in ydle thoughta delight.

‘They spent their yoathfull yeares
in foule and flthie trude,

They busied pot their ydie braines |,
but God of Pleasurs made.

W herefore if thou {1 say)
dost couet to avoide

That bedlam Boyes deceitfull Bewe
that others hath anoyde:

Eachewe the ydle life,
fiee, flee from doing nought:
For neuer was their ydie braice
but hred an ydle thought.

And when those stormes are part
and clowdes remoovde sway :

1 koow thou wilt 'no Reason think
and misde the wordes | eay.

Which are: that loue is rocte
and opely crop of care,

The bodies fon, the harts aunoy,
and cause of pleasures rare,

The tickneye of the minde,
the Fountaine of uorest:

The goulfe of guile, the pit of paine,
of griefe the hollew Chest

-A fierie froet, & flame
that froze'n is with isf,

A heavie burthen light to beare,
A Vertue fraught with Vice,

It is a warlike peace,
& mafrtie get in died,

A deepe dispaire annext to hope, .
s famice that is fed.

Sweete poyson for bis taste,
a Porte Charybdin leeke, .
A Scyita for his safetie thought,
» Lyon that is meeke,

Aod {by my Crown | swenre)
the longer thou dost loue,

The longer shait thou liue a Thrail
us tract of ime will proue.

Wherefore retire in haste
and speede thee home agmine,
And pardned shah thy trespasse bee,
and thou exempt from paine, *

Take Reason for thy guide
as thon hent done of yore:

And spite of Louve thow shalt not love
ne be a thrall no more.

Repaire to Plstoes schoole
apd Tullies trae aduice:
Let Plutarch be and Seneca
thy teachore to be wise.

This long wnd jearnad talke
had hroosed 80 my braine;

An [ forthwith to Ressou tan
and gave thee op in plaiwe.

Fie, fie on Looe quoth T,
T now perceiue hin craft:

For Renson hath declarde at large
how hee my freedome raft,

I sex his promise is
farre fayrer than his pay:

I Ainde bow Cupid bleande mine eber,
and made me run astoay.

{ wote bow hucgrie Hope
hath led me by the lip,

And made me move w1 endlesss smte
wall worth an oken chip.

Hee trainde mee ol by Gust,

. I farde a3 Hounde at hatch:

The lenser fruite 1 founde, the mome
I ores procurda to watch.

Thua {mightie Lorde) ! left
thy lawes aod statqtes strong
For rayling Rensons triding walke
and offerd thee a wrong.

Bat oow Dame Venns knowes,
and thou hir sonne canst tell
That I withiz my conert hark
dos Jous tiws paasing well
’

Now fully bent o be

(80 thou wiit cleane put out
Of minde my paseed injuriea}

thy man aod souldier roat :
Prest to obey thy will

and neuer awnrve sguine,
Anlong ea Venus is of forca

and thoo shalt keeps thy Raigne.

I weigh not Tullies tale,
ne prating Platoes talke:

Let Piularch voqeh what Plotarch l:n,
let skurvey Sepec wulke.

Olde Ouid will I rende,
whose plensant wit doth

The reast, as far as stubborne Heels
exceils the bricile Glnsse.

In him try deedes of Armes
and manly Marts appeere, -

In him thy stately apoyles are seene
as in B Mirmur cleere, '

Thy raothers prayse apd thioe
in him wre 1o be founde,

For conquests which you bad m heanen
and bere by low oo grounde.

Forgine my former guilt,
forget my passed toyes:

And graunt | moy aspire againe
unto my woonted ioyes.

If suer man did foue
or serus io better steade,

Then shape uty wages to the same '
and doe restraice my meede
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But so T fight in fielde
as Dercely as the beal:

1 hope that then your Godhead will
rewand me with the rest.

| ]

AFTER MiSADUENTURES COME GOOD
HAPS.

]

T meven thooght but this that luck in fine
Would to my will apd fansie well incline,
For daylie proofe doth make an open show
That common course of things would have it so.
‘When stonnie clouds from darkned skyea are fed,
Then Phehua shewes his gay and golden hed.
His princely pride appreres when showres are past,
And sfler day the night ensues as fast.
When winter hath his trembling carkas showne,
And with his frostie foote the spring dawn throwne,
Then in lespes Astas guy with gladsome gleames
That harvest brings and dries up winter streamer,
The Rarck that broylde in rongh and churlish Seas
At length doth reach a Port and place of ease.
The wailefull warre in time doth yeelde to peace,
The Laroros lowde and Trumpets sounde doth

crase; .
Thus may we see that chaunce is full of chaunze,
Avd Portune feedes un foode that ia full straunge,
W herefore doe not dispaire thou leuing Wight,
Fuor Seas doe ebbe and flow by Natures might:
From worse to good cur haps are chaunged oft,
And basgst things sometimes are rayade aloft.
80 Gods would have, and Fortune doth agree,
Which proofs appeeves and is exprest by mee.

70 HI§ LOUVE

THAY CONTROLDE HIl DOUGE FOR FAWNING ON
310

Ix deede (wny Deare) you wrong my Dog in this

And shew your selfe to he of crabbed kinde,

‘That will pot let my fawning whelp to kisse

You Gret, that faine would shew byw Maisters
minde: )

A Muatife were more it for such » one,

That can not let hir Louwers dog alone.

He iun his kinde for mee did seceme to sue,
That earst did stande so highly in your grace,
His Muisters minde the wittie Spanell knewe,
And thought his woonted Mistresse wasg in place:
But now at Jast (good faith) [ plainely see
That Doges more wise than women friendly hix,

Wherefors since you so cruelly entrests
My whelp, not forcing of bis fawning cheere,
You shew your selfe with pride to be repleate,
Aud to your Friend your nature doib appeere:
The Prouerbe nlde is varifide in you,
Loge mee and loue my Dog, sod so adue,

Bolh I and hee that siely Beast sustaine
For loaing well apd bearing faithfull harts,
Beypitous checks, and rigorous disduine,
Where both hath well des¢rued for our parts,
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For Friendship I, for offred seruice hee,
And yet thou neyther Joouste the Dog nor mea,

BLIZABETH AGHUNDLE OF CORMEWALT. .

Wit Toogue can tell the wo?
what Pen expresse the plaint?

Unkemsa the Muses helpe at necde
1 feel my wiltea Lo faint,

Yee that frequent the hilles
and bighest Holles of afl,

Axgist mee with your skitfull Ruilles
and listen when I cell.

And Phabus, thou that Arst
amidst the learned route,

Doe way thy Bowe, and reach thy Late
and 22y to sounde it oute.

Helpe (learned Pallas) helpe .
to write the fatali fall

Of hir, whose lyfe desendes to be
s Mirrour to o all.

Whose Parents were of fame
as Leyuter well can showe:

Wiiere they in worship long bad liude,
with yeares did warship growe.

Of wonship waa the housa

from whence she tooke bir ling:
And shee n Dannat by discent

to worship did intline.

What neede I pen the prayse
of hir that lude so well.
L ‘That of it selfe doth yeelde & sounds
we neede nol ting the Bell. !

‘Whilst Dannat did ensne
Disoa in the rece,

A truer Nymph thay Dannat was
was peuer earst in place,

‘With Beautie s0 ndrest
with Yertue so adornde:

Wan not that more imbreate the good
por at the wicked scornde.

When fleeing Fame with '‘Trumpe
and blasted brute hed brought

This Dunnats thewes to Courtlike esres
{which Danuvet newer songht)

To Conrt she was procurde
on Prinvesse to attende:
A seruice fit for such a one
hir Aowring yeares to spende.

‘Where when sbe had remaynde
and serude the Princesse wall,

Not rashly bot with good sduice
to Iuncs yoke shee feil.

A Woulfe hy hap espide
this sielie Lambe in place,

And thooght hir Attest for his pray:
oot gastly wax Lis face,

YPON THE DEATH OF THE AFORENLEED DANR



Not Woulllike were his epes,
ae hurvish was his voyce:

Nor ruch a3 Lambes might fears to heate
but mether might reioyee

A hewrt not bent to hate
or yexlding pray to spill:
Uunto Licaon farre yolike
whose pleasurs wag to Xill.

Arhundie was bis nume,
his stock of great discent:
Whose predecessors all their lives
in Vertued path bhad spent.

Hes not vnlike the rest
behaude him selfe s well,
As be io fine becarne a Knight,

8¢ to his shate it feil.

Thus was this Ladis fast
corioyhde in sacred knot:

Whose priom sod tender yeres were spent
deuoyde of slaunders blot,

The mutch no 10oner made,
when mariage rites were donne:
Rut Dannet renne hir raec as tight
a3 she hir course begonne,

And sooth it is, ghe linde
in wively bond so well,
As she from Collatinuy wife

of Chastice bore the bell.

Vigsses wife did blush
to hewre of Dannate prayse:
Admetus Make (the zood Alcest)
did yeelde vp all bir Kayes.

The Greeks might take in griefe
of wuch aone to Livere,

Who for hir well deaerued farne
could haue no Greekish Peere,

Thus manie yeares were spent
with good and soothfust lifr,
Twixt Arhundle that wortbie Knight
sod bis epproned wife

Of whome sach Impes did spring,
such fruite began to grow,

Such jsaue did procesdo sy we
them by their braunches know,

The Oke will veelde no grepes, .
the Vine wil! beare no Hawes:

Eeh thing must follow kindely course
by Natures fixed lawes.

Fuen so that worthie Tree
such fruite ia seene to beare,

As yet commends the withred atocks
and them to Walkin resre.

Thus did they live in ioy,

" til) chaunce ond spiteful] death

These iouing Tartles did deuide
and reft the Cock his breath,
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‘Then fArst the bale begun,
then black attire came on?

Ard Danngts dreerie doole waa seemr
with nener stinting mone.

Nought might hir sorrow swage,
but stil sbe did bewaile

The Cimders of bir peverd Make
with teares of none anaita

Seuen yeared she spent in 'wo
refusing otber Make: .

For such is Tartles kinde you mow
they will none otber lake.

I doubt where Dido fealt
the like tormenting rage,

When that the guileful Guest wna gone
that iayde bis fayth to gage.

This Dannats vertuas were
»0 rife and eke 30 rare,

As few with hir fur honest life
and wisedomet might compare.

Miperm did soioume
within that wifaly brest:

Hir deeder declarde that in bir hemd
Dame Palise was 8 guertt.

But what we coust most
or chiefest holde in price, .
With greedie gripe of darting death
is reaued with o trice.

The crael] Siaters three
were all in one agreede,

To let the spindle ronne no more
but shrid the fatal] threede,

And Fortune, (to éxpresse
what swing and sway sha bare)
Allowde them leaur to vee their force
ypon this Jewell rere.

Thos hath the Welkin wunne,
and we a losee gustainde:

Thus bath bir corse & Waute foond ogt,
bir sprite the Henoens gainde,

Since sobbing will not serue,
ne shedding teares anaile

To bring the scule to corps symine
bis alde and woonted Gaile:

Lenue off to bath hir signe
with Niobs tearen to long,

For thou shalt side hir nonght at alt
bat put thy selfe to wrong.

Wish that hir soule mey rench
the place from whence it came:

And shes be guerdond for bir life
with reoer dying fame.

For sure she well desernde
to haus jrumortall prayee,

And lsud more {ight than clearest sanue
ot Phisbve golden rayen,

If ought ary sleoder skill
or writing were of powre,
No processe of ingratefull time
bir Vertues shouid devocr,




EPITAPHES, EPIGRAMS, SONGES AND SONETS.

Dlm‘[ll oF WONMEE THAT ALLUNE AND LOUR
HOT.

Waex you vew in Verse
and Poets rimes the prayse,

Of Lucrece and Viysses wite
so faraous in their dayes:

When Hippo comen by bap
or good Alcest yleare,

And othér some thet by desert
with fame reacwmed wears,

‘Then pour with hastie donne
and raahfuil seatence straight,
Will vaont Lhat women in that age
were all with Vertue fraight.

And for those fewe that liude
in wiely boode mo well:

You will emeeme the reast by those
that osely bare the bell

But follow sound aduice,
let ecle receyue hir doome,
As eche in vertue did sarmoant
or #it in highast roomse.

So cleane was neuer seeda
ysifted, hut among
- For all their puypes were wexdes thut grew
to put the graine Lo wrong.
Thst troupe of honert Dames
those Grisels &l are gone:
No Luctece now iz lofd aline,
ne Cleoputm none,

Those dayes sre alf ypast,
that date is dleeted by:

They myrrors were Dame Nature made,
iy skilfglt hande to try. .

Now course of kinde exclmungde
doth yeelde a worser graine,
And women in these latlar yeares
those modent Matrons saine,

Deceite in their delight,
great fmnde in friendly lookes:

They spoyle the fish for fricndabips sake
that hover an their Hoakes.

They buie the bayte to deare
that 1o their Freedome lose: Is
And they the more deceitfull ure
that so can cmaft snd glose,

With beautie to alivre,
avud marder with disdaine: ’
‘What more ymy be gainat womens kind
where ruth of right shouid raigoe?

B0 Memphite Crocodile
{as we in Poety fine)

Where Nyhu with his senenfold streame
w0 Segwurd doth incline.

With truthlesse tricking teares
and lxmentable sound,

The siely beast with pitie moonde
doth cruelly copfoand. .

.
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S0 Marmaides in the flogd
and Syrens sweetely sing,
Tiil they the musing Mariner
ts apeedie fate doe bring,

Now Helen for hir traine
with Disn may campare:

Such sundrie Helens now are found,
and Dians Nympbes &0 mare.

Who if by craft espie
thy Senses once to bende,

Amd bow by Cupids subtile breach
that byruing gieames doth sende:

‘Then wil they seeke in hast
by furece of friendly blinek,
Anmd wrested looke inio the breast
thels betuties shape to sinck,

Which if be brought to passe,
then bave they their desive:

Aed standiog farre doe smile to ses
the Aaming of the fire.

Then looke they on a ioofe,
and peuer once repaire

To ende the strife that they haue stirnde
twizt Louer axd Dispaire.

Ax shepheindes when they see
the Ganders foe in snare

Reioyce, tnot from their foldes of Iate
their siely cattle bate:

Or Boy that knowes the Foule
Lo be iy pithole caught,

That woonted was 1o steale the stale
and sct the gnare at naugbt:

So wily women woont
to taugh, when 30 they apie

The louing Wight ytreinde by trust
in poiot and pinch to die, -

But if such chaunce doe chaunce
{as often chaunce we see)

The fish that earst was hangde on Hooke
hy better chaunce be free,

If he by happie hap
doe cast off Cupida yoke, ~

Not setting of hir Loue g Leeke
that gaue the cruell stroke:

Then are remoowde the cloades
of hir disdaineful] brow:

And friendabips flood that earst was drie
& fresh begins to dow,

Then wresteth shee hir grace,
aml makes & pezming show

A% though fhe meant no chaunge at ali,
ne would bir Hestes forgo.

Thus are they fright with wilss
whome Nature msde 50 p]ntne,

Thus Sinons shifts they put in vre
their purpose to wttajoe,
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Wherefore let bee our care
¥iysses trade to trie:

And stop our enres against the wundc
of Syrens when they crie,

Think when thou seest the baite
whereon is thy delite,

That hidden Hookes are hard at hande
to bane thee when thou bite,

Think weil that poyson lurckes
in shape of Sugar sweete:

And where the freqhest flowres ave seene
there moat beware thy feete,

But chiefely women shoonne
- aud foltow mine aduice,
If not, thou mayst perheyps in proufe
of follie bears the price.

To trust to rotten boughes
the daunger well is seene:

Teo tresde thte tyled {rap ynwares
batk alwaycs periil beeue.

Haue Medea still in minde,
tet Circe he in thought:

Arnd Helen that to riter sack
both Greece snd Troie hrought

Lat Cresids be in commpt
and number of the mo,

Whe for hir lightnesse may presume
with falsest on the row.

Else would she not haue left
a Troian for & Greeke:

But what? by kinde the Cat will hant,
hir Father did the like,

As wilie are their wits, .
50 3re their tongues vntrue:

Upconstant sod aye feeting mindes
that most imbrace the nue.

When fixed is their fayth
it restes oo brittie sande:

And when thou deemste them surste of all
they beare thee but io hande.

Though Argua ¢X revine,
whoge eyes in numhre Tere
As many as Dame Iunos Birde
in glariog taiie dotbh beare:

Yet women by their wylea
and well gequainted drifts,

Woulde soone deceine his waking heed,
and put his eyes to shifts,

Nought hnue they peede at all
Cyllenas Pipe to blow

To forge their frand, their tongues will serue
aa learved writers show,

TFirst trie, and then tell
Where | haue sayd well
For withoot n triall

‘There vailes oo depinil.

OF 4 PRISITION AND A SOO0THSATA

MircK® fealt himselfe diseasde,
The Soothsayer sayd: There bee

Sire yet remayoder dayes of life,
ne mo {Friepd Marcke) to thee.

Then skilfuil Alcon came,
he fealt the Puises bente:

Apd out of harde this Marcus dyde,
there Phisick wrought his feate.

Thie showes Phisition doth
the Soothesyer farre exconde :

For th* one can mgke a short dispateh,
when th’ other muken po apeede.

A CONTROUERSIE OF 4 CONSUEST
TWIXT FORTUNE AND VENUS.

Whirer Fisnber kest his line
the houering fish to hooke:

By hep & rich roana daughter on
the Fimsher ket hir Jooke.

3hee fryde with frantick Loae,
they maride eke at last:

Thus Pissher was fom lowe extnts
in top of Treagure pinst.

Sioode Fortune by xnd smylde:
how say yow { Dame) quoth shee
To Yenus? was this conquest yours
or is it due Lo mee?

'T was T {quoth Vulcans wife)

" with helpe of Cupids bowe,

That made this wanton wench to rage,
apd muteh hic selfe po lowe.

Not sos *t was Fortune 1
that brought the Trull in plece @
And Portune was it that the toan
stoode 50 i Maydens grace.

Dy Portune fell their loue,
*L was Fortune strake tve stroke:
Then detter is this man to mee
that did this mateh prouoke.

THE LOUVER

VOWETH EOW 10 FUER HE BE SUERINMNED TO
LOUE FAITHFOLLY.

I thankfol! though she were
and had dimdsinfull hrowe,
Regarding nought my corstant heart,
ne forcing of hir vowe:

Eince sowen i3 the seede.

of faithfull friendahips Iore,
Vocoustant will I neuer be

ne breske my Heut therefore,
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#t Forlune vse hir force
to Cupide stand mine ayde,
lod Cyprid laugh with jouely looke,
I will not bee afmyde.
by me the Noble kinde
of ruan shail not be shamde,
Recorde through me shall uever force
our sequell be defamde.

kbe that | consuine
my greene and grewing vouth,
¥ea age and all quite guerdonlesse
yet mill 1 swurue my truth.

Eche that ahall afler come,
and live when I am Dost,

My louing heart shall well descrie
the key of perfect orus,

Hir while my vitall breath
these fuinted limmes shall moue:
¥Yea, aller death in hollow Yawte
viombed, will [ loue,

Foree shee my semice true
1 force it ot at all;

Rue shee by ruth my dreerie kife
or it t¢ mercie calk:

15 stay my T oue phall stande,
ne will | faJsa.my faith,

Ne breake my former plightad hest
or prominsse 1 the death.

Disdaine sball never force
my friendship wrest aw rie:

Ere that 1 crave immortall powrez
that ye will let me die,

Let Dido sull complaine
Aneas broken Hest,

Of ull that came to Carthage Coast
the most vpfaithfull guest.

Untrostie Thereus eke
" let Ariadne clepe,
That fleeted from bis friendly Feere
yle] in slumbTring sleepe:

Bo let Medea accuse
the Knight that wonne the Flise,
Whe forced paught at all in Bne
bir cleepings and hir cries:

Huaue thouw the Raithfull heart
of thine nmured Friend,

Ere be be of that retchelewse race
the Sunne awrie shall wende.

Where so thou yeelde him graca
or a8 am outeask shoon:

Expect bin former plighted Flest
a8 thow tofore hast doon.

Leme will hee neuer blame
ne Yenus lawes forgo,

Life_ sooher shafl than love decrease
bis fajih is fixed so.

HE AQRROWES THE LONG ABIENCE OF HIs
LADIE P.

Now onre againe my Muse renue my woes
Which earst thon hast in doolefull ditde mong,
For grenter eause of sorrow ot aroe

To mee at all, then oew of late is fproong: .
As vou shall heare in #ad and solemuoe Verse,
A wofull Wight hix lapleyse hap rehearss.

Come {Clio) come with pensine Pev in hande
And cause thy sisters chaunge their cheereful
voice,
Ye Furies (el that lorck ip Plutos lande,
Come skip Lo Skies, and mise a doolefull noice::
Helpe to jament the Louers wofull chaunce,
And let Alecto leade the lothsome daunce,

All ye that Ladies are of Lymbo Lake
With hissing haire, and Snakie buah bedecl,
Your beddes of sieele and dankish Dennes forsake,
And Stix with stinking Sulpher all infect:
Do what Fou may to ayde my carefull Quill,
And helpe W ribg a Louers latter kaill.

Aud time (I trow) sith she from hence ia ded
Whu was the guide and giucr of iy breath,
By whome | was with wished pleasure fed
And haue escapt the mitlilesse hande of Death:
Who was the Key and Cable of my life;

That made me acape Charybalis carefull clife,

A Starre wherehy to steare my bodies Bark,
And ship of sonle to shoare in safetie bnug,
To quite my Corse from painefull pmmg cark,
And fierie force of craftie Cupids ating:
Euen she that me from Syllas shelfe did shroude, -
That light in loat, that Lodesarre vnider coud

Whose ahsence breedes the tempest 1 sustsine,
And makes my thoughts so cioudie backe to bee, |

And brackish teares frum swolen eyes to raine,
And churlish gale of surging Sighes to fles:
That Ancor acarce ne harbour I moy haue
From deepe dispairs my shaken Ship W ssoe,

Tte Rubie from the Ring i reft T finde,
The foile appesres that yoderneath was set;
The Baint is gone, the Shrine is left behinde,
‘The fish in acapt, and here’ remaines tha Net:
That other choise for me is none but this,
To waile the waut of hir that is my bliase,

T cursse the Wight that causde hir hence Lo goe,
1 hate the Horse that hence hir Corse conugide,
The Bit, the Jaddle alt T cursse arce,
And ought that else might this bis jonmey staide:
I curee the place where she dotb now soivurnae,
And that whereto she mindes to shape retourne.

My mouth, that kist hir not before aha went,
Mine eves, that did not seeke ta see hir face,
My head, that it oo matter did inuent,

My hande, that il in Paper dil oot place:
My feets, that they refuada to trauell tho,
My legmes I curse that were 3o loth 10 go.

My tongue, that it no paile did then procure
To vtter all my close and couert minde,
‘To bir who lung hath had my wounds in cure,
In whome such ruth and mercie I did fude,

[}
!
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My heart | curse, that sought oot to bewray
It selfe to hir or ere shee went hir way,

And last my solfe and everie thing beside,
My life, my limmen, oy carrion Corse 1 cursse:
Saue hir for whome these torments [ abide,
‘That of my iife is cnely well and sourse:
Ioue shroude hir salfe, and keepe hir from annoy,
And sende bir soone to maka returne with ioy.

_——

TO RIS LOUE

LOMG ARRENT, DECLARING HIF TORMENTR

O LixerING Loue, O friend
that ebsent are so long,

Where i thou bee, the Goids the guide
And guit thy Corse from sTong:

And sende thee harmeleme bealth,
and safely to reuart,

How soone your selfe may deeme full well
to gave a dying bart,

For winee yoar parture |
hxue lend a lothsome state:
And saue the hopa of your returne
pought might my woes abate,

And will you know the time
how 1 have spent sway?

And doe you long in rutbfull rime
my torments to suruay?

Though but with weepiog eyes
I may the same recite:

Yet naythelesse the truth herein
o thee (my Friend) I write,

When fickring Pame at first
¥oto mine eares bad brought
‘Thet you to trausll were addrest,
and fixer] was your thought

In London long to Jodge,
ond flee your friendly soile:
Them dolour first in daunted Corps
and wounded breast did boile

1 felt how griefe did giue
the onset on my hart,

And sorTow sware that pensive panges
should peper thence depart,

‘With ¢linehiog Clawes there came
and talants sharplie set,

A flock pf greedie griping Woes
my grunting hegrt e fret.

The more I sought the meane
by plemtant thought to case

My growing griefe, the more I felt
iocrease my new disease

‘When other lnught for oy,
it brought to minde my woe:

‘When Musick slakte their sorowes, then
my geeret sore did growe,

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

When they at meate were set
their daintie foode Lo taste,

In stead of Yiands beartie cigbhes
1 bad for my repaste,

When Bacchue came to Boorde,
and rche Lo other drincks:

My swolen floud of salled teares
did puerfow his brincks,

And out di gush amaine
of drinck to dande in stesde

To me, that of mch stanogic meate
ug souTow wag did feade. -

Prom boorde to bed 1 go -
in hope to finde relwefe,

And by some pleasant nap to rid
my troabled ghost from griefe:

But stumbring slecpe is ed,
and Morpbens sbewes his spite:
That will ot yeelds one minuts resst
in all & Winters night.

O Lord, what sundrie kindes
of care doe then begin
Trassanlt my wearie waking besd,
aod trembling bart within?

A ibousand thoughts aree,
eche thought bis torment brmge:
And thus the lothed night ¥ spend
amrd feele how sorrow springs.

And if in dawning chaumce
some drouping sleepe do light
Upon the careful Corse that thum
hath spent the waking night:

It stapdes in littie steade,
10 dreadful! are my dreames

A they by force of wo procore
mine gies to runne with sirepmes.

Then bethe | bed with brine,
and cloy my couch with teares:
And mid my sleepe thy grisly Ghost
in straungic sort appeares.

*| Not with such friendly face

aoid brow of gladeome cheare

As earst thou badst: those lonely looken

and hlincks are all nrcare.

More griminer is your gmce
mOre Coye YOUT couptnance exke,
More [owring lookes than were of yore
and Brow more bent to wreake.

In hande mee thinkes I see
thee bolde the hatefull knyfe

To ea thy Priend, and for good will
to reaus deserued )yfe.

‘Wherewith [ wake afright
amd gtrain my pilow fast

To garde me from the cruell tools
until} yoar wmth be past.
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At tength T sew it plaine
that fansie did enforce

Unto bis uxly munstrous dreame
my weake and slumbring Cores.

I vowe thy secret hart,
esnd how it longs to bee

With him that for unfayned love
uopawnde his faith ta thee..

For mercie then I catl
of you fhat judge 10 yii, )
Whose pleasure is to garde your Friend,
and not your Foe to kyll.

Of dreames = thonsand such
eche night I haue a share,

To bennish stevpe from piniog corse
avd nurse my canckred care.

Thas day and sight I line,
thas pight and day I die:

In death [ feele no smart ut ail,
in fife great wo [ trje,

‘Wherefore Lo rid mv griefes
and bannist &l! anncie

Retire from Gteece and doe soiowrne
here with thy friend in Troie. -

Who longs to see thy face
and witnesse of thy state:
_ And partner be of thy deligbta
Lis furious fits to bate.

" THAT DRATH IS NOT B0 MOCH TO BE FEARED AG
DAYLIE DISEASES ARE

Waar? yst not follie for to dread
and stand of Death in feare,

That Mother is of quiet reast,
and griefs sway doth weare?

That brings relenss to went of wealth,
and poore oppressed Wights?

He coapes but once to mortalf men,
bot opce for all he mmitex,

Was nener notte that twise hath fealt
‘of cruell Death the Knife:

But other griefes and phning paines
doe linger oo the life,

-

And oftentimes one selfe pame Comse
with farious fits molest, .
When Denth by ove dispatcht of life

doth bring the soola to rest.

| ————

THE EPICURES COUNSELL,
EATE, DRINCK; AND PLAIE,

My Friend, where as thou semt thy selfe
to be a man in deede, .

Eate, quaffe, and play, with present joyes
thy greedie fancie feede.

6is

For 1 {thoi seast) o dust became
that camt 50 Pealthie wan:

‘1 haue that I alive did eate, .

the reast away did passe.

What'2o ] poonde in pampred paunch
and to my gute conuside,

To gaping ground with mee 1 bore,
the reast behinde ix staide.

My haughtie huildings huge (o ice,
roy Turrets and my traine,’

My Horse, my Hounds, my cofred Coine
fur others doe remaizge.

Wherefore a Myrrour make of mes
and drowne thee in Jelight:

For Denik will sweepe away thy weaith

© and resue thy plensures quight.

. 70 BROWNE OF LIGHT BELIEFE.

Beware my Browne of light beliefe,
trast not before you trie:

Por under cloke of great good wiil
doth fained friendwhip lie,

An wylie Adder lurckes in Jesues
andl greenest grasse of all,

And stings the stalking Wight that thoaght
no daunger would befall '

S5 in the plaine unplayted man
by subtile dealing guilde

And soonest snarde by subtile sbifts
of bim that smoothly smilde

We pener see the frowoing Friend
that frets to outwnrde shows, ~
Beguile or secke to false bis Friead,

zs doth the Heerivg Foe:

The Mutiffe Dog is voyded well
that barcks or ere he bita:

But {ub) the Cur is croall that
doth pewer barck u whit.

Deals thou as Courtiers dayly doe,
in wordes be franck and free,

Speake fagre and make the weatbey cloere
to him that gybes with thee.,

For so thou shalt assured stande
from burt to be ay farre,

As from the grounde of true good will
those glosing Marchauntis are.

A wisedome to beware of Woulfes
and Foxes guilefull guise:

For t'one is craftie by his kinde,
the other puseing wise,

30 that it is 4 matter harde
, their doubla doifts to dee:
Aod yet thou shalt ayoyde the-worst
if taon ba rulde by mee.
quoth G, T.
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THE AUNYWERE TD THE YILE AND CANCERED
CUOUNEELL (:F THI OUTRAGIOUS RPICURE,

My Priend, for that 1 see my selfe
ta be u man in dende,

Thy quaffing counsell [ refase,
voleese to seTue Wy neede,

I muse no whit that thou art dust,
thy bewatly living bere

‘Was meane to bring thee to thy bane,
the sooner for thy chere,

Thou thoughtat to pemper vp thy paanch
but thou didst feede ywin

The greedie wormes that goaw thy guts,
for them a duintic dish,

Good reeson that thou shouldst forgo
and Jeaue thy goods behinde, -

For that a beast 30 like a beast
didet live agninst thy kiude.

A man in name, 1o men in deado
thou art that counselst mee

To liue as thou hast liude, and die
a Monster like to thee,

Foz since thy life so lothsome was,
and shamefol! exke thy death:

1 wiil bewsre, and make = Glasse
of thee whilst I baue breath,

To vhunne thy sluttinh sinfull Sect,
thy tipling and thy toves:

For after deuth thowe pleasures passe
ar did thy fickle inyex

—
OF HOMER AND HIS BIRTH,

Tar Poet Howmer Chins claimes,
Colopbon doth the leeke:

And Smyroe ewenren that be is hirg
that was the learned Grecke,

Of Salamine some say bhe wus,
of [3 other some;

Ao divers meke report that he
of Thesmie line dd come.

Thus sundred and denided ara
the peoples mindes of thee

(Thou Princely Poet) but my thenght
with neyther doth agice.

For 1 assuredly suppose
and dveme the Heauenly Speare
The soyie, and Pallas lap the wombe
that did thy bodie beare.

Hir brewst the Dug that thon difdst sack
in Cradle whep thou leyst:

With haughty stile somuch {thon Greeke)
my mazed head dismayst-

THAT TIME CONAUERETH ALL THINGS.

Was never Bull so fell
with wrinckle fronted face,

But Time wonld nmke him yeeld to yoke
and toyle the ground apace.
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The Horse ybred in Holts
and fed in fuglie Leans

In Time will chempe the fomie Bit
bis Riders will to please,

The Liocos that are woode
and mgiug in their kinde,

By truct of Time their keepers know
in whotne they friendship finde.

Those Bensies that come from Inde
aud farthest purtes of all,

in Time do swerue their sauage sect
and to their datie fall

Time makes the Grape to growe
and Vine to spreade at [arge,

So thut the akin searse able is
to holde his inwarde charge:

So Ceres finite doth spronte
hy force of growing Time,

Whick mukes the strength of hidden seede
‘into the stalke to clime.

Time makes the tender twig
to bourteous tree Lo grow:
It makes the Oke to overlooke
the slender shrubs bylew,

It frets the Culter kewre
that cuts the froliog soyle,
It forecth hardent Fiint of all
and Marble 1o recoyle.

Time wreakeful! wrath rubdnes
it breaketh angers gall,

And eche disease in Time bath helpe:
thus Time doth conquer alf.

Theugh these and other like
by processe are procurde,

Yet naythelensa my festred wounde
cag oot it Time be curde.

For that which sendeth salue
and comfort to the reast,
Dolh cause my ranckling sore Lo rage R

and dubble in my breast

As springy that from & Moont
doe take their downewnde sourse

To whome there may no hame be found
to stop their headiong course: -

So Londltke Loue ystaulde
amd ceazde ip yeelling winde
May not be disposest againe,
Buch is his stately kinde.

TO HIS FRIEND RIDING TO LONDOX
WARDE.

Ag Troylus did reicyece

when Cresid yeelded grace, !
Axd dained him from seruice troe

20 mexre bir heart to place:

50 haue T ioyde (my Deare)
for friendship which T found,
And loue requited with the like
which curde my carefull wound.
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As e foll shrilly shright
and deolds his wofull chaunce,

O Greekish Steede from Troten towne
whep Cresid gan to praunce,

And jenue the liked soyle
where did sojonrpe hir inie,

1 roeane the worthie Troylus
the lovingst youth in Troie:

Enen so 1 waile at thy
depariure, wouldst thou wist,

And out I crie a wretehed Wight
that thought himselfe yhiist

© London lothaome Lodze
why dost thoc so procure

My Loue to leaue this pleasant soyle
that hatk my heart in cure?

Since needen it murt be so,
guinsend Lir home in bast;

Let hir retire with barmelesse henith
that sicklesse hence is past

Yeelde mee o good accompt
af hir that is my icie,

And send hir to hir Troylus
that Jongs for hir in Troie.

——————

©OF THE HBAIRKE AXD CLOUDY WEATHER AT TNE
TIME OF HIS FRIENDY DIPARTUEE FROM
‘TAOLB.

. 1
No meraaile though the Sunne do hide his had
And vnder Cloud do keepe his Jowring lockes,

No wonder that the Skie bis teares doth shed

And with his sty en i the water brookes
‘The cause is knowne, the proofe is pasting plaine,
My Loue and I be sundred to our paine,

Now she is gope that did sustaine my hreath
And ssude my Ship of bodie from the wrack,
By whome I scapta the crucll hande of Death
Which theaght to bring my Corse to viter mack:
The Welkin weepes aod helpes me to bewaile
With gowshing showres the lowe of mins auaile.

Wherfore O Heauenly States that Rulers bee
Ofstarrie Skies from whence these teares discend
And flush so fast as Mortall Wights doe see:
Of rath in nexdefull tims my woes to end,
Procors my foue to roake retarne in post,

To gard from griefe hir Frieods aflicted ghost.

1f not, with Aaghing fixme and thunder dint
Ry Vulean forgde and hammered for tha nodes,
Consume Lo dust my Heshe my wo to stint,
And with thy Macs {O Toue} unioint my bones:
That by such sceth and losse of vital breath
I may auoide a worse aod straunger death.

For Yike the Laene thet now my bart sustaines
Was never felt nor such oppressing care;
Of force my life must yeekle Lo pinchiog paines
Of hasting Death, the Gta po furious are:
‘Which though be s0, when ! am wrapt in Clay,
(My soule) to hir thou shalt repaire and ey,

a17

That whilst the Iyfe would suffer me to w ooure
Witk mortal Wighta, my hart was hirs at will,
And now oy Spindla hath bis.conrse yronne
And twist is none yieft, thou wilt fulllli
The datie whichk tby Maister ought of right,

And whick be would accomplish if he mighe.

E— 1

OF A COUETOUS NIGGARD, AND A
: NEEDIE MOUSE,

Apcrrriap that gresdie Carle,
by fortune found & Mouse

{As be about his jodgings lookte)
within bis niggisk house.

The chiding Chufle bagan to chafe,
and (sparefuil of his cheere)
Demsnoded of the siely Beast
zad sayde what maketo thou beere?

You neede not stand in feare (good Frieod)
the smylicg Mouse replide:

[ come not Lo devoure your Calm
but in your house to bide,

No man this Miser I acconnt
thet chid this hurtlense Elfe:

No Mouse the Moose, but wiser then
the Patch that owde the Pelfe.

S

A PRETIE EPIGRAM ~

OF A $CHOLER, TRAT HAVING READ VERGILM
ENEIDGS, NARIED A CORST WYFE,
A scHOLER s¥illde in Vergils verse
and reading of his bocke
(Arma virumque) that begios,
was caught in Cupids hooke.

At Tepgth to mariage flat he fll,
when wedding day was doon,

To play bir prancks, «od hob the Foole
the abrowish Wife begoon.

The Hushand daylie falt the frtes
and boffats of bis Wife:

Untill at last be thas began
to plaine of painefoll Life.

{Ok Caitiffie tee) the Scholer cryde
well worthy of this wo,

For Armal Virumgue read
in Vergill long ago:

Yet coold not see, o seape the plague
whereof the Poet spake.

No doubt that Noble Poet for
a Prophet 1 will take,

For Arma now Viromgue I
both day apd pight sustaine

At home, 1 need not runne to Schoole
to read the Verse againe,

Would {Virom) were away, aod then
tet { Arma} doe their wumt:

But when I matcht with sach « shrew
I thivk I wes accunt,
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T0 4 YONG CGENTLEMAN OF TANKING
A WYFE.

Lara you with greedie miude to leade & Lyfe,
That pleasant i io deede, and voyde of care?
1 neuer wisbe you then ta take & Wyfo
Nor set your foote in craftie Cupids soare,

A filthie Trull is yresome ta the eie,
A geilant girle aflures the lookers minde: .
A wenton weneh will have the head too die
An aged Trot to lyke is bard to finde,

A bearing Wyfe with brats will cloy thee sore,
A greater carcke than childrens care i nooe,

A bsrraiue beast will greeve thes ten times more,
No joy remaines when hope of fruite is gone.

Wherefore let wyuing go, lynasingle aye,
Appiy the Booke aod bande the Ball among :
A shrew (we sce) in wedded in a dey
But ere a man can shift bis handes tys long.

THE AUNSWERE FoR TALING A WYPL

Lowc yon with greedie minde to bieare mins eie
And make mee thinke of marisge thus amisse

1 cannot deeme so yii of wyuing I,

To loue and wed for loue in perfite hiisse.

A filthy trall {you say) is Jotheome sight,
Put cose she e not pamsing Rire 1o vewe?
1f abe with vertue do the want requight
Of comely thape thon hast no cause to rue,

A gailant girle allores the lookery minde,
What shall we say the womans is the shame ?
Bicanse tha cleerest eyen by couree of kipde
Can not sbide the Sunne, is be to blame

A wantan wench Lo die will have the hed,
Canst thou not sew before thou wade so farre?
His be the hurt that lookes not ere be wed,
The Hushend may the woman make or marre,

° Put case an aged trot be somewbat toagh ?

If coyne shee bring the care will be Lhe [esme,
It shee haue store of mock and goodes yooagh
Thou needstenoct foree somuch of handsomnesss,

A bearing Wile doth make the busbard glad,

A grester ioy thac Childreys may not bee:

A barruine wench sometime must needes e had -
There dotk not froite spring out of every tree,

So that 1 finde no Teason, none at all
In thetthou wist w man ta single life, .
And guite to shug the comfort that may fall
And daylie doth ta him thet hath & Wife,

For wure though some be shrewes w» sne
ther be, -

{ Az of Lhe sheepe are some that beare oo wall)
Yot must we prayee the match wherehy we seo
The earth maintainde with men, and stored fali,

But if yot thinke so il to take 8 Wyfe,

Lat others wedde, leade you the single lyfe.

Quoth G, T.

OF A DEAFE PLAINTIFFE, 4 DEAFE DE
FENDANT, AND A DEAFE IUDGE.

By bap & man that coulde not heare
bat born deafe by kinde,

Another cited to the Court
much fike himselfe to Ande,

Whose hearing Sense was quite bayedt -
the Tudge that of the case

Should give his rerdit, was as denfe
as denfest in the plece.

To Court they came: the Plaintife praide
to baue the unpeide rent.

Defendant saide, in grinding 1
this wearie night hava spent.

The ludge hehelde thern both & while,
iz this at last {quoth bee)}

Of al] your stirred strife the cause?
you both bir childreu bee:

Then Reason wils, and Law allowes
yorr Mother should have side

At both your handes that are bir Sopnes,
When thus the Todge had saide,

The People langht & good 14 heare
this well discussed case,

Twixt two deafe men, and thooght him it
to #it in ludges place, ~

Upon #0 blinds 2 matter that
was deafe ad any rock:

And thus the simple men were shamde,
Lhe Tustice had & mock.

A PROMISE

OF OLRE GOOT WYLL, TO AR OLDE FRIENDE AT
THE BEAIRNING OF NEW TERE.

Thrr Chaffes for greedie gaine
aud Julers [ooue expende

Their New yenres gifta upon their Lords
as erie yeare bath ende:

But I ju tokem that
Lthe yeare his courss bath roon,
And proofe that joyfull Inous hath
& nousll yeure begoon.

{Ax Lous and Dutia wylles)
the Herauld of my bart

Here send ta you to make & shewe
‘that Priendship shali not start,

Though yeares doe channge by course
and slter by their isode :

My olde good will and faith to alip
{ trust you shall not finde,

Timetes will be true,
his loue shall newer hlin:

But gather strength and grow to more
than when it did begin,

E——
A YOW TO SERUE PAITHFULLY.,

In greene aod growing age, in lustie yoares,
In [aiter dayes whom situer buah appeers :




EPITAPHES, EPIGRAMS, SONGES AND SONETS.

Xn good and gladeome bap when Fortune seroes,
Xn Jowring luck whea good amenture swarves

By day when Phahus shewes hin princely pride,
By aight when golden Starres in skies doe ghide,
In Winter when the groues bae lost their greene
Tn Sommer when the longest dayes are seene,
In happie helth when sicklesse limmes have iyfe,
Kn griefull state, amids my dolors ryfe,

I pleasant peace when Trumpets are 2wy,

In wreakful warre whea Mars doth beare the sway,
In perillous goulfe amid the sioking sande,

1n safer soyle and in the stable lande.

‘When s you laugh, or alse with grimmer grace
You beare your faithfull Friend unfriendly face,
1o good report and time of woorser fame,

I will be yours, yes thoogh I Joose the game.

FUNERALL VERSE
¥PON THE DLLTH OF STk JOHN HORISY RNIGHT.

Trat welth assigned is to wante ey,

And stately pomp to vanish and decrease,

That worwhip weares sod worldly wights decay,
And fortones gifts though nere 8o braue do cease
Muy well appecre by Horseys hateful hierce,
‘Whose Corse {alas) untitmely Death did pierce.

Who thought thereby ua Natore to subdue
By reauing breath and rowne in worldly stage:
So blasted brute to blot, and Fame that flue
OFf him that well deservde in all his nge
For worship and renowne to bave his thare
Among the remst that prayse for. Vertue bare,

Hut seeking wails to wroug this worthy wight,
Sheo fowly mist hir parpose in the fine:
For Horsey gaynes by deaths cutregioun epight,
And endlesse fame, whereat bis Foes repine:
But eche mun eloe humests and crics alowde
‘That Horsey was Lo sogne yierapt in shrowde,

The rich report thet ruth in bim did reigne,
And pittie iodgde withio his Joouiog brest,
The simple sy that for no maner gaine
He hatb at any time the poore opprest:

Thos both estates his worthy life commende,
And both Tament his overbasting ends,

Then cesee {I my} wuch fushing teares to shed,
Duoo way thy doole, represse thy muthfull moue,
For Horsey lives, his sotile to Skies is fed,

The onely Corse is clusde in Marble stone.
50 that thoy hast o cause to waile his chanaore,
‘Whome spiteful] deaily by batred did aduaunce.

]

TQ HIS FRIEND T.

HAVING BEEN LONO FTUDIED AXD WELL EXPE~
RIENCEL, AND NOW AT LENGTH LOVIRG A
GEMTLEWOMAN THAT FORCED HIM KiAUGHY
AT ALL-

I rMoverT good fayth, and darst haue gagde my
hand )

Faryou (Priead T.} that beactie shontld now hight

Have rasde your hart, nor Cupid with his brand

Haye hrongh_t thy learned breast to such s plizbt
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I thought Minerm's gift had beeps of porwre

By holsome resde to roote this fansio out:

Hut now [ sex that Venos in an howre

Can bend the base, and dewnt the wise and stont.

‘Why shouldst thou seke to make the Tiger
- tame?
To win & Woule o cruell by bis kinde?
To suffer Esops Suzke thou art to blame
That stoonge the man whete he roliefe did finde,

la neught in her but Women's name alone,
No Woman sure abe i, but Monster fell,
That scornes bir friende, and makes bim die with
mone:

Wheo makes an Idol]l of & Degill of Hell,

She war cut out of some sea beaten ek,
Or taken from tbe erueil Lyons let,
That feedes hir Friend for friendship with & mock
And smiles to see hipa mateht in Folliea net

Tf thou were wine (as thoc irt foll of loue),
Thou wouldet aceount hir besatie but w Glaxse,
And from thy bart such fansies fond remoos
1 loth to see the Lyon wex an Asat,

1f w0 she were thy faythfall Priend i desde,
And sought a salue to cure thy cruelisore,
(As now shee mekes to muke thy heart to bleede}
Good fayth thou couldst mecount of her no more,

Baut waying now hir great abuse to thee |
A Friend to hir, but to thy selfe a Foe:
‘Why ahouldst thon loue, or 30 enamatred bee?
Leaue off be time, let ofl sach dotage goe,

Should I embrace the mag that hates my life?
Should I mecount of bim thet settes me light?
Shouid 1 yeeld hy my throate to murdring knife?
Or seske for to reclaimme a baggard Kite?

Hast thou not resd how wive Ulyuses did
Eastufle his eares with waxe, and cloae them np,
Of Cyrces filthie Jone himseH 1o rid,

That trrnd bis Mates to Swine by witchew cop:

And how be did the Jyke upon the Seas
The plessant goysome Syrens songues t’endure,
That otherwise hod wrought bim great nnease
If onee they mought his mates and him allore?

Put thou the Greekes denise aguine in ure,
Stop by thine eares this Sycen to begnile,
Seale up those wanton eies of thine, be pure
To lend no eare unto hir Asttering stile.

For all hir talke but to deceit doth tende,
& canckred hart is wrapt In friendly lockes:
Shee all hir wittes to thy decay doth hende,
Thou nrt the Figh, she beares the byting hookes,

No mrige beast doth force = men & whit,
That looes bim not: we see the degged Curre
Favnes not on him that with the whip doth amite
The horve hates him that pricks him with the
sparre.

And wilt tho lone, or pluce within thy brest
The ¢rael] Dame that weauea thy web of woe?
Wilt thou still awne upon so false a guent:

In stesd of Doue wilt thou refaine & Crowe?

P |
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Bewsare in time, ere Begutie pierce to farre,
Let Fancics go, loue where is love aguine:
For douhtlesse now to much  blame you arre.
To sowe gond will and nmpe but foule disdaine.

I counsaile thus that may thee best aduise,
For thal my sctfe did serue a crnell Dame
The blinde recurde cap iudge of bleared eies,
The criple bealde, knowes how to henle Lhe lame.

Shake thoo betimes the yoke from off thy neck,
For feare the print thereof remaine behind:
A happie man is he that feares no check,
But liuey al freedome with contented minde,

AN EPITAPH

UPON THE DEATH OF THE WORSHIPFULL MAYSTER
RICHARDE ENWARDE® LATE MAYSTER OF THE
CHILHAEM IN THE QUERNES MAIFATIES CHAP-
PELL.

Iy veares could tell my thought,
of plaints could paint my paine,

1f doubled sighes could shew my smwrt,
If wayling were not vaine:

If gripes that gnawe my bros
Coulde well my griefe expresse,

My teares, iny plaints, wy sighes, my way-
ling newer shoubd moccesss, .

By mean whereod I might,

. unto the workd disclose

The death of rach a man {alas)
as chaunced us to lose, |

But what aoayles to mone?

IF life for life might bee

Restorde agains, 1 would exchaungs
©  my lyfe for death with thes.

Or if | might some way,
Lo pay thy rawnsome know,
(O Edwprds) then helege me sure
thou shonldst pot Jie so low;

That O then cruel Death,
- so flerce with dint of dart
Due courses on my knees 1 yeelde
to thee with all my hart,

For that it list thee trie
thy foule and cankred spite
On that so rare a peece, on that
#c wise and worthy Wight.

Suffisde thee (since thou must
be mail) the simple sort

Toa slea, or on the brutish blood
of beastes o Lake thy sport,

And not in furicus wise
with baste apd beadlong rage
To kill the Bowre of all our Reaime
and Pheroix of our age.

The fact doth crie revenge,
. “the Guala repay thine hire,
Deepe darckned Lake of Lymbo lowe,
and sUll consuming fire.

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

His desth nai T but ajl
goot gentle barts doe mone :

O London, though thy griefe be grent,
thou dost not mourse alone.

The semte of Muses nine
where fiftene Wellea doe flowe,
Whose sprinckling springs aad golden streames
- ere this thou well didst knowe.

Lament ta loose this Plant
for. Lhey shall see no more

The braunch thnal they oo long had bred,
whereby they &ce such store,

O bappie House, O Ploce
of Gorpus Christi, thou

That plantedste first and panste the roote
of that so braue a bowe:

And Christ Church which enioydste
the fruite more rype at fill,

Plunge by a thonsand sighes, for griefe
your trickling teares distiil.

Whilst Childe and Chappel dure
whilet Court a Court shall bee

{Good Edwards) ecbe estate shall much
both want and wishe for thee.

Thy lender tunes and Rimes
wherein thou wooutst to play

Eche princely Dame of Court and Towne
shall beare in minde alway.

Thy Damon and bis Friend
Arcyte and Palemon

With woe full it for Princes éares,
though thou from earth art gowe,

Shall still remaine io fame,
and like 50 long tobide

As earthly things shall live, and God
this mortall Globe shall guide

For loe, thus Vertue list,
hit Papils to adusnce:

Yet for my part | would that God
had giuen thee better chaunce,

A Tonger time on earth,
tby hestned death before,

Bui Edwardes, now farwell, for teares
will let me writs no more

Well may Lhy bones be lodgde
thy fame abroade may fie,
Thy sacred soule posaexse s place
ebaue the starrie Skie.
#ooth THO. Twrsk

———

TE-P HI§ LOUVE

THAT $ENT HIM A BING WHEREIN WAE GRLAUDE,
 LET REATOR RULEY

SHaL Resson rule where Reason hath no right

Nor neoer bnd? ahall Cupid loose his Landes ?

His claim? his crown? his kingdom? name of
might?

No, (Pricod) thy Ring doth will me thus in vaind

Reason and Loue baue cuer yet been twaiae,




EPITAPHES, ‘EPIGRAMS, SONGES AND SONETS.

They are by kinde of snch contrarie monkd
JAs ane mislikes the others kewde devise,
What Reasun willes Cupido never would,
Xoue neurr yet thought Reasou to be wise,
“To Cupid [ my homage earst haue doope,
et Reason rale the hearts that she hath wonpe.

TO HIS FRIEND FRANCIS TH:

LEADING HIS LIFE IN THE COUNTHIE AT HI$
DESLIRE.

My Prancis, whilst yon breath your foming steede
Atheart the fields in peace o praclise warre,

Tn Countrie whilst your keneld Hounds doe feede,
Or in the wood for 1akan pray dos jarre:

Whilst you with Haukes the sielie Foule doe slaye,
And ke delight a quick retriue to haue,

To B¢ to marke, and heare the Spanels haye
Wasting your age in pleasure passing braue:

In Citie I my youthfull yeares do spende

At Booke perbaps sometime to weare the day:
Where inan to man not friend Lo friend doth lende,
Wit us iy naught but pitch {(my Friend) and pay.

Great store of Coyne, but fewe enjoy the same,
'The ownera bojd it fast with |ymed handes.
We lice by losse, we play and practice game
‘Wee hy and seli, the streate is all our landes,

Well storde we are of erie needfuli thing,

Wood, water, coale, flesh, fithe we hane ynow ;

( What lack you) Wyues and Maides doe daily sing
"Fhe korna ia rife, it flicks on many a brow,

But yes ([ my} the Countrie hath vo peere,
The Towne is but a toyle, and wearie Iyfe:
We ltke your Countrie sportes (Friend Francis)
heere,
‘The Citie is & place of hate anl atrife.
Wherefore | thinke ihee wise and full of thrift
That fedst the Towne, and host that blessed gift,

TO 4 GENTLEWOMAN

THAT ALWAYES WILLED HIM TO WEARE ROSE-
MARIE, (A TRAE THAT 1§ ALYAYRS GREENE)
FOR HIR BAKE, AND 1N TOKER OP Hl3% GUOD
WILL TO MHIR,

Tue greene that you did wish mee weare
aye for your loove,

And oo my helme » braunch to banre
not to temoove:

Was cuer you to haae in minde,

Whom Cupid bath my Feere saignde,

As [ in this haue done your will,
and minde to doo:
So 1 request you to fulfill
my f{ausie t0o:
A greene and lovimg heart to haue,
And this is all that | doe craue.

6n

For if your flowring hearl should chaunge
hia colour greene.

Or you at leogth a Ladie straonge
of mee be seepe: - :

Then will my breunch ara:net his use

His colour cheunge for your refase,

A1 Winters force can not deface
this braunch his hue ¢

So let no chaunge of looe disgrace
your friendship true:

Yon were mine owne and g0 be atill,

So shall we live and lobe our G,

Then may I thinke my aelfe to bee
well Tecompenst,
For wearing of the Trea that is
sa well defenst
Agaynst atl weather that doth fall,
When waywarde Winter spits his gull,

And when wee meete, to trie me true,
ooke on my hed,

And [ will craue an oth of you
where Frith be fled:

So shall we both assured bee,

Both |1 of you, and you of mes.

AN EPITAPH OF THE LADY BR.

Srate (gentte Friend) that passest by
and lewrne this lore of mee,

That mortell things doe five to die,
and die agains to bee.

For daylie pronfe hath daylie tzught
and yet doth teache it plaine,

That sl our subgtance comes to panght,
and worldly welth is vaine.

No rawnsome may redeeme thy Besshe
from lothsome lumpes of soyle,
The Wormes will soone thy Beautie fresbe

with greedie gripe dispoyle.

T that was earst of gentle bloud
that ncuer snfferd staine,

Haue nothing but & winding shrowde
in stead of all foy geioe.

[ twive wan bound by sclemane oth
unto & louing Make:

Yet twan my lack Lo burie both,
and eke n thirde to take,

The joy that fourtie yeares had growhe
by those two hushands dayes,

In two yeares mpace wos guerthrpwme
and sitred suudrie wayes..

As luck wonld not sllow my choice,
86 Death mislikte the same: .

Those tog agreed with common yoyce
my bondage to unframe,

The Lady (Br.) quoth Fortume tho
hir worship shall not toose !

Then shee (quoth Death} shail hane oo mo,
nor other hybande ¢hoose.

&
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Thus did they both contend ot oace
whe mought the frisndlist bec:

Thus Death and Fortune for the monce
did make my body free

Pray gentle Friend therefore for me,
to Mhightie Joue on hie:

For as [ am 30 thou shalt hes -
siuce thou dost liue to die,

Trost never Fortunes fickle fate,
but Vertue still retaine:

Thou mayat in time exchaunge estate,
yet Vertue will remaire.

OF THE TINE HE FIRSY EECGAY TO LOUE AND
AFTER HOW HE FOREWENT THE MANME.

Howe may it be that Soow and Ise
ingender heate ?

Or how may Glare and Fromt intise
‘a férvent gweste }

Or how may Bummer peasgy make
of heate a colde ?

How mny the Spring the leaves downe shake
and trees unfolde ?

Though these too others seeme full rare,

To mee no newes at all they are.

For 1 my selfe in Winter tide
when colde way rife,

. Whote gleames of Cupid did abide
andd stormves of strife. N

Iz frostie weather 1 was warme
and barning whot,

But when the Bees and Birds did swarm
full culde God wot: )

In Winter time began my looue,

Which 1 in Somnmer did remooue.

THER ASSURED PROMISE OF A CONSTANT
LOUER.

Warn Phenir sball haue many Maked,
And Pishes shun the silver Lakes:

‘When Woulfez and Lambes yfeare siml] play,
And Phoebus cease to shine by day:

‘When Grarse on Marbie stope shall groe,
And enerie man imbrace hig foe:

When Moles sball leave to dig the grounde,
And Hsres nccorde with hatefull Hounde :
When Lawrell leaues sball lose their hue,
And men of Crete be counted true:

When Vulcan shall be colde as Ise
Choraelus eake approved wise:

When Pan shall passe Apollos skill,

And Fooles of fansias haue their fill;

Whon Hawkes shall dread tle sielia Fowle,
And meu estceme the nightish Oxle:
When Pearle shall be of little price,

And golden Verlue friend to Viece:

When Fortune hath po cbhacngein store,
Then will | false and not before.

Till all theae Monsters come to passe

1 am Timetes an T wae,

My Loue as long &3 iyfs shall last,

Not forciog any Fortanes bleet. -

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

No threute, nor thraldome sball preasile
To cause my fayth one iote ta faile,
But sy I war, so will 1bee,

A Louer aud & Friead \o thee.

 — ]

THE PINE TO THE MARINER.

O aanx of little wit,

What meanes this frentick G,
To make thy ship of mee

That am & slender Tree,
Whome erie blast that blowes

Full Lightly, ouerthrowes ?
Doth this not moue thy minde

That rage of roriag winde
Diid beate my boughes agood

When earst I grue in Wood?
How can I here anoyde

The foe that there anoyde?
Thinkst thou now I am made

A Veanel for thy teade,
I shalt be more at ease

Amid the fiashing Scan?
[ feare if Eole frowne,

Both thou and I shafl décweoe,

———

AGAINE OTHERWISE.'

A YE®EL t0 Lhe winda -
when earst 1 grew in wood,
How shall I favour finde
" now fleeting in the Hood ? i
For there whilst reaching rootes did holde
I thought T mought be somewhat bolde.
But now that 1 am out
apd framde another way,
And to this pnctis:. put
in daunger erie day. °
I feare the force of cruell foe,
" my ribbes are thin, my sides be lowe,
But if thou venter lifs,
then I will hazard him,
For thee is all my griefe,
for lightly T shall swim:
Though top and tackle all be torne,
wet I sloft the surge nom borne.

—_—

T0 AN OLDE GENTLEWOMAN, THAT
PAINTED HIR FACE.,

_wa: off good Beroe now

to aleeks thy shrivied skin,
For Hecubes face will never be
an Helens bua bath bia.

Lt Beautie go with youth,
renownce the glosiog Ginsee,

Take Booke in hand: that seemely Rose
is woxen withred Qrasse.

Remooue thy Pecocks plumes
thou cranck and curions Dame:

To other trulls of tender yeares

" resigne the flagge of Fame.




EPITAPHES, EPFIGRAMS, SONGES AND SONETS.

OF ONE THAT HAD A GREAT NOSE,

Sraxpe with thy Nowe ageinst
the Sunne with open chaps,
dAred by thy teeth we shall discerna

what tis oclock perhape,

e———

©QF ONE WHOSE NOSE WAS GREATER |

THAN HIS HAND.

O PROCLUY, tin in vaine
that thou about dost stande,
For well I vee thou mindsie to wipa
thy Nares with thy hande,

‘T ruth is that though thoa be
fowle LGated out of frame:

Yet doth this tossing Nose of thine
in bignecse passe the same.

W hen neezing thou on lowe
for succour seemsle to crie

‘Thou canst not heare, thy Nose debarres
the noyse to Eare o flie.

1t beateth back the sounde,
it stands io middlke place

Twixt Eare and Mouth, but sore it castes
A, shade to all the fce,

OF A NIGHTINGALE THAT FLUE TU
COLCHE TO SIT ABROODE.

Taou sietie foule what meanes this foolish paine,
To Bie to Culche oo hatch thy ehickins there?

A mother thou mayst hap returne ngaine,
Meden will destroy thy broode [ frare,

For shee that spared not to spoile hir owne, '
Will ahe stand iriend to Fowles that are unknowne?

AGAINE OF THE WIGHTINGALR.

WHAT (Philomela) meanes this fond intent

Te batch thy broode in fell Medmeans Iap ¢
What? doste thou hope hir rigor will relent
‘Towarde thiy Babes, that gane bir owne no pap ?
But sluze them ail ut oace, and at a clap?

1 wole not what thou mesnste: vnlmse that shee
Should kill thy Brats, to make the Mother free.

OF 4 CONTRERIE MA4RIAGE.

An aged Trot and tough

did murrie with a lad:
Againe, a Gallant Girl to

hir Spousce, & Uraybeard had,

A monstrous match {God wole}
for athers she doth wed :

And he bestowes his secde om ground
that lews it take no hed.

v fagth, s foclish chofce,
for neither hath his wishe,

_For tone doth lacke his wife and to-
ther feeder on Glthie fshe,

E
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-OF DRONKENNESSE.

AT night when Ale is in,
like: friends we part to bed :

[o morrow graye when Ale is out,
then hatred is in bed.

AGAINE OF .DRUH EENNEMSE.

MEX hauing quaft .
are Feiendly overnight:
Io dawning drie
& Man Lo man & spright

| —————]

OF THE PICTURE OF A VAINE RHE-
TORICIAN,

Trus Rufe his Table is,
can nothing be more true:

If Rufus bolde bis peace, this peeco
and hee are one Lo vewe,

L ——

OF THE FOND DISCORD OF THE TWO
THEBAN BROTHERS, OETEGCLES AND
POLYNICES.

I death you pact the fire,
you cut the cruell ame:

If 30 you bad deuvided Thebes
you might ecioyde the same.

-

OF A MARVEILOUS DEFORMED MAN.

To drawe the minde in Table to the sight

15 harde: to paist the limmes is counted light:

But now in thee these two are nothing so, *

For Natare splayes thy minde in open show.

We see by proofe of thy umtbriftie deades, \
The couert kinde from whome this filthe procesdas.
But who cen paint those shapelesce lims of thine,
When scha to vewe thy carkasse doth repine?

A MYRROUR OF THE FALL OF PRIDE,

SomeTINE the Giants did rebell
against the mightie Ioue,

They thought in Olymp mount to dwefl
and long for that they strove,

4 hundred hapdes eche Moontar el
by course of cursed kinde :

A stock 30 stubbome and so armd

1 no where elie can fade.

Dame Tellus was their Mother thonght

of pleasant pocts all, )

By whome they would have brooght to nought
the rente Olympicall:

First Briareus beqan the broyle
who tooke s bill in hand,
And layde it on anather soyle
that thereaboot did sland:
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Still calling on bis monstrons mates ‘
exhorting them the same,

And with the reast the Gunlie debaten
how stately Gods Ly tame.

Ousa was layde on Pindus backe,
and Pelion on hie:

And thus they thought to bring to sack
in tims the starrie skie,

They did enuie the Gods the place
by nature them asxignde:

And thooght it meeter for & race

. which Tellus bred by kinde.

They would hsue had the bighest throne

" that loue had long possest:

And dowue they would the Gods hane throwna
and Princely powre represi

At length the rowie begun W Tors
in making dreadfull sound,

The like wan never harde before
in Heaven from the ground.

Then lupitler began to gaze
and looke abourt the Skie, |
And al the Gods were in a mare
the Moosters were 50 nie.

They callde & counsaile then in haste
. the Gods assembled tho:
And common sentence wuy at last
that migbtie leue sbould throw

His thunderbolt that ¥Yulcan lame
preparead for the nonce, )

Whereby be migbt eftscone make tame
the haoghtie Giants bones,

Thew might yoa see the Mountaines falt
and hill from hill depart,

And Monsters io the valley crawie
whome Thunder did subvert.

The Mountaines were not rayade 80 quick
hut downe they fel) as fant:

And Qiants in a cluster thick
10 Tellua fell at last

Snch plagues had pride in former time,
the Gods nbhorred so

That mortal men should dare to clime
tha hearons hie to know,

And not alone the hesuvenly rowte
the loftie lookes correct

Of soch as prowdly go about
their Empire to reject:

But other Gods of meaner stete
{of whome the Poets wrile )
Such pievish Pecocks pridé doe hate
nod meche revenge by might.

The grisly God whome fnods obay
and drenchivg Seas imbrace,
Who in the watcrs beares the sway
where Nereus shewens his face:
‘Whome forceth he by surge of Seas
“ into Charybdis clijes?

Or whome doth Neptune most disense }
o whoms to Seylla drives?

*
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Not him that beares hia Sailes alowe,
pat him that keepea the shoare:
Ne yel the Bargeman that doth rowe

with Jupg and limber onre,

Not those that haunt the Haven sure
and port of perill voide,

They cannot Nepfuaes wrath procare
the Chanell that anoide:

But those that vuide of carck and cure
and feare of Neplunes yre,

Doe hotse their Sailes and newer spare
to farther their desyre,

And doe receive whole Gales of winda
from mightie Eole sent :

Thowe, thase are they by course of kinde
that Neptune makes repent.

He apoiles the Sailes, and tackle teares,
the Must is gone to wrack:

The Ribbes they rent, the Shipmen feares
when Cubles gin to crack.

Then whereto serues the Filota pride
that hoyst bis Sailes go hie?

Aund where ia be that fearde no tide
nor threatning from the Skie

His pride procurde his fearfull fate
and fortuoe that befel]

Which Neptune most of all doth hate
as Shipmen know right well.

Let Giants fall and Shipmens case
a myrrour be therefore

To such as seeke ta hie n place,
for like shall he their lore.

Narcisus may example bes
and myrrour to the prowde,

By whome they may most pluioely see
how pride bath beene allowde.

His treautie brave smch lofthe cheere
in him did breede in time:

That Gods themaelues agreeved were
with such a baynous crime.

No looviog Laste might bim alluve,
ror Dians nymphs at all

By ought. his friendship might procure:
but wote ye well his fall,

In Sommer time »s Fortune woukl
bis Fortone was to hee

In npen fleide, where no man could
his hlazing beaulie see.

At length in raging to and fro
bis fortune was to finde

A Fountaine freshe that there 4id Aow
s Gods (] think) assignde.

He thought forthwith his thirst to quent
by plemsant trauaile gule,

But Lhere be found or ere he went
a grealer drougth God wote,

In stooping downe to take the Lasls
of Christall weters thesre,

{Uchappie Boy) bad spide at Insk
a little Boy appeare.
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Wh?se beautie braue, and liking looke
"hi=s fanile pleasde 0 well:

T hat there bimselfe the Boy forspoke
and ino s frensie fell.

¥le had that he so fondly looude:
and yet it waa not su:

And from himselfe he was remooude
that Lhence did nener go.

‘He wos the Boy that tooke the vewe,
he was the Boy espide,

And bring both he neyther knewe,
such was the ende of pride.

"Then gan heshed his teares adowne,
then gap be meke his plaint :

A nd theo at Jength he fell to grounde
sure feebled all with faint

THis spirite that eprst 0 prowde was fecna
converted inte winde ;

But of his Corps & flower greene
utill there ubode behinde,

Narcissug callde (as Poets tell)
as Narcisse was before,

In tokep that to Narcvisse fell
this.most unhappie lore,

1 could recite the hystorien
of many cther moe,

‘Whome pievish Pride the miseries
of Fortune forst to knowe.

But I of purpose wiil let paswse
Apulics Bastard Sonne,

Who Phacton ycleped was
when fiest his fame begonne.

1 minde pot to rehearse aLall
the charge he tooke ip hande,
I wittingly omit his fall
inte Eridan aande.
Bat this ] say wsuredly
hed it not bene for Pride,
"The Charret had not gone awris
though Phaeton were guide.

Bat glorie vaine and wwnt of skill
enforete his haughtie bart,

Of Pheebe to crave tu worke his will
in ruling Photbus cart.

The like attempt tooke Jcaras
from Cretw that did flie

By wingy of Wax with Dedalus
when [car Boe to hie.

His Fathers wordes prevailed not
nor lesson laught before,

Till faimed fetherns were 60 whot
dg he could flie no more.

For want of winges then gan he elap
his breast with open armes

Tl downe he fefl: sach was his bap,
whose pride procarde his harmes.

When wrastling windes from Xole seat
befight themaelucs so lung :
That East against the West is bent,
and North puta Scuth to wrongs:
vox, L. ’

Then may you heare the Ping to crack
that beares his head o hie

And loftie tugs go then to wrack
which seeme to touch the Skie.

When Ioue fings downe his thundring belts
our viees to redresse,

They batter downe the highest holies
snd touch oot once the lease,

The Cotte ia surer than the Hall
in proofe we daylie see:

For highest things doe soonest fall
from their felicites,

What makes the Phaenix flame with fire
1 Birde g0 rare in aight?

Whal causeth hif not to retire
from Pbebus burning light?

In faith if he wouold live belowe
as Birds Dama Nature tought,
The Esterlings should neuer knowe
their Pheenix burnt ao oft.

All ye therefore that suretie lous
and would not have a fall,

From you the Peacocks pride remoona
and trust not Fortunes Ball,

Let Phactons fate be fearde of you
and Icars lot alsa:

Remember that the Pine doth rue
that be 5o high doth gromw.

————

OF THE CLOCK AND THE (OCK.

Goon reason thou allowe

one letter more to mee

Than to the Cock: For Cocks doa sleepa
when Clocks doe wake for thee

—
OF 4 TAYLER.

TraouoR Tayler cat thy garment out of frome,
Apd strie thy stuffe by sowing it amis:

Yet must we say the Tayler makes the same,
To make and marre is one with them ywis,

THE LOUER

FINDIRG HIS LOUE FLTTTED FRO® 'WOATED TROTH
LEAUES TO WRITE IX PEAYER OF HIR.

{ Trouca cleane contraric by my Yerse

to thoee [ wrote before,
Yet let mot retchl doome
my wandtiog wita the more.

As time doth shape ond shew (they eay)
su cught oar shile to frame,

1n Sommer Sunpe, we necde no fGre,
yet Winter asketh Rame:

So that T earst found cause of sport
nnd matter to reioyce,

Of force by fancie was procurde

to use & gladeome voyce.




e = ——

626 TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

Ard now since deepe dispaire hath drencht
my bope, I will sesny

To turi my tune and chaonge my cheers
and fexce my woonted lay.

-Nat farre ualike the chirping Foule

in Sommer that doth sing,
And duripg Winter hides his hend
tiil next returne of Spring.

They say when altred is the cause
of force effect doth wue:

A2 new repeire of beter blood
doth cuuse & Hawke to mue

Though /Etca burpe by kindly oourse
and belke out Sre with fume :

When Sulpher raice is cleage extinet
"the fler will consume:

Whereby I may conclude aright
ihat eche effect must bee

As ia his canse; So fruite ensues
the nature of the Tree,

Then [ of foree must shape my stile
a7 matter is [ write:

Unlesse 1 would be thought to match
a Fawcon with g Kite,

When winde and waue at Gea doe rore
acd Barck js in distresye,

Thexn time requires that shipmen sbonld
their Tackies ali addresse,

Then crooked Ancors must be caat
the shaken ship to stay

From sincXing Sands, and ruthlesse Rocks
that Shipmen oft affray.

No sooner Triton blowes his Trumpe
und swolen waters quailes,

Azd ole makes bis windes retire:
but hoyse they vp the Sailes.

Then fAeete they forward in tha floud,
then ent they wauey in twaine:

Then launch they on {as carnt they did}
with sll their might acd maine.

50 1 hereafter muat assay
my woontad tupe o chaunge
As titpe requires, and [ in Jone
shajl finde my [adie strunnge.

1f she be one of Cresids crue
and swatue hir former Hest,

"No Lucrece murt T tearme bir then,

for that were but & iest.

For if she false hir fixed fayth,
Viyases wiues rencwne

Unsitting is for bir whooe loue
endureth but u stowne,

VWherefore I will o1 time eball shape
aud she hir loue protnng,

Applie my Pen, and tel} the troth
as hest [ may in sorg.

HE JOREUWES OTHER TC RAUE THE FRUITE ¥
Hif SEAVICE.

SowE men wouid looke to haue
2 recompence of paine,

And Reason wily it 20 1o ba
valesse we [ist to fuine:

Some would expect for loue

to haue vnlfained hart, '
And thbink it but a fit rewsrd

for such a good desart

But 1 {(vahappie Wight)
thet spend my loue in vaina,
Doe seeke for succour st hir hands
while other get the guine.

Az thirstie groumd doth gupe
to gwallow in the shoure:
Euen o fare I poore Harpalus
whome Capids pajna deucure.

[ holde the Hine in bande |
and paine my scife thereby,
While other eate the hidden foode
that'are not halfe 50 dry.

1 plough the soyle with paine
and cast my seede thereon:

And other come that sheare the aheanes
sud laugh when [ am gou.

Mine is the Winters toile,
ard tieirs the Sommers gaine:
Tbe Haruest falica out of their sham
that felt no part of paine.

I benre the pinching voke
and burden on my back,

And other drive when 1 mast draw,
and thus ] go to whack

I faat when other feede,
1 thirst when other drinck:

I moumne when they triumph for ioy,
they swimme when | must sinek,

They haue the hoped gaine
whilen I the lowe indure:

They whole at heart, whilst I my gricy
by no meaues can recare.

They shroud thetn selues in shade,
I 3itin open Sunpe:

They leape as Lambes in Instie Lemze,
I lie a8 one vodunne,

They tast their nightly rest,
my trouhled hesd doth wake:

I tosse knd turne from side to side
while they their sorrowes slake,

I would, but they enioye,
I craue that is debant:

They haue, what will you more 1 say?
their seruice is prefanl

Thue I procure my woe .
by framing them their foy:

Is secking how to sulue my Sore
I brecde my chiefe aonoy,




gheepe with Wooll xre clad
+ their Maisters haue the gaine,
Bo Birds doe buitd their Neats on Brakes
aud put them mloes to paice,

But other tast the fruite
when so their Broode is hatcht:

T be Next ramaines, the Birds are goae,
the Chickens are dispatebL

Bo Bees for Honnie toyle

ino Aeting to sod fro,
And sielic wretchen take great payoes
" for whome they litile know.

A thinck it is procurde
by grismly Gods aboue

‘That some shocld gape, and other gaine
the goerdon of their joue.

Bot smre if Womans will
be forged of my wo,

And not the mightie Goda ordaire
my destnie to be s0:

Then wust [ needes complaine
and cursse their rathlesse kinde,
That in requital] of good wili
do shew them seluvs vokinde.

But whether be the cammm,
hereafier { intende
To fawne on them that foree on mes,
" and bow when other bende.

This one abuce shall make
me take the better heede
. On whome { Bxe my fancie fast,
or make x friend indeede.

THE LOUER

SEING HIMSELFE ABUSDY, RENOUNCETH LOUN,

Taorsn woconrapt it shames
and foliy ta repent,

Or gruteht good wili that was beatowde
whern pought save fayth wes ment:

Yet can they uot withmy
but if the koot be burst

Then may we shew our seloes ynkinde
that friendly were at furst.

He rannes en endlewse mace
that neuer turdes sgaine,
And be a fonded Louneris
that waates his Lone in vaina

Nought can be iudge of hues,
that can not sexe when guile

In place of friendship cionkes hir welfe
in forme of furped wile,

And be that pleinely sees
the Trap hefore his eie

And wiil not shanne from perill, tis
no matter though he die.

1 tell my tale by proufe
{ speake it not by rot,

To Joue a sabtite Lasse of jate
wag faliea to my lok

.
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On whome I wet such store
such comfort xnd delight,

Ag life it wux to see hir face,
a death to waat hir sight.

&o I might doe the thing
that might abridge hir smert,
Ard bannish all annoy that grew
by froward fortupes Art:

Whet dannger should I dread }
or perill seerme to shunne?

None that iy here helow on earth
or subiect 1o the Sunne.

To shew my geife & Priend
to hiz, I was my Foe:

$he wan the anely )dol! whome
I bonorde here beloxe,

Thin is {thought 1) the sume
that was Viysses wife:

Wha io the sbsence of hir Make
did lead g doolefull life.

Or chee tis she at least
whome Tarquyn d4id enforce

By beastly rape with piereing sworde
%0 to fordoe bir corme,

But sach is bir abuse
3o froward eke hir grace,
As loue it may no longer lavt
aince frindship hiden s faca,
I did not wel! aduise .
1 tuilt an sincking Sands,
And when § thought she loocode me best
shee bore me bhut iz hande.

Where I hud thought a Porte
mnd Huuen sure 1o bee:

There founde 1 hap and dreadfull Death,
A8 gAEETR ON DAY .

As Mouse that trendes the trup
in bope to finde repast,

Ard bites the bresd that hresds his bane
tnd i intrapped fast:

Like was my doolefult case
that fed ypon my wo,

‘Till now repentance foreeth mes
such fancies ta Forgo.

Ard {thancked be good hap}
now cnce agrine § flocte

And swim sloft, that sanck of Iste
fast hampred by the feete,

Now is my fortune good

8o Portune graunt it lnst:
And 1 as happie 28 the best

now stormie Clondes are past.

{ finde the hottom Acme
and stable where [ parse,

There are no haughtie Rocks at hande
ne yet 06 grovad of glasss,

Good Ancor holde T haue
501 may vse it stili,

Y am wo more a bounden theall
but free I live at widl

627
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But that which most torments
my miode, and reaues Y ioy

Is, for I serude a Sckle Wench
that hred me this annoy,

But Gods forgiue my guilt

. aod time mispent before,

And I wiit be snother man
then I haue bene of yore.

AGATREY THE TELOUS AEADES THAT ALWAYES
HAUE LOUBHS 1N SUSPECT,

Waxw Jeious Tuno saw hir mighty Make

Had 15 turnde into a hrutieh kinde

More couertly of inir his Just to take:

To work hir will and all bix fraud to finde

She craude the Cowe in gift at loue his hande,
Who could not well bin Sistera sute withstande,

When yeelded was hir baone and Hest fulfilide
Te Argus charge committed was the Cow,
For ke could wake so well, him Jano wilide
To watch the Benst with neuer sleeping browe :
With bundred eyes, that hatefuil Hierds hed
Was deckl, some watcht when som to sleepe were
Ted.

S0 warded he by day, so wakte by night
And did Dame Iunca will sccomplish s,
As peyther Ioue might once delude bis sight
Nor 18 part hir poigted pasture fro:
His staring eies on 15 atill were bent,
* He markt hir march, and sude hir ss shee went.

Tilt Joue at lenght to ruth aod pitie moonde
'To see the apiteful] hote thet Argua bare
To hir, whome he so feruently had jooude
And who for him abode suche endelesse cure:
His fetbred Sonne Cylenus sent from Skien
To reaue the careful] Clowne hin watchfull ejes,

Wha to fulfill hie Lord aud Fathers Hest
Tooke charmed Nod in hand and Pipe to play, -
And girt him with & Sworde as lilte bim hest
And to the fielde be flue where Aryus lay,
Disgoived like = Shepheird in bis weede
That ke his parpose miyzht the better speede,

When eche had other salued in bis sort,
To brag vpon hia Pipe the Clowne begoun,
Aud sayd, that for that noise and gallant sport
All otber mirthes and Maygames he wold shoon,
His onely ioy wae on his Pipe to play:
Aund then to blow tha Ruetick did asmpay,

In Ene when Argys hud his cxmmning showde,
And ech to other chatted had a space
Of this and that ga was befalue abrods,
Mercurius tooke his Pipe from out his case
And therom plagde hee 30 pamsing well,
As most of Argus eies to slumber fell

And az they slept with charmed Rod be stroke
The drowsie Dolte to keepe him in thet plight,
And playde 8o {ong fill time he did prouoke
All Arguseiee 2o bid the benst God night:
‘Whome wheu he sawe in such a slumber led,
He stale the Cowe, and swapt of Argus hed,

3uch was the fine of his dispitous hate,
Such wes the boone and goerdon of his hire,
And sl the good the carefull Cownrd gute
For seeking to deburre the Gods detire:
A fit reward for such s good dezart,
The Cownrde might hane playde s wiser part

God serrde the like, and worme to such as roe,
{As Argus did} with ever waking ele
The blamelesse sort of Louers to abase,
‘That slwayes readie are and prest to prie
The purpose to bewray and covert toyes
Of fuithfull frieods, snd harre their bliesetal fope

Ttrust there wili be found in time of nesde
A Mercurie with charmed Twig in hand
And plaasant Pipe, their waking eics 1o fede
With drowsie dumps, their purpose to wilbstasd:
‘That Tefons heads may learne to be ories
For feare they leae {an Argus did) their eies.

For Cupid takes disdaine aund scorme to se
His thraflz abusde in auch voseernely sart,
Whn secke no greedie gaine vor filthie fiee,
But pleasant pley, and Veous rugred sport:
A stender hire geGod wole) to quite the paoe
That Lousrs bide, or they their joue attaine,

| _— ]

THAT IT IS5 HUPRTFULL TO CONCEALR s2CIUm
FROM OUR FRINNDES,

A smarT in sitence kept
{a# Ouid doth expresse}

Doth more wrment th® s Aicted man
than bim thet seekes redresse,

For then it respite takes,
and jeysure Lo procure

Such minchiefe a¢ for want of helpe
the lenger doth endare.

As if thou set no mlue
where ranckleth swelling aore,
It will in further pracesse paine
and thet torment the more.

I sundrie times Taue gesne
& wound that earst was small,
In time for want of Surgions sight
toy grester mischiefe fall:

And eke the halefull blowe
80 grieuous that was thought,

Full quickly curde by Surgions sleight
H he were quickly sought

So fareth it by man,
that keepes in couert breast

The pinching psine that breedes within
increasing great voresst:

That neuer will dinclose
the secrets of bis Lart,

But matber suffer feruent paice
ard deeper piercing smart,

Por why was friendship found
and quickly put in vre,

But that th’ one of tl? others helpe
should think bimselfe full sure?
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“Why are they like in minde
and one in erie part?
“Why are they two in bodies twaine
Ppossessing bot one bhart?

And why doth one mislike,
that so digpleaseth his Feere,
Bat that they two are one in deede
it pleioely might appeare?

Did Tullie cver dreade
hiv secrets to disclose
To Atticus his loning Frieod,
" in whome he did repose

SBach credit and soch trust
and in him selfe he might,

To whome alwayes with painefull Pen
this Tullie did iedight?

“What euer Thesens thought
Perythous could tell,

With wearie traue!l that pursuds .
hig loving friend to Hell,

Wat Damon daintie foond
to Pythias at all,

For whome be would with Tyran staid
as pledge to tine in thrall}

In Pylades was nought
but thot Orestes knew,

‘Who priuie waa from time to time
how care ot comfort grew,

G ysipput felt po griefe
but Titus boade the same :

And where thut Titue found reliefe
their Gysippe bad his game,

When Leliur did laogh
then Seipic did ioy:

And what Menetos Sonne miglikis
Achylles did anpoy.

urnalus his theughts
and secrrts of bis hart

To Nysus would declare at Jarge
were they of ioy or wmart.

Al these conicyned were
in surest jeague of loone,

W bome neyther Fortune good or bad,
por Death might once remoone.

“They would not think in minde
nor praciise that at ail:

But to that same their trogtie Friend
they would in councell call,

All those therefora that wish
their inward paines redresse,
Must o their most assured Friend
it outwardly expresse,

fio oay they chaunce to Ande
a mine for secrel jote,

‘Which otherwise in couert kept
will soone incregse to more,
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OF THE DIUERE AND CONTRARIR PAMATONE ARD
AEFECTIONS OF AIS LOUE.

To Phisick those that long haue gona
and spent theit time in gricke,

Afirme that Paticats in their paynes
will shunoe their best reliefe.

They will refuze the Tysants tasts
and whol drinkes d
Which to recure diseazes fell

Machaon did denise

i J

But when they be debard the same
which so they shunde before,

They crie and call for Tysants then
a3 soueraigna for their sore.

Such is the wayward guise of those

with pangues that are opprest,
They wish for that they neuer had,
und shunne that they powsest.

I may to those right well compare
the Louers divers thanght,

That likes, and then mielikes againe
that they long ewrit had sought

‘They will not, when they may, enioy
their hearls desired choime:

They then defle, they then detest
with towde and lotheome voice,

They will refuse when time doe serue,

but when such time is gone,
They sigh nnd schreach with mournefull crie
and muke & ruthfull mooe.

They little think thet Tigie hath wings
or knoweth how to Sie:

They hope to haue it still at bands

. that swiftly passeth bie.

They think that Thoe will tarie them
ad far their fulle uay,

But Time in little time is gone

it flecteth fast away.

So standes the foola hy fecting Boud
and looketh for a turne:
Pul Riuer runnes and still will runone
and neuver shape returne.

What? doe they hope that beanties glame
will atill continue bright?

Nay, when the day is goue and past
hy course nppeecres the pight.

For crooked age his wonted trade

ia for to plough the face

With wrinckled furrowes, that befora
was chiefe of Benuties grace.

Perbaps they thinke that men are pmd,
and onece intrapt in lons

Will neuer strine to breake the soare
nor DEuer to remoue,

No Fowler that had wylie witte

but will forsee such hap,

That Birds will alway buske and bats
and scape the Fowlers Trap,

[
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And if their Forlune favour ro,
then who deth mount 80 hie

Ag those that guilefuli Pitfail tooke
prepared for Lo die

What Fish doth fleeta a0 fast as that
which lately buzgde on booke }
By happie hap if he escape,
he wiil not backwarde looke.

Take time therefore thou foclishe Peeme,
whilst Time doth serve so wall:

For Time away as fast doth flee
a3 any sound of Beil.

And thoo perhaps in after Time
when Time is past and goue,
Shall lie lamenling losse of Time

an colde ag any stope,

Yet were thon better take thy time
whilst yet thy Benutie serues,

For Beantie xa the Fiower fades
whome lack of Phaebun sterues,

OF DIDO AND THE TRUTH QF HIR
DEATH.

I p1po and the Quene of Carthsge ground,
‘Whauae limmes thou seest 80 lively set to sight:
Such ooe I was, but never 1o be found

So farre in lowe an Vergill seemes to wright,

1 ljiude not eo in luat and fowie delight.

. Por neither be that wandriog Duks of Troje
Knewe mee, nor 74t ot Lybie land ariude:
Byt to escape [arbon that did anoie

Mee sore, of Iyfe my-Crrcasse | depriude,

To keep my Heat that he would tho hage riude.

No storme of lene nor dolour made me die,
1 slve my selfe to paue my Sheete of shame
Wherein good Sycbeus wnipped me perdie:
Then Vergill then the greater be thy blame,
That sa by loue doest breede my fowle defame.

= .
OF VENUS IN ARMOUR.

¥ complete armour Pallas saw
the Ladle Yenus stande:

Whe wid, let Peris now be iudge
encouater we with hande.

Replide the Goddeae:. what?
scornate thou in '‘Armour mee,

Toat paked earst in Ida Mount
20 foglde and conguerde thee?

OF A HARE COMPLAINING OF THE
HATRED OF DGGS,

TRE sentiog Houuds pursude
the hestie Hare of foote:

The siclie Bewst to scape the Doge
did jumpe vpon a route.

“The rotten serug it burst,
from Cliffe to Sean he fell:

Then ctide the Hare, vnbappie mee,
for now perceyune I well

" TURBERVILES POEMS.

Both lande and Sea pureoe
and bate the hurilesse Hares

And eake the dugged Skies alofl,
if 30 the Dog be thears,

TG ONE THAT PAINTED ECCHO

THou witles wight, what meses this mad iotest
To draw my face and fortne, rokoowne te thes?
What meanst thou so for to molesten mee ?
Whome neuer eie bebelde, nor man cvald pee?

Daughter to talking Toogoe, and Ayre am I
My Mother is nothing when thiogs are wead:
I am & voyee without the bodies aid.
When all the tale is tolde and sentence said,

Then I recite the fatter worde afresh
In mocking sort and counterfayting wies:
Within your eares my chiefest harbonr lies,
L There doe I waonne, not seene with mortatl cies

And more to tell and farther to proceede,
1 Bccho height of meo below in groand -
If thou wiit drmw my Counterfait in deede,
Then muustihou paint {Q Puinter) bot » sound,

TO A CRUELL DAME FUOR GRACE ARD
PITTIE.

At I doe lack the skili
to show my faithfull bart:
S0 doe you want good will
to rue your Lovers smart,

The greater is my fire
the Jesser is your heata:
The more that I desire
the lexse you peeme to sweate, v

O yuench not & the Coale
of thys my faithfull #ame,
With nayes thou frowarde sonle,
let yeas ipereass the same.

Let us at length agree
whome Cupid made hy faw
Bche others friend to bee
in fansien yoke Lo draw,

¥ 1 doe plaie my part
xtany time smis,

Then doe bestowe thy har,
where greater Friendship is.

But if in true good will
I beare my selfe upright,
Let mee enjoy thee still
my seruice to requight.

Go thou my fierie Dart
of scalding whote desire

To pierce hir ysie hart
and set hir brest on fre.

That [ may both prolong
wy painefull pyning dayes,
And eke avendge hir wrong

that paipe for plewaure payes, -
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neuer mwe the stone
but ofies drops wonld wast:
for Dame but daylic mone
would make hir yeelde at last.

re——

o A4 GENTLEWOMAN FROM WHOME

HE TOOKE A RING.

WsAT needes this frowning face?
what meanes your lpoke so coye?
s all this for & Ring,
a trifle and a toye?

What though I reft your Ring?
1 tooke it not to keepe:

Therefore you neede the Tesse
in sach dispite to weepe.

For Cupid shall be iudge
and Umpire in this case,

Or who by hap shall next
approche into this place,

You tooke from mee my heart,
1 caught from you 4 Ringe
Whose i Lhe greatest lome? :
where gught the griefe to apring?

Keepe you as well my heart, -
as 1 will keepe your Ring,

Aod yoo shall judge at last
that you hane fost nothing.

For if a Priendly heart

80 stufk with staide loue,
1o value doe not pasee

the Ring you may reprouve

ke reaving of the same,
sad 1 of force must say
That 1 deserude the blame
who tocke your Ring away.

But what if you doe wreake
yoar malice on my bart}
Then giue me leave to thinck
yon guiltie for your part.

Ard when so ere | yeald

to you your Ring agaioe,
Restore me ¥p my heart

that now you put o paine.

For o we both be plensde,
0 my e may be bold

That neyther Lo the losse
of v» hath bought or sold,

THE LOUER

BLAMEY H1S TONGUE THAT FAILED TG VTTER HI#
BUTE IN TIME OF SEEDE.

Forcaven I still preferde the trth before
Shamelesse vntroth, and lothsome lessings lore,
1 finde wy selfe ill nmmpenu therefors

Off thes my Toogue.
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For good desart and guiding thee aright,

That thou for aye mightst live devoide of upight,
1 reape but shame, and lack my chiefe delight

. For silence kept,

When bappie hap by hap adoaunst my case,

And brought mee to my Ladie face to face,

Where I hir Corps in saftie might iinbrace,
Thou heldst thy peace.

Thou madst Wy voice to cleace amids my throte,

And sute Lo cease vnluckylie (God wole)

Thou wouldst not speak,thothoubadsi quite forgols
My hearts bobest,

My heart by thee sospected was of goile,

Fur cange thou ceast to vse a louing sile,

Anrl wordes to forge and frame with fnest Qla
As Louers woont

Thou mnd:te my bload from paled face to start,

Aod fie to seake some succor of the bart,

That wounded was fong earst with dreadfull dart
Off Cupida Bowe,

And thou a5 colde as any Marble stane

When from my face the chillie bloud wrs gons

Couldst not denise the way to make my moos
By wordes appears,

And {yee my teares} that womted were to flowe

Aod streame adowne as fast as thawed Spowe,

Were stopt, as then yee had no powre too showe
A Lenrern sute.

My sighes that carst were woont to dim tbe Skie,
And cause & fume by force of flame to flie,
Were tho ax slack as Welles of weeping dria

Too showe my Loue.

The heart that laie incombred all witbin

Had fainted quite had not my lookes ybin:

For they declarde the case my heart was in
By tongues votroth. -

THAT ALL THINGS ARX AS THEY ARR
VSED.

Was neuer ought by Natares Art
Or cunning akill o wisely wrought,
But Man by practise might conoart
Too worser ¥ae than Nature thought.

Ne yet was euer thing so ill

Or may be of m small & prisg,

But oo may better it by akiil

And chagnge his sorte by sound sduise.

So that by proofe it may be seene

That all things are nsis their vae,
And man may alter Nature cleene,
And things corrupt by his abuse,

‘What better may be found than flams,
Too Nature that doth succor paie?
Yet we doe oft sbuse the same

io bringing hoildings W decwie.

For those that minde to put in yre

Their malice, mooude to wrath and yre:
To wreake their mischiefe, will be sure

Too spill and spoyle thy house wilk fyre,
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So Phisick that doth serue for eaze
Aupd to recure the grieved soule,
The paincfull Patient may discase,
A imake hjm sick that eatet was whoke

‘The true Man and the Theefe are legke

For vworde doth serue them buth ef nesde,
Saue one by it doth saftetie peeke

And th? cther of the spoile too speeda.

Aslaw and learning doth redressa
Thut otherwise would go to wmek:

Even 5o it doth oft titoes oppresse
And bring the troe man to the mek,

Though Poyson paine the drincker sorq
By boyling in his fainting brenst;

Yet iz it pot refusde therefore,
For cause sometime it breedeth reast:

And mixt with Medicines of proofe
According to Machaons Ane,

Doth serae right well for sur behoofs
And succor sende to dying harte,

, Yet these and other things were made
By Nature for the better vae,

But we of custome take a trade
By wilfull will them 1o abuee.

So nothing is by kinde so vorle

Of vice, and with such vertue fmught,
But it by vs may be anoida,

And brought in trackt of time too naught

Againe there 1 pot that so il}

Bylowe the Lampe of Phaebus light,
But man may better if be will

Applie his wit to make it right.

F———%

THE LOUER

EXCTOETH HRIMSELFE FOR RENCWACING HIR
LOVE AND LADIE IMPUTING THE SAME TO HIS
PATE AND CONSTELLATION.

Trover Dydo blamde /Eneas truth
fur leaning Carthage shore

Where he well entertainde had beens,

" aod like & Prince before:

Though Theseus were vathriftie thought
and of B cruell race,

That in reward of death escapte
by Aryainay Lace,

Amid the desart woods so wilde
his louing Laese forsooke,

Whome by good bap and luckie lore
the droosie Bacchue tooke

Yet if the Judges in this case
their verdit yeelde aright,

Nor Thescus nor Eneas fact
deserue such endlexse spight,

As wayward Women stirde to wrath
beare fixed fast in minde,

Still seeking waies to wreake their yre
vpor ZEneas kivde,

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

For neither lack of liking love,
not hope of greater gaine,

Nor fickle fancies foree v men
to breake pf friendshipe chaine,,

They loth not that they loonde before,,
they hate not thingy possest:

Soms other weightic causs they haue
of chauuge, a8 may be ges.

And wayiog with my selfe eche ope,
I can nomne Rtter finde,

Than thet to men such blemsed hap
is by the Gods amignde,

The golden Starres that guide their age,
and Pianets witl them so:

4nd Gods {the Rulers of their race)
procure them to forgo

Their forged faith and plighted truth,
with promise made o sure,

That ia to seeming strong as Bteele,
and likely to eudure,

For did not mightie Youe bimselfe
the swift Cyllenus send

To will the Troyan Prince in hast
into 1talia bend:

And leaue the liked land eo well,
and Carthage Queene formke,
That made him owner of hir besst,
apd all that shee coald make?

And such was Theseus lot perdye,
50 hard the Maydens hep,

That shee in desart should be i
and cauglit in Baccbus trep.

Should Tason be proclaimde aud eride
8 Truitor to the Skies

For that he Medea left at last
by whome he wan the Flise?

No, such was Oclex Daughters chaunee
in Cradle hir assignde,

And lesone Birthstarrs forst the Greeke
to showe himselfe vokinde:

For if rerands might binde so fast,
and knit the koot so sere,

Their faith {no doubt) acd lincked fooe
should then of furce endure,

For Dide geue him Carthege Kayes,
the wealth, and soile withall:

Those other two preserude their linea
that elwe had linde in thrall.

Then sithens gtreuming Starres procure,
and Fetall powers agree,

And stawled Godes doe condiscend
that I my friendship Aee: °

Aod reaue your Bells and cnet you off
1o liue in haggards wies,

That for no prinate stale doe care,
but loue to raoge the Skies:

T must not seerne then to rebell
nar secret Treasoo forge, .
But change my choice, and leage my lowe
snd fancies fond disgorge,
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1 ermue of Cupid Lorde of loue
a pardon for the same,

For that ] oow reiect his lawes
and quight renownce his game.

_

OF THE CRUELL HATRED OF STEP-
MOTHERS

"K' AR Sonne in lawe bis Stepdame being dead,
Began hir Hierce with Garlands too commend :
Meanewhile there fell & stone rpon his head
From out the Tombe that brought the Boy abed,
A proofe that Stepdamen hate hath nener end.

AGAINE-

GLAD was the sonne of frowning Beldntes death,
To witnesse ioy to deck hir Tomb yuu trudge:
A piece of Marhle fell and reft his breath
As he (good Lad) rtood atrowing floures hemeath,
A signe that Death dawnts not the mothers grudge.

TO CUPID

TOR BEUCENGE OF Hi9 YNKIND AND CAUELL LOUE.
DECLARING HIS FAITHFULL §ERDICE AND TRUE

HELAT BOTH TO THE GOD OF LUUB AND H1B
LADIE,

Ir 1 had heeve in Troyan ground
When Ladie V-ubs tocke hir wound:
If L in Grekish Campe had beene,
Or clad in armoar had beene seene:
If Hector bad by mee beene shine,
Or Prince /Eneaa put Lo paine:

1£1 the Machin buge had brought
By Grucian guile so falsely wronght,
Or raywed it aboue the wall,

Of Truie that procurde the fafl:
Then could Inot the (Cupid} blame,
1i thou didst put mee to this sbeme,
But | bave alwaies beepe an trus

To thee and thine in order due,

As eaer was there any wight,

That faith nd truth to Cupid plight,
1 neuer yet despinde thy lawe,

But aie of thee dii stand in awe:

1 neuwer calde thee Bussand blinde,

I no wuch fault in thee did finde,

But thought my time well spent to bee
That 1 iwnploide in seruing thee.

1 wiste thou wert of force and powre
To conguere Princes in an howre
When thou retaindst mee as thy man
Ithought my selfe most happie than.
Since this i3 trae that | haue saide,
Good Cupid let mee haue thy aide,
Helpe mee to wreake my wrath aright
And succor mee to worke my apight
To thée it appertaines of due

Him to arsaist that is 50 true:

And thou of reason shouldst torment
Such ax by wilful) will are bent

To \riumph ouer those that sere
Thee ip-the field, and neuer swerne.
Go bend thy Bowe with hastie speede,

Cause hir that litule sety by moe,

Yot atill to stand in awe oi thee. .

et hir perceine thy fruent frre,

And what thou art in Fgineg yre.

Nuw showe thy salfa no man to bae,
Lt hir e God both fecle and see.

she furceth ool my cotting paine, *
Hir vowed othes shee wayes as vaine,
Shee sits in peace at quict rest, ’
And scornes at mee so disposseat.

Thoo art not Cupid in hir sight.

She spites at mee without cause whie,
Shee forceth mot although 1 die.

I am hir captiae bounde in Giue

And dare not once for Lifc to strige,

The more to thee I call and crig,

Tou rid mee from this crueltie,

The more shee serkes to woorke hir yre,
The more she burnes with scalding fyre.
Aond all for Cupids sake | hide,

From whose decrees I doe not glide,
Wherefore (| say} go bende thy Bow,
And to hir heart an Arrow throw:

That Dart which breaketh hearta of Fliat
And gives the cruell crasing dint,

Upon hir crabbed breast beatow,

That shee & Myroor may be kuowne
Te soch as be thy deadly fone,”

%o shall they good example take,

Haow to abuse men for thy sake,

Let hir (geod Cupid) yoderstande,
That | am thine both heart and hande.
And to play quittance, force a five,
That shee may frie with whote desire
Of me, whome earst she pat to paine,
And this is all that I would guine,

BREEDE FORGETFULNHAAE

Tuoven Noble Surrey sayde

that absence woonders frame,

And males things out of sight forgot,
and therof Lakea his aamie:

Though some there are that force
* but on their pleasures presy,
Unmiodefull of their pligbted truth
and falsely forged hest:

Yet will I not approue -

mee giltie of this crime,

Ne breake the friendship late begoon

ws you shall trie in time,

No distance of the place

shall renuve thee from my brem:

Not fawning chaunce, or frowning hap

shall make mee swarue my Hest.

A3 pone may Phabus frame

his fiegie Steades to roon

Their race from path they woonted were,
and ende where they begoon: '

4s noope shall Saturne cease

his bended hroowes to show,

And frowning face to friendly Starres

‘that in their Circles go: ’

And make hir Tigers heart to bleede,

Shee laughes at thee, and mocks thy might,

That shee thy force and powre may know:

AN ANSWERE TO HIS LADIE,
THAT WILLED HIM THAT ARSERCE $HOULD NOT
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As sone the Tiger tame
and Lion shall you finde:

Aund brutish bersles that savage worn
ahall vwarue their bedlam kinde:

As soone the froat shell dame,
and Fipa cease to burne,

And restlesse Riners to their springs
apd Fouptsipes shall returne:

As sbaence breede debate,
ar want of sight procure

Our faithfull friendsbips writh awrie
whilst liuely breath indure.

A9 soooe | will commit
my selfe to Letbes lake
. As the {sweete friend) whome I & Priend
baue chose for vertues sake,

How may a man forget
the coale that burnes within !
Augmenting stifl his secret sore
by piercing fell mnd skin?

May Martirs ecase to mourne
or thinck of torments prest,
Whilst paine to paine is added aje
to farther their vorest?

May Fhipmen in dictresse
st pleasure of tha winde

‘Togt oo and fro.by surge of Sons
that they in tempest finde, '

Forget Neptunus rage,
or blusiering Borias blast,
When Cables are in sunder crackt,
and tackle rent from Mast}

Ne may T (Priend) forget
{rolesse 1 would but faine)

The salue that doth recure my sore
and heales Lhe scarre aguine,

T send thee by the winde
ten thousand sighes & day,

Which dim the Skies with clondis amoks
as they doe pazee away,

Of guzing on the Sunne
I compt Apollo blest,

Fot Lhat be vewes thew once aday
in passing to the West,

Oh that T bnd his powre
and blasivg Lampe of light

Then thoa my friend should stand asurde
to neuer uee Lha night.

But since it is 0o so,
content thy selfe a while:

And with remembrence of thy Friend
the lothsome time begile,

Till Fortune dog agree
that we shall meeta aguine;

For then shall presence breede our icyes
whome absence put to paine,

And of my olde pood will
(good Friend) thy selfe assure,
Haue no dmtrust, my Joue shall [net
a1 loug ag lile shall dure,

OF A THRACYAN THAT WAS DROWNKDE
BY PLAYING ON THE ISE.

A TRRACYAN Boy well tipled all the day

Upon a frozen Spring did sport and plsy,

The slipper Isa with hieft of bodies away

On sodain brake, and swapt his head away =

It swam aloft, bylowe the Carcas lay.

The Mother came and bore the head mway:

When shee did buyie it thus gan shee say.

This brought 1 foarth io Game ns Hierce 1o bane,
The rest amids the food to Bode & grane.

| — =

THE LOUER

HAOPING IF MAY TO .HAUE HAD REDRESSE OF HIY
WOES, AND YET FOULYE MIBSING HIS FURPMME,
BEWA]LER HIS CAUELL HAP.

You that in May haue bathde in blis

And found a salue to ease Four sore :
Doe May obseruance, Reason in
That May should honord be therfove.

Awake out of your drowsie sleepe

And leave your tecder Beds of Duwne,
Of Cupids Lawcs that taken keepe

With Sommer Soures deck yoor Crowse.

As xoome ag Yeuus Slarre dotb showe
That brings the dawnisg on bis back

And chearefull light begins to growe,
By putting of bhis Foe to wrack:

Repaire to beare the wedded Make
And late yeoupkd in & knole,

The Philomele that sits in Brakes
And telles of Tereus iruth by pola:

The Thruasell, with the Tarile Doge,
The little Robin eke yfears

That makes rebearsall of their loue,
Make hast ([ say) that yee were thire.

Into the felds where Dian dwels

With Nimphea ennirond round sbout,
Hust yee to dance about the Wels,

a fit pastime for such & ront,

Let them doe this that have recesada
In May the hire of hoped grace:
But T as one thet am bereande
_ Of blissetull siate, will bide my Eace,

And doole my daies with ruthfell voice
As fils a retchlesse Wight to doe:
Since pow it lies not in my choice
To quite mee from this cursed woe.

1 harbourd in my breast s thought
Which now is turode snotber wmy,
That pleasant May would mee ybrooghbt

Frum Seylin to s better bay.

Since all {quath I) that Nature made,
And placed here in earth hylowe,

When Spricg returnes, of woonted trade
Dioe banish gricfe thut emt did grows,

And chaungeth eke the churlishe cheare
And frowning face of Tellus bew,
With vernant owers that appeare
To cind the soile with Mautell paws
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Since Soakes do cast Ui shriucied skinnes,
Aod Bucks hang vp their heads on pale,
Bince frisking Fishes loae their flonea,
Amd glide with new repaired scale:

Then I of foree with greedie sie
Must hope to Gnde to esw DY smart,
Since eche anoy in Sprisg doth die,
Aod cares to comfort doe copuart

Then I (quoth 1} shall reach the port
And fast mive Ancker oo the ground,

Where lyes my plewsure and disport
‘Where is my suretie'to be found:

There shall my beaten Barke baue rods,
Ard tackle torne ba new repaird,
My sorrowen quite shali be pulode,
Euen thos voto my selfe I said,
*

Bat {out aima) it fallex not so,
May is to mee 2 Month of mone,
In Mxy though others comfort gro,
My seedes of griefe are surely sownes

My hittar Tearea for water serue
Wherewith the Gardeg of my hrest

L moist, for feare the yeedes should rterue,
And thus § frame mine owne vorest.

Let othery then that fedlen foy
Extole the merrie Mouth of May,
Avd T that tasted haue annoy,
Tu praise thereof will nothing my,

But wish returne of winters warre

And blustering Borins force againe,
Thewe sower seedes of wo to marre,

By force of winde snd wiskiog raine,

And so perbaps by hetter fate,

At next retarne of $pring, 1 may
By ehaunging of my former atate .
., Castoff my care, and chzunge my lay.

THE LOUER

TO HiY LADIE THAT OASED MOCH YF TO THE
SE1KES.

My Girle, thou gazest much
vpon the Golden Skies:

Would 1 were Heawen, [ would behold
thee then with &ll mins eies,

—————————
————

THE FPENITENT LOUER

VITEALY RENOURGING LOUE, CHAUE] FARDON OF
FOREPAMED FOLEIEY

Ir such as did amisee
aod ran their race awrie

May bodly crave ot ludges hand
apme mercie ene they die,

And pardan for their gilt
that wilfully transgrest,

And sawe the bownds before their eise
that vertue bad redrest:
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Then I that brake the buncks
which Heason had assignde

4 To such as would pursse hir traine,

may stand in hope to Gods

Some fauour at hir hand :
since blind forecast was catse,
Avd not my wilfalt will in fault
that ] have swernde hir lawes.

Misguided have I beene
ard trayned &ll by trust,

And Looe was forger of the fraade,
apd furtherer of my Tust

Whose vele did dase mine eiex,
and darckned ko my sight
With errors foggie mist at Arst,
thet Reason gaue no lights

Apd ma those wofyll Wightes
that saile on swelling Sess,

Wheu windes and wrsthfull wanes conwpire
to banish all their sane,

When heacenly Lamps are bid
from Shipment hungrie eies,

And Lodestarres ure in couert kept
within the cloudie Skies:

As they without respect
doe follox Fortunes lore,

Aud run at madame in the fcod
where Jols Impes doe rore,

Till golden crestad Phebe,
or elee his Sirters [ight,

Hawe chasde away those noysome clonds,
and put the stormes to flight:

5o 1 (vohappie man)

. heue folluwde Love & space,

And felt the whotteit of his lama,
and fashing ferie bluse,

In darcknesse haue I dwelt, '
and Errours vglie shade,

Unwitting how to ruise » Starre
from perill to enade

Pew dales came on my head
wherein was cause of oy,

Bot doy aod night were readie both
to hasten mine anoy.

Short were my sfeepms {God wot)
most dreadfil] were my drewmnas,

Mine eies {ss Conduity of the heart)
did gush out saltish strenmes.

Tormented was my Corse,
my minde wa1 never free,

But both repheats with anguish sie
dizsenerde sought to boe.

No place might like mee long,
no pleasure could endure,

In stzad of sport wes smart et hapds,
for pastime paine fo wre.

A Bordman to my selfe,
yet free in others sight,

Not able to resist the mge
of winged Archers might
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‘Thus have 1 spent my time
in seruage a8 a thrall,

Till Renson of hir bountie list
mee to bir mercie call.

Now baue T made returme,
aod kappylie retirde,

Frow Cupide Camp, and deepe dlnpn.:re,
snd once againe aspirda

To Ladie Reasone stawle
where wisedome throned is,

On promise of amends releast
in all that was amis,

Tao Plato now I flie:
and Senecs sound adaice:

A Faich For Loue, I force not now
what Chaunce fall on the dice,

—

OF LADIE VENUS,

THAT HAVIRG LOST HIR BONME CUPFID GOD OF
LOUE, AND DESIROVS TO VNDERITAND OF HIM
AGAINE, DECLAHES BEY THE WAY THE NATUAR
OF LOUE AND AFFECTIONS OF THE fAME, BY
PRETIE DIMCRIFTION 43 POLLOWETH.

Waat time the Ladie Venua sopght hir little
Sonne {begonne:

That Cupid hight, end found him not, she thus

My Friendr (quoth sbe) if any chaunce i open
streste [to meete,

Or crossing patbes, the wandring amcrous Elfe

That Ruynagate (I say) is mine: who s by hap

Shall et bripg tydings of the Boy, in Veous lap

1n sure to sit, and haue in price of taken paine,

A sugred kisse. Hut he that brings him home
egaine,

A boeas? yet not & bume alone doobtlesse shall
haue

But kike a Friend 1 will entreate hith passing
braue, Lim

I tell you tis & proper youtb. Mnarke every

And member of my straide Sonne that ig so bim.

Not saliow white hia bodie is, but like to fiame,

A ferce and Gerie roling eie seta out the same.

A miscbievons wylie bart in Breast the Boy doth

. beare,
Bot yet his wordes are Hoonie like and sweete to
eare, [goe:

His talking tongue amd meaning minde & sunder
Smocth Bied stile for little cost he will bestowe,
But being once inflamde with ire and raging wrath,
A cruell canckred dogged bhart the Urchin hath.
False Foxely subtile Boy,and glosing tying Lad,
He sporta 1o outward sight, but inward chefes like
mad. [hrowe:
A curled Sconce he bath, with angrie frowning
A litile hand, yet Dert a cruell way can throwe,
To shadie Acheron sometime he Bings the smame,
And deepest damp of hollow Hell those Lmpes to
wme,
Upon his Ceriasee not e cloth, but naked hes
Of garments goes, his wninde is wrapt, and not to

see.

Much Jike a fetbred Foule he flies, and wagges
his wings {Miser wrings

Now here now theve: the man sometime this

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

Sometimes aguine the Lasse to koue he doth e
force, {remorre:
Of neither kinde, nor man nor maide, be bath
A little Bow the Boy doth beare in temder hapde,
And in the same an Arrow pockt to sringe doth
stande.
A slender shafte, yet such a one as far will flie,
And being shot from Cupids Bow will reach tim
Skie.
A pretie golden ®uiner hangs there albehinds
Upcon hin back, wherein whaso doth looke, shaF
fiada [Ber
A sort of sharpe and lorchiog shafte, unhappe:
Wherewith his Ladie Mother she he doth annoy
Soinetimes, but most of all the foolish frettiog e
Io cruell lw\|rise duth cruelly torment and vex him-
selfe,
Doe beats the Boy and spare him not ut afl, ¥
thou {inh brow
On him doe chaunce to light, althongh from ckild-
And sroisted eies the tnckling teares hke Bouds
distill
Belecue hiw :’IO'., for chiefly then beguile be wdl
Notr if be smile uniose his pyniood armes take
heede, [do Serde
With pleasant honie words thongh he thine eares
And crase u kisse, bewwre thou kisse him mot ot
alt:
For in his lips vile venom lorcks, and bitler Gall
Or if with friendly face he sceaie to yeelde his Bow
And shafts to thee, his proferde gifts (iny Friend)
forgo. [Dunt

Touch not with tender hand the subtile dstiring
Of Loue, for feare the fire thereof doe ke then
smart.

‘Wheru this that [ bave sayde be true
Yee Louers I appeale to you

For ye doe knowe Capidos toyes,

Yee feele hiv smarts, yee taste his foyex
A fickle foolish God to serue,

I tearme bim as be doth deserae.

70 4 FICKLE AND VNEONSTANT DANE,
A FRIENDLY WARNING.

Waar may 1 thinke of you (my Pawlcon free)
That haviog hood, lines, buets, bels of mee,
And woonted earst when wmy gama did spring
To fie so well and make such nimble wiog,
As might no Fowle for weighthesse well comrpare
With thee, thon wart & Birde 50 paasing rare:
What may I deeme of thes (farfce Fawicon) now,
That neither to my lure nor trzioe wilt bow.
But this that when my hacke is turnde wod gon,
Anuther given thee rumpey to tyre upon.
Well wanton wedl, if you were wise in deede
You would regard the fist whereon vou feade.
You wrould the Horae devouring Ceow refuse,
And gorge yourselfe with fAeshe more foe
chuse.
T withe thee thys far woonted olde good will
To flie more high, for feare the stooping will
Breede im that now doth keepa thee out of hoog
But thinke his Fawlcon will a Bussard prouve,
Which if be deeme, or doe suspect at all,
He will nbate thy Gesh, and make thee fall.
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‘o thet of force thon sbalt enforced beo
“X'oo do by bim as pow thou doste by mee:
“XThat is to leaus the keper, and away,
Fawlcon take heede, for this is Lrue [ say.

e

10 RIS FRIEND

T "THAT REFUSDE AIM WITHOUT CATNE, WHY, EUT
QNELY YFON DELIGHT OF CHADNOR.

Y 00U showe your selfe to bee
& woman right by kinde :
“Yon iike ond then misiike againe
where you no cause doe Sunde.

¥ can not thiuke that iooe
wes plaated in yoor hrest,

As did your fisturing lookes declare,
and periurde tongue protest,

‘Thou swarste alome that I
thy fansie did subdue,

T'hen why should frensie force thee now
to show thy selfe untrued

Fie faythlesse womayp fie,

wilt thou condemne the kinde
Bicause of just report of yll

and blot of wanering minde?

Too plaine it nowe appeares
that Just procarde thy looue,

Or else it would mot 5o decays
and causelesse thus removte,

T thought that I at Brat,
» Lurrece had subdude,

But now I finde thet fansie fonde
my scuses did defode.

1 desmnde that 1 had got
& Pawlcon to the Gst,

Whome I might quickly have reclaimde,
bat I my purpose mist.

For {oh) the worser hap
my Fawlenn is s free,

Az dowire she stoups to straungers lure
and forceth least of mes,

Goode shape was 7l] bestowde
wpot so vile a kite, ,
Thet Haggard wise doth Ioue toive
and dath in chounge delight.

Yexlde mee thy finnting Hood,
shake off those Belles of thine,
Suth checking Bussards yli deserue

or Bell or Hood w0 fine.

With Fowles of haser sort
how can you brooke to fie,

Thet earst your Nature did to Hawkes
of stately kinde applie

If want of pray enfonte

this chaunge thou et to blames
For | had ener truines in store

t wake my Fawicon gums,
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1 bad 2 Tamel eke

fuil gentle by his kinde,
Too flie with thee in use of wing

the greatar joy-to Gnde.

Ko, doobtlesse waston lust
and fleshly fowle deaire '
Did make thee loath my friendly lure,
and get thy hart on flre,

Too trie what mettali was
in Bumards to be founde

Thid, thiz was it thet made thes stowpe
from laftie guts to grounde

Wherefors if euer luck
doe let me light on thee, .
And Portune graunt me once aghine
thy keeper for to bee: )

Thy diet shall be sch,
thy tyring rumpes so bare, :
As thou shalt know thy keeper well
und for none other care.

Mennwhile on catren feede,

thy huagrie gorge to glat :
That all thy lum in dayiie chaunge
and diet new dost pur

Diseases must of force

such feeding fowle enme:

Ne foree to me, thou wert my Binde,
but (Fawheon) now adue.

TO ONE THAT VPON SURMISE OF AD-
UERSITIE, FORWNED HIR FRIEND.

As too the whyte, and Jately lymed botse

The Doues doe fock in bope of betier fare,

And leaue their home of Cuivers clewne and hareg
As to the Kitchen poites the peeping Mous

Where Vittailes fine and curions catey nre drest,
Apd shoons the sbop where lyuelyhood waxzeth
thin,

Whete he before had fillde his empty skin,

And where be chose him firwt 0 be & goest:

As Lyse unto tbe lyuing Carcuse cleaue,

But halke the same made readie to the Beare,

S¢ you that earst my Friend io meming weare,
Tn happie state: your needie Friend doe lesve.

Uzlriendly are those other, Doue and Mouse
That doe refase olde harbour for a newe

And make exchaunge for Ipdge they euer knewe,
Unfriendly eke ths slowe and lumpithe Lowse,

But more urciuill you that wittie arre

To judge & Priepd, your Briendsbip to forego,
Without & cause and moke exchsunges 8o:

For friendes are needed mont in time of warre.

Put case that Chaunce withdrew hir oide good will
Ard frownde oh mee to whome phes wis a friend?
Is that a reason why your loue should end?

No, no, you should s friend continue still.
Fortrie good will in miserie is tride,

For then will none but faithfall friends abide.
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TO MAISTER GOOGES FANCIE

THAT BEGINN, GIUE MONIE MEE TANE FRIEND-
BE1P WHO 80 LIMT.

Farewn Googe, give me the faithfoll friend to
trust,

Ard take the Gekle Coine for mee that huost,

For Friends in time of tronble and distrosme

With help and sound aduise will soone redresse

Ech gruwing griefe that gripes the pensive brest,

Wien Monie lies lockt vp in conert Chest.

Thy Coine will cavse a thonzand cares to grow,

Which if thou hadet mo Coine thou couldst not
know,

Thy Fricod no care but comfort will procore,

Of him thou mayst at neede thy selfe asure.

Thy Monie makes the Theefe in waite to lie,

Whote fraude thy Friend and falsehood will deserie.

Thou canst not keepe volockt thy carefull Come,

But some from thee thy Monie will purlone:

Thy faithfull Friend will peuer start aside,

But take bis sbare of ull Lhat shall betide.

When thou art dead thy Monie is bereft

But after life thy trustie Friend ia left:

Thy Mgenie serues another Maister than,

‘Thy fuithfull friend lincks with none other man.

3¢ that (Frieud Googe) 1 deeme it better [,

To chocse the Friend and Iet the Moaie lie.

THE LOUER ABUSED RENOWNCETH
LOUE.

For to reucke to pensiue thought
Aud troubled head my former plight,
How [ by earnest sute haue sought
And grieful) paines a loaing Wight
For to aceoy, aecoy,
And breode my ioy,
Withouot anoy, makes sallish bryme
To flush out of my vapord eyne

‘T'o think vpon the sundrie snares
And priuie Panthers that were led
‘To forge my daily doolefull cares,
Whereby my hoped pleasures fled,

Doth plague my hart, my hart,
With deadly smart,
Without desart, that huue indurde
Such woes, and am oot yot recurde.

Was never day came on my hed

Wherein I did not sue for grace,
'Was peuer night but Tin bed
Unto my Pillow told my cuse,

Bayning @y brest, my brest,

Fur want of rost,
With teares opprest, yet remedie none
'Was to he found for all my mone.

If she bhad dainad my good will
Arnd recompenst me with hir Loue,
1 would haue beene hir Vassell still,
And neuer once my heart emoune:

1 did pretend, pretend,

To be hir Priend
Unto the end, but she refuade
My louing heart, snd mee abusde,

TURBERVILE'S POEMA.

1 did mot force rpan the spite
And venemous stings of hiaxing Snakes,
[ wayed not their wordes a Mite,
That such ® doe at Loners makes:
1 did reioyce, reioyce,
To haue the voyce
Of such a choyee, and smild to e
That they reported o of mee,

Oh mee moat luckie Wight (quoth I)
At whome the people so repine,
I trust the romor that doth e
Will force hir to my will incline,
And like wzll mee, well mee
Whome shee doth see,
Hir loue to bee, ¥nfaioedly,
Ino whome cshe may full well affie.

But mow at lengih I plainely vew
That woman neuer gane bhir brest,
For they by kindly coarse will roe
On such as seome to love them best:
And will releny, relent
And be cootent,
When nought is ment, tave Frieodly hart
And loue for neuer to depart.

Some craell Tiger lent hir Tet
And fosired hir with sauage Pap,
That can not flade in heart to let
A man t loue bir, since his hap
Hath so assignde, assignde -
To haue his minde
To loue inclinde, in hooewt wise
Whom she should not of right despise,

But gince 1 sca hir stonie hart

Cannot be pierst with pitties Launce,
Since nought u gainde but wolull umart,
I doe intend to breake the dazace,

And quite forgo, forgo

‘My pleasant Fo,
That patnes mee 50, and thinks in fine
To make me like to Circes Swine:

I cleane defie hir Anttering face,

[ quite abhorre hir luring lookes:
Ax long as Joue shall give me grace
Sbe peuer comes within my bookes,

I doe detest, detest

50 falve & Guest
That breedes vorest, where sbe should plant
Hir loue, if pittie did not want.

Let hir go seeke some other Foole,

Let hir inrage some other Dolt:
I haue beene Laught in Platos Schoole
From Cupids Banner to reuolt:

And to forake, forsake

An fearefull Soeke,
Such a3 doe make, @ man but smart
For bearing them a faitbfull heart,

THE FORSAKEN LOUER

LAMENTY THAT HIS LADIE I3 MATCHEKD WITH
ARCTHER.

As Menelaus did mment.
When Helega to Troie went,
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And to the Tencrinn Gnest applide
And all bhir Countrie Friends defide :
Euen so | (evle tarmenting paine

To lurck in euerie little vaine,
And menanck all my Corse, to see
That she hath now lorsaken mee,

The faithiulst Friend that she could finde;
But fickle Dames will to their kinde.

A simple ehaunge in faith it waa

To teaue the Flower for the Grasse,
Such chopping will but make you bare
And spend your life in carck and care,
Yon might have taken better heede
Then loft the Graine, and choose the weede
Your Haruest wonld the better beene
If you had to your Bargin seene,

But to recant it is to late,

Go too, a Gods name to yonr Mate.
Tis Muck that makes the Pot to play
As men of olde were weont to say,
Aoad Women marrie for the gaine
Though oft it ftl out to their paine:
And so 1 gesse thou hant ydoon

‘When all thy twist is throughly spoon,
1t will appesre vto thy fose,

Thou pluckst a Nettle for a Rose:

In faith thy Friend would loth io see
Thy cursed lack so ill to bee,

_——

THAT ALL AURTES AND LOSSES ARE TO BR RE-
CRUELL

COUERED aND RECVRED
WoUusD OF LOUR.

SAUE THE

- Tux Surgion may devise
& Salue for erie nore,
And to recure all inwarde gricfes
Phisicions hane ip store

Their simpled to compownd
and match in miziure so,
+ A3 ech discase from sicklie Corme
they can enforee to go.

The wastfull wrack of wealth
that Merchants doe sustaine,

By happie vent of gotten wares
‘may be supplide sgnine.

A Towne by Treason Jost,
s Fort by falschood woon,
By monly Gght is got againe
and belpe of burtfull Goon,

Thus eche thing hath redrese
and piveete recure againe:

Saue onely Love, thist farther frets,
and feedes on inward paine,

No Gelen may this griefe
by Phisickes force expell:

No Reamons rule may ought preuvails
where lurcking Loue doth dwell

The Patient hath no powre
of holesyme things to tast:

No Drench, no Drug, nor Sirrop sweets,
his hidden harme may woat,
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No comfort comen by day,

no pleasant sleepe by night:
No needefull nap at Noone may ensa

the Louers painefull plighy

In deepe dispaire he dwels,
then in comes hope of ease,

Which somewhat lessens paines of lone,
and calmes the surge of Seas

His head is fraught with thoughts,
his heart with throwes repleata:

His eiea amsazde, bis qnaking hand,
his stomack lothing meate.

This bate the Louer bides
and hatefull hurtes of Hell, -

And yet himeelfe doth deesns that hew
in Paradice doth dwell

j——|

OF THE CHOISE OF HIS VALENTINE.

Wire others I to choose a Valentine

Addrest my self: Ech had his dearest friend

In Scrole ywrit, among the reast was mine.

See now the luck by lot that Chaunce doth send
To Cupids crewe, mark Fortune how it falls,
Apd mark how Veaus Imps are Fortunes thralls.

Thbe Papers were in couert kept from sight,

In hope | went to note what hap would &all:

I chose, but on my Friénd I coulde not light,

{Sach was the Goddesss wil that wilda the Ball)
Bnt see good luck, although 1 mist the same,

I hapt on one that bare my Ladiss bama,

Upegall though their beanties were Lo Jooke,

Remembrance yet of hir well feautarde face

80 often seene, thereby mmy Senses tooke,

Unhappi¢ thcugh shee were not then o places
Long you (o learne what name my Ladie bight?

Accompt from U. to A. and spell aright.

OF ONE THAT WAS IN REUERSION,

ArorBER hath that I did bie,

and 1 enigy that bee imbrastn ¢

1 reape the Graine, and piock the Pears,
but he had Peare and Corne st luste,

Which sithens Fortune had allowde,
let eyther well contented bes:

I hate him not for Lis delights,

then let him dog the tyke oo mew,

For so we hoth be pleasds, I say,

this bargaine was devieed well:

Let him with present good delight
as I what time to mee it fell.

If emer he by hap forgo,

1 trast my hope is not in vaine,
1 hope the thing I oace enioyde
will to his owner come againe.

Which if be s0, then happie [

that had the Sret, and hauve the laste :
What betler Fortune mey there bee
thaw in Reuersion to be plaite.

TSE Lo,
/€E Al N

\UNIVHESITY)
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OF AN OPEN FOE AND A FAYNLD
FRIEND.

*s Nor be so'much snoiey

that soyes: 1 am thy Fo,
As he that bearen & hatefull hact,
and ig & Friend to sbo,

Of t'one we may beware
and e his open hate,

But tother bites before he barck,
2 hard auoyded Male

Y

AGAINLE

Or both gire mes the man
that sayes, I hate i deade:
Yhan him that hath s Koife to Kill,
yet weares = friendly weede.

OF 4 RITCH MISER.

A wrsrne minde thoo hast,
thou bost a Princes pelfe:

Which makes thee weltbhy 15 thine Heire,
= Beggar to thy selfe.

OF A PAINTER THAT FAINTED FAVGUR.

Taou (Printer fond} what meanes this mad deuise
Favour to drawe? with uncouth is the hed
From whence it comes, and first of ail was bred?
Some deeme that it of Beantie doth arise.
Dume Portunes Babie and undoubted Sonoe,
Some other doe surmise this Frvour was:
Agsine, some thioke by Chaunce it came to patse,
Another skies of Vertoe it begonpe.
‘What Mate is e that daylie in at hapd?
Faire speaking be and glosing Fistirie hight,
‘What he thatslowly comesbebind? Auus. Despight.
‘What they (1 pray) that him inviron stand?
‘Wealth, Honor, Pride, aod noble needefuil Lawes,
Axnd leading Lust that drives to thousand fils.
What meane those wings, sud painted gquivering
Ruills ?
Cause upward kie Daume Portans Favoar drawes,
Why blinds is Favour made? {Auose.) for caumse
‘That is unthriftie ouce yplast amownt ~ [that be
From baser step not had Tn gny cownt
Cannot discerne bis Friends, or what they ba.
Why treades be on the tickle turning wheele?
He fullowes Fortunes steps snd giddie Gate
Unstaid Chaunces aye unstedfast mate:
And when that things are well, can uever feele,
Then lell me one thing else to please my winde
My last demaund. What meanes his swelling wo?
How chaunet that Fanour dotb s0 prowdly go?
Good haps by ¢coure un men doe maken blinde.

ey
THE LOUER

WHOIE LADIX DWELT FAST BY & PRISON,

Ogx day I hide mee fast mio the place
‘Where lodgde my Leue, & passing propre dame

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

|

For head, band, leg, lim, wealth, wit, comly grace
And being there my sate | gan to fame,

The smckie gighes bewrayde my fierie flame.
But cruell she, disdainefull, coy aud curst,

Forst not my words, but quaild hir friend at fom.

Whereat I lookt me vp, & wofull Wight,
And threw mine ties p to the printed Skie,
1o minde to waile my hap: And mw in sight
Not farre from thence, a piace where Prisoers Be,
For crimes forepast the after paynes to trie: ‘
A Laberintl, 8 lotheome Lodge to dwell,

A Dongeon deepe, 2 Dampe as darke as Hell

'O bappie yon {quoth I} that fevle the jorce
Of girding Gyue, thire, colde and stomie bed,
Rewpecl of mee, whase loue hath no repmompe:
In death you live, bt I i life nm ded,

Your iy is yet to come, my pleasore fed,
o prison you haue minds st freedome sye,
I free am thrall, whose loue seckes his decaye,

Unwortbie yon to line in such dirtreme
Whose former faulls tance did bewaile:
More fliter were this Ladie mercilesae
At grate to stand, with whome uo teares premils:
More worthie she to liue in lotheowoe Gaile
That murders such os sue to bir for life,

And spoyles bir faitbfull Fricods with spitetal

kuife,
COMPLAINT
OF THE LORG ARVENCE OF HI$ LOUR VEON FIRIT
ACQUAINTANCE.

O curewp, croell, canckred Chaooce,
O Fortun¢ fraught with spight,

Wiy bost thon so oo sodeine reft
from mes my chiefe delight?

What glorie shalt thou gaine perdie
or purchace by thy rage?

Teis is no Conyuent to be caid,
whereforo thy wrath asswage.

To soone eclipsed wus my ioy,
my dolors grow to fast =

For want of bir that is eny life,
my life it ean oot lest:

Ls this thy fiekle kind % socoe
to hoise » man to oy,

And ere be touch the top of blinse
to breede him suchk anoy ?

Now dos I plaine perceine and we
that Poats faine uot all,

For churliah Chaunce is compted blind
apd full of fllthy Gall

1 thought there had bene no such Dame
ne Goddesse on & wheele :

But now tao well L kuow hir kinde,
teo wone hir force 1 feele,

And that which doth wugment my smart
and maketh qote my wo,

Is, for I felt & nodaine ioy
where pow this griefe doth grow.
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¥ thou bedst ment {rnhappie bap)
thus to hage nipt my icy,

Fhy didit thou abow a smiling cheets
that shouldst haue lookte acoy?

For griefes do nothing grotch at all
but where was blisse before: :
Nope wailes the want of wealth s much
a4 be that had the store,

Mot be that never saw the Sapne
compluynes for lack of light,

Bot such as saw his Jolden glenmes
and knew hin cheerefall might

Too late | Jewrne through spitefull chavace
that icy is mivt with wo, .

And ech good bap hath bate in beord,
the comres of things in so.

8o poysan lureks in Sager seests,
the Hooke 50 hiden the hayte:
Eoen 50 in greene and pleasant grasse
the Serpent lies in wayte,

Viynses wife I learve at lant
thy sorow and distresse,

An sbsence of thy lingring Loue,
that shoald thy woes redresse,

Qrent was your grief (ye Greekish Girla)
whiist siately Troie stood,

And kept yonr husbands from your hpe
in perill of their blood.

All ye therefore that haue assayde
what torments lack procures
OF that you lous, lament my fate

which ouerloog endures.

Ye winds transport my soking sighes
to my newe chosen Frieod,

$0 may my sorow swage perbaps
and dreeris slats have eude,

Ye sighas moake true repor of teares,
that s beruipe my bresat,

As Helens husbands never were
for tresson of bis Guest,

If thou {my Letter) maist atiaive
. Ibe place ofhir abode,
- Doe thoa, ea Heranid of the hemt,
my sorrowea quite vnkde,

Yo thee as in = Myrroor cleare
ov Christal! may she vewe

My paogués, Dy paynes, my sighes and teares
which Tigers could but rewe.

‘There shall ahe pee my secret paris” .
epcombred all with mone,

My fxinting lims, my vapord eien
with heart as colde 83 stove.

¥ know sbe csn but rue my case
when thou preseptst my sute,

‘Whaerefore play thou thy part so well
that I may reape the frute

And if {wben she hath read thee through}
she piace thee in hir lap,
Then cheungs thy cheere thy Maister hath
bis long desired hap,
YQL. K1

L}
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THE VENTROUS LOUER

AFTER LONWQ ABSENCE CRLATES HI$ LADIE To
NEETE WITH EIM IN PLACE TO ENTERFPARLE
OF HIR AURKTORRN, ‘s

Ir s Leander durst
from Abydan 1o Best

To mwim, to Hero whom he choes
his Friend abooe ihe rest,

And guge his comely corse
roto the rowsing Tyde
o lay his water beaten hms

* fast by hir tender side:

Then I {my Detre) whose gleames
und ardor doth surpasse

The scorching fimtie and blasing beats
that in Leander was,

May well prosume to take
the greatest toyle in bande,

Ta reach the place where thou dost kslge
the chiefe of Venusbende,

For not Lasnders lona
my friendship dolh excell,

Nor Hero tay compare with bir
that beares Dame Bequties Bell,

There resteth pought for thee
but to assigns the place, ,

The mirrie dey, the ioyfull hours
when | may see thy fave:

Appoint the cortnive Tide
apd fixed stem of slay,

And thou shelt see thy faithfull Friend
will quick!y come his way.

Not dreeding any doabt:
bat ventroualy will go .

Through thick and thin te guine » glimse
of thee his sugred fo.

Where when by hap we meete,
our long endured woes

$hall stiot by force of friendly thooghts
which we shall then disclme

Then eyther may rufolda
the necrets of the hart,

And show how long dimlodge hath bred
ouar ¢ruell cottiog smart.

Then may we froely chat
of al! forepassed toyes,

And put those pensive panges Lo flight
with pews recourse of joyes,

Then pleasure shall possesse
ihe lodge where Doldur ley,

And mirrie Hincks put clowdes of care
and lowring lookes nway,

Then kissing may be piide
and clipping put in ure,

And lingred wores by Cupids salues
axpire to quick macure.

Oh dreede tHou not st ll,
set wornens fesre a part

And take the cournge of @ man,
that hast & manly hart.

T

v
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In hoslage mie with thes
to use at thy deuise,

1o all affaires snd needefuli bowres
as matter shall arise.

Reuoke 'to fouing minde
how ventrous Thisbe met

In fearefid] might with Pymmnus
where Ninus Tombe was get,

S0 hazord thou to come
unto the pointed place,

To theart thy Friend, and meste with bim
that Jongs ko see thy face,

Who better will attende
thy friendly comming there,
Thep Pyramus of Thysbe did
hiy disappoinied Feere,

For (ch) their meeting was
the reaner of their breath,

The crop of endlesse care, and caose
of either Louers death.

But we s0 warely will
our fized time attende,

As 0o mishap shall grow thereby,
and thus [ make ap ende

With wishing well to thee,
and hope to meete in place

To enterparle with thee (my Friend)
and ell my dolefull cune.

TO MAISTER GOOGE
‘HI} %0KXKET OUT OF BIGHT OUT OF TEOUGHT.

Tus {esse I pee, tha more my ieene,
The more my teene the grenter griefe
The greater griefe, the lasser scene,
The lemer seene, the lesse relicfe:
The lesse reliefe the heavier spright,
‘When P, is farthest oat of sight.

The rarer seene, the rifer sobs
‘The rifer acbbes, the mmdder bart,
The sadder bart, the greater throhs,

- The grester throhs, the worser smarl,
The worser amart proceedes of this
That I my P. so often misze. -} -

The peerer too, the more [ smilde,
The more 1 smilde, the merier minde :
‘The mirrie minde doth thought exile,
And thouwgbt exilde recourse I finde
Of heavenly joves all this delight
Haaoe 1 when P is once in sight.

THE LOUSR

WHOIN WISTRESME FEARED A MOUME, DECLARETH
TMAT HE WOULD BECOME A CAT, iF HE MIGAT
MAUE HI? DESIRE. N

IF 1 might alter kinde,
what think you I wanid bee,

Nor Fish, nor Foule, nor Fle, cor Frog
nor Squirrel on the Tree.

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

The Fish the booke, the Poule
the lymed twig doth catch.

The Fle the Finger, and the Frog
the Bustard doth dispatch,

The Squirrill thincking nsught
that feately cracks the nut,

The greedie Goshawke wanting pray
in dread of death doth pat,

But acorning all theme kindes
1 would become a Cat,

To combat with the creeping Mous
npd scratch the screeking Rat.

I would be present aye
and at my Ladies call,

To gam hir from the fearefull Monse
in Pardour and in Hall.

Iu Kitchin for his Iyfe
he should not shew his bed,

The Peare in Poke should lie untoucht
whben shee were gone to bed

The Moune should stand in feare,
80 should the squenking Raet:

All this would I doe if T were
converted toa Cat

THE LOUER

DEIVEN TOU ARSENT HIM FROM ST WL

HEWAYLER HI3 EITATR

WhEN angrie Greekes with Trojsos fogghe
In minde to eack their welthie Towne,
King Agamemnon needefull thought
To beate the neighbour Cities downe,
And by his Princely power to quail
Such a5 by Pryams Realme did deel

Thus forth ha trauailde with hi» traice
Till he vato Lyrnesns came,

Where cruell fizht he did maintaine,
And slue such Wighis as were of fame:
Downe went the walles and all to wnek
And 80 was Lyrnes brought to sach.

Two Noble Dames of paming sbape
Unto the Prince were brought in Soe
That might compare with Paria
Their glimering beautiea wo did shioe:
The Prince choze fayrest of the twaioe,
And Achyll tother for his paine.

Amd thus the warlike Chieftaiaes liade

- Eche with his Ladie in delight:

Till Agamemnon wae deprinde

Of hir that golden Chryses hight,

For Gods did will as (Poets faine)
That be abould yeehle hir vp aguine. .

Which done, he reft Achylles Male
To serue in Chrysis place at neede,
Not forcing on the fowle debats
That fotlowde of that cruell deede:
For why Achylles grutched sore
T'a lose the Lasse he wan before.
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And what for grinfe xnd great disdaine
The Greeke bis Helnet hoong aside,

And Swords that many a Koigbt bad slaine,

Anud Shield that Troian Darts had tride:
Refosing Lo approch the place '
‘Where be was wopnt his foes to chase,

His mauly courage was appalde
His valisat beart began to yeekle,
His hrawned aymes that earst were galds
“With clattring Armour in the field
Had lost their foroe, his fist did fint,
‘His gladsome songs were growne to plaint,

His mouth refusde his woonted foode,
His tongue could feele no tast of meat,
His haoging checkes declarde his moode,
His fealtred beard with baire vuaet,
Bewrnid his aodaine chanoge of cheere
¥For lwosing of bia loving Feere. ‘

Hin earen but sorrowes soend could bears,

The Tmmpuu tune way quite forgot,
Hi« cica were frrught with many a teare,
Whome c-rckmg care permntwd not
The wr

" “T'o quite the siclie Misers paine,

‘The ihovsande part of pamiue care
The Noble Greeke andnred than
In Brysein abaence, to declare
It farre surmonnty the Wit of man:
Rot sure s Martyr right he linde
“Of Bryseis bemutie once berinde.

If thus Achylles valiant beart
Wene wrapt in web of wailefull wo,
That was invrde too dint of Dart -
His lening Bryseis o forgo.

If thoa the sturdie Greeke (1 ray)
Bewaild tha pight and wept tha duy:

Then blame not mee & loving Wight
Whome Natore made to Copids Bow
"To live in such a pitsons plight,
Bewasht with waued of worser wo
Thao euer was the Greekish Peers
Dirpoiled of kis Dasling deere.

Por I of force am faine to flee
The presss, the presence snd the place
Of you oy Loue a braver B.
Thao Bryseis was for foote and face,
For Head, [or Hande, for Corkasss eke
Mot to be matcht of any Greeke.

‘Whose troth you haoe full often tride,
Whose heart hath bene vofolded quight
Whone faith by Friendship was dincride
Whose i iey comsinted o your sight,
Whose paine was plensure if in place
He might but gaze vpop thy face.

O dolefull Greeke I would 1 might
Exchaunge my trouble for thy paioe:
For then 1 hope [ should acquile .
My griefe with gladwme ioyes againe
For Bryseis made retoure to Lhee,
Would B, might doe the Tike to mes.

’

But to exchaunge my Loue for thine,
Qr B. for Bryseis 1 ne would
To Iabour in the Leaden Mine.
And leaue the ground where growes the Golde
I minde it not, it follie were
To choose the Pare, and lesue tha Peare,

——

TIAT LODERY OUOHAT HATHER BY FIRST AC-
QUAINTANCE TO SHEW THEIR MEANINGY BT
PEN THEY HY MOUYH.

Iy all that feele the fita of lone

And flanckring sparken of Cupids fire,
By tatling tongues should say to mous
Their Ladies to their fonde desire:

No doubt a number would but guine

A badge of Follie for their prine.

For Ladies eyther would suspect
Those sugred wordes 80 sweets to care
With sccret paysons baite infect :

1 Or else would wisely stande in feare,

That all such flame a3 20 did burne
To dustie Cinders soone would turne

For he that bluntly doth presunw
On small scquaintaince to display
His bidden fire by casting fame
Of wanton wordes, doth misse the way
To win the Wight be honours so,
For of & Friend be makes & Fo.

For who is shee that may endure
The dapper learmes that Louers vae b
And painted Proems to procura
The modeat Matrons minde to muose?
No, Bt let writings go to tell
Your Ladies that you loue them well,

And when that tinee halb trialt made
Of perfect loue and Feithfall brest,
Then boldly may you farther wade
Fhir counsell 1 accoumpt e beat:

Apd this {roy Deare) procurde my Quill
To wrile, and tongue 42 ba so stilt,

Which now at first shall Aatly ahows
(As faithfal Herald of the bart)
The perfect loae to thee 1 owe '
That breedst m¥ icy, and wilt my smart,
Unlesee bt last {(Remembraunce) rue
Upon bir {thought) that will be true.

Wherefore 1 say, go slender scrole
To hir the sielic Mouse that shoounes,
Sajute in Friendly sort the soule
Among those pretie beastes that woonnes,
That it the pocat for the Peare,
And breede the sonke to sach o feare,

Sy
AN EPITAPH
OF MAISTER WIN DHOWNED IN TRE Ski.

WHo so thou art that paseest by this place
Aud ruaet at random on this sliper way,
Reclipe thy listning esre 1o mee & space
Doe stay thy ship and hearken what 1 ssy:
Cast Ankor here votill my wle be donne,

} S0 maist thou chaunce the Jike minkaps to shonow,

e
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Learpe this of mee, that men doe liue to die
And Death decayes the worthiest Wightes of all,
No worldly wealth or kingdomes can supplie
Or garde their princes from the fatall fali:

One way to come votu this life we see,
But 1w be rid thereof a thowsand bee,

My pullant youth and frolck yeares behight
Mee longer age, and siluer heires Lo baue,
I thought my dey would never come to night,
My prime prouokte me to forget my graue:
I thought by water to haue staple the death
That pow amid the Seas doe lose my breath.

Now, now the churlish chanell me doe chock
Now susging Semw conspire to breede my carke
Now fighting flouds enforce me to the mck,
Charybdis Whelps and Scyllas Dogs doe barke
Now hope of life iz past, uow, now I sce
That W. can no more a liues man bea.

Yet 1 doe well affie for my desart
{(Whben cruell death hath done the worst it may)
Of wel) renowmed Fame to haue a part
Fo saue my heart from ruine amxl decay:
And tkat is all that thou or I may geine,
And 30 adue, Ithank thee for thy paine.,

AGAINE,

O NePruaE churlish Chuf, O wayward Woolf

0 God of Seas by pame, 0o God in deede,

O Tiran Ruler of the grancll Goolfe

Where greater Fish on lesser Spawne doth feede
Why dost thou drench with deadly Mace & Wight
That well desernde to run bis course aright?

O croell cursed tide, O weltring waue
That W, wronght this detestable care
O wrathfull surge, why wouldst thou not vouchsafe
A mid the rage 10 good a youth to spare,
And soffer him in luckie Bark to reach
The pleasint Port of ease and blisfull beach?

But whet though sorgiog Seaa and tossing Tide
Haue done their wonil and vttered all thejr foree
Io working W, wrack that so hath tride,

The cruelst tage that might befall his Corse:
Yet naythelease bis ever during name
Is fast ingraude Within the house of Fume,

Let Fighes feede vpon his flesh apace,
Let crawling Cungers creepe about his bones,
Let Wormes awake and W : Carknpse race
For why it was appoinled for the nones:
But when they haoe done all the apite they can
Hi» good report shall live in mouth of man.

Jo stead of stonie Tombe and Marble Graue
In liea of 2 Lameptable Verse,
Let W. on the sandie Cheusell bage
This dolefuil rime in stead of better Hierse:
Lo, here among the Wormes doth W. woon'
That well deserne a farther race to roon,

But since his fate allotted him to fall
Amid the sowsing Seas and troublous Tide,
Let not his death his faithisll Friends appall
For be is not the Gret that so hath dide,

Nor ahall be seene the lagt: as mie away
To Heauen by waters as by Land they say. -

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

FRAISE OF HIS LOUE.

APPELLES lay the Pensile downe
and shun thy woonted skill,

Let brute no more with flattring Tramps
the Greekish Eares fulfill ;

Call not to thee vuch Painters praise
un thou best done of yore,

Least thou in fine be foled fat
wnd gained glorie lore,

S0 seeke not to disgrace the Greekes
thy loning Natiue land,

But rather from depninting formes
withdrawe thy skiliesse hand.

For eo thou stiffely stand and vaund
that thon wilt fraune hir like

Whome I extoll abous the Starres,
thotl art o stately Greeke.

As soone with might thon roayst remooe
the Rock from whence it growes,

As frame hir feautonle forme in whame
mch fouds of graces fiowes,

If [ might speake unburt of bate,
1 would auavnt that kinde

1 In spite of Rose and Lillie both

bad hir in earth assignde

To dwell amoug the daipligDames
that shee hath placed heere:

€Cause, by hir passing feauture might
Doame Natures skil) appesye,

Hir Haire surmounts Apollea pride
in it such beautie raines

Bir glislring eies the Chrystall farre

and finest Saphire staines.

A lm.lc mouth with deceat Chln.
s Coral} lip of bue.

With Teethe as white sa Whale his booe
ech one in order dae,

A body Hamelesse to be fouod,
Armes rated to the same:

Soch Handy with Azure deckt, an all
that warre with hir doe shame,

As for the parles in covert kept
abd what i not in sight,

I doe esteerne them by the renst
not forciog om dispight,

If I wera foreman of the 2oest
my verdit to expresse,

Forgiue mee [ Phoebus) of thy piace
shee should thee dispossesce,

P. sbould be raised to the clowdes
and Pbawbus brought alow,

For that there shoul live oone o erril
but might hir vertue know.

Thus to conclude and meke an ende,
to vouch 1 dare be bolde:

Ay so0ne s Nature had bir made
mll Nalures ware was solde.
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THE COMPLAINT

oy A "RIIID_Of A HAUING LOMT Hil DOUR

Wiar ihoid I sted my tearay 4o show mine in-

,ward pain ' fagein.

Hince that the Iewell { bave lost may not be had
Yet bavliease thoogh it bee to ulter counrt smart

1t is & meane to cure the griele, and make & ioye

full hart [Loke,

Wherefure I sy to yoo that haue enjoyde your

Lament with me iu wofull wise for loosing of my

Doue, ' {berefl,

You Turtle Cocks that are your louing Heones

And do bewaile your erueli chaunce that you alive ]

are Lo :

Comye hither, come I say, come hie in haste to mee

Let epther make his dolefull plalot emid this
dreerie tree.

A fitter place than this may no where else be fonod

For friendly Eccho bere will cawse ech ey to yelde
& soond.

In youthit was my lucke on such & Doue to light,

As by goud pature win my fous, she wad my whole
delite . {haoe,

A Fresher fowla than mina for shape snd beauties

Was veuer any mIman on ¢arth that hed the hap to
vewe,

Dame Neture hir hed framde 50 perfite in hir kiode

Ax pot the spiteful man himtelf vee fsult in bir
could Bnde.

Hir eie 3o passing pore, hir beals so braoe and fit,

The atatore of hir limmes so smnall, bir bead o
£l of wit,

Hit neck of 30 good sise, hir plumre of colowr white,

Hir legs and feete wo finely made, thon scldom
seene in sight : [his place

Eche part so fitly pight a5 mone mought chaunge

Nor muy Bird could lightly haue 30 good sod
braue & grace .

But tpomt af a1l that T did fansie, wer hir voyes,

For sweete it was unto mine care, aad made the
bart rejoyce

Nbo swoer conld Tcome in place where she was set,

But up she rove, and ioyfull would hir Mate sod
loner met

About my tender peck she would bane clasped tho,

And laid hir beake betwizt my lips, swert kinses
to besta [me at =ll,

And ought besides that mooght hawe pleasarde

Waa neuar man that bad a Birde so At to piay
withall, [mee.

When I for loy did sing, she would hare song with

When | was wo; my grief was hirg, sbe wold not
pieasact be. {Death,

But (oh} amid my loyes came cruell canckred

Aod spiting &t my pleasures reft my louing bird

. hir breath,

‘Who finding me wlack, and ohsent on a day,

Caoght bow in hand, and strak hir downe, & bred-

' log &3 she lay. {Doue,

Since | have cause to waile the death of such a

{Good Tartles) help me to Iament the losse of my
true loue. .

The tree whereon shesat sball be the place where |

Wil sing my last, and eod my lifie: for (Tarties)
1 mast die.

Yoq Ynow it is our kinde, we can not live stone,

More plessact is the death’to os then Jife when

" lowe iz gona,
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SONGES AND SONETS.

To tell a farther tale my fainting breath deniex,
And selfe same death that alue my Doue, beging
iy close mipe eles.

p————
TH4T LGUERS

OUGHT TO SHONNE RO PAINES TO ATTAIEE
THMEIR LOUE

Iy Murcheunts in their warped Keales
commit themmelues to waue,

Augd dreadfull daenger of the Goulfs
in tempest that doth raue,

To fet from farre and Forrrice lnnds
auch ware as is to_sell,

And is not io their Motiue soile
where they themselues doe dwel :

If Sonidinrs serva T perills plate
ard drewd of Canrom shet,

Ezh day in daugger of their liues
and Couutrie lusse God wot,

Whoas Musick is the drewdfall Drumme
and dolefull Trumpets sounde,

Whao hnoe in atend of better bed
the colde and stouie grounde,

Apd sl f'attaine the spoile with speeds
of such s doe withstande,

Which slender is sometime wa see
when a0 it comaes to bande:

1f they for Incre hight sostaina
wuch perill asensues,

Then those that serue the Larde of Loue
oo trauaile caght cefuse, -

But lavish of their limely bremth
all tammpest to shide,

To maintaine Loue and ail his lawes
what Fortune s0 betide.

And ot Ly shrink at erie showre
or stormrie Bawe that lights,

Ne yet to yoeld themaelves as thral]
to such ax with them fights

Such are not fit for Cupids Campe,
they cught no wages win

‘Which fsint before the clange of Trump
or Batteis broyle bagin.

They mum not make acequnt of hart,
for Cupid hath in o
Continualiy within bis Campe
a wlge for erie soge.

Their Ectigne bearer is so stouta
ecleaped Hope hy vame,

As if they foliow his sduice
eche thiug shall be e frame.

But if for want of conmge stoute
the Bancer be

1f bope by hup be steicken downe,
aud Do good hope yleft:

Tis time with ‘Trump to blow retreate,
the Field munt needes be woon:

-So Cupid once be Captive tane
his Souldiers are undoon,
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‘W herefore, what 50 they are that Looe
as waged men doe seTue:

Must shuu no deunger drift at alt
ne from no perill siverue.

Kevpe watch and warde the wakefull night
apnd nener yrelde o rest:

For feare least thou a wajting naughl.
on sodaine be opprait.

Though hunger gripe Lhy cnplia Maw -
endure it for & while,

Till time doe serue with good repast
such famine to beguile,

Be not with chilly colde dinmnide,
let Suow nor Ise procure .

Thy lusthul! limmes from painefull plight
thy Ladie to allure, :

That is the spoyle thet Cupid giues
that is the onely Wight

Whereat his Thralls are woont to roue
with Arrowes from their sighu

My sedfe ap one among the mos,
shall neuer spare W spend

My life, my limmes, yea hart and alt
Loues quarrell to defend.

And 50 in recompensc of painex
and toile of perills past,

He yeeide me but my Ladies love :
I wili pot be agust.

Of Porlure, nor hir fmwnmg face,
I naught shall foree hir cheere,
Bot end oo ere tune on hir
that in my louing Feere.

]

4 REQUEST

oF FRIENDSHIP TO VULEANS WIFE MADE BY
MARS,

Taocvon froward Fortune wonld that you who sre
80 breue o dame, with Vulcan shoulen linck:
Yet may you lone the lustie God of warre, :
And bleare his eies that no such frawde will thinck,
Tix Cupids chargs, and all the Gods agree,

That you be Feere to bim, and Friend to mee.

THE LOVER

THAT HAD LOUED LOoNG WITHOUT REQUITAL OF
GDOD WILL

Lone did I love, and likte hir passing well

Whose beautie bred the thraldom of my thought,

Long did 1 sue to hir for 1o cxpell

The foule disdain that beautics beamet had
wrought:

Loog did I serue, and Long I would have deon,

My miode was bent a thorow pace to room,

Long when ] bad looude, rude, and serued m,
As moughbt haue likte as brave 8 Dume ag sher,
Hir Priend shee forced not but let him g,

She looude at least begides him twa or three:
Hir common cheare to erie one that gnde,
Bred we to deems shee did hir Friend delude.

3

“TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

Great was my griefe at frst to be reforde
That Long had locude with troe uafuioed bart, |
But when I sawe 1 had beet Iong shasde

I forste the lease froin such a fricod to pad:

Yet ere [ guue hir up 1 gaiode a thiag

That griefe to hir, and esse to me did bring.

TO 4 FRIEND
THAT WILD HIM TO BEWAREL OF KIYIA

Tris sonnde aduise and counselt sent from ya
With friendly hart that yoa {iny friend) doe g,
With willing minde I pa to entoe,

And to beware of Euuie wbile 1lie,

Por spitefull it doth naught but malice bro
Aye seeking Loue from faithfull karts W rioe,
And plant in place where perhit Friendssip groe
A mortal bate pood Nature to deprioe:

And those that nip mee by the back behinde,

I truct you shall untrue reporters fiode,

——

OF MISREPORTERS,

I moPE (mine Owne) thin fixed Loue of thine

Is »0 well staide and rorted deepe in brest
That not, unlesse thou ses it with thice eme
That 1 from thes my loue and Friendship wral,
Thou wilt untie the knot of thy bebest,

1 trust yourseH of Enmie will beware

That wild your fiead take heede of Eneiss mam

Emrm—

TOAT N0 MiN BROULD WRITE Wt WF i
DOE EECELL.

810U no man write (say yoo)
but sach ax doe excell

This fonde deuise of yours deserues
A Bable and » Bell,

Then one alooe shonld doe
or verie few in deede:

Forthat in erie Ant there can
but one alone exceede.

Should others ydle bee
and waate their age in vaioe,
That myght perhaps in after timo
the prick nod price attaine?

By prectice skill is got
by practice wit is woonne.

At games you see how many doo
to win the wager roonna

Yet one among the moe
doth beere nway the Bell:

ls that o cause to say the rest
i runoing did vol well?

If nope in Phisick should d
but onely Galene deale, |
No doubt o thonsand perish woukh
whome Physick row doth heslt,
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Eche ope his Talent hath,
to une at his deume

‘Which makes that many msen as well
as coe are connted wise,

For if that Wit alone
in ane should rest and ruine,
Then God the skulles of other men
did make bot all in raine.

Lt eche one trie his force,
and doe the best he can
For thereunto appointed were

the bande and hed of men.

‘The Poct Horsee speikes
sguinat thy resson plaine,

Whe suyes, tis somewbat to attempt
although thou not atraine

The seope in erie thi
to wuch the bighst

Is paszing hard, to doa the best
suiBieing is for thee,

TO HIS FRIEND,

DECLARING WHAT YERTUE IT I TO ITICK TO
FORMER PLIGHTED FRISNDSHIF.

Tur sge and Sijuer baired Wights doe thinke

A vertoe rare not to be prowde of mind

‘When Fortune mniled: Dor cownndly to shrink
Though chaunged Channce do shew bir self nnkiod.
But chifest proyse is to imbrace the man

kn welth and wo with whome yoor loue began,

OF TWO DESPERATE MEN.

A win in deepe despaire with Hempe in hand
‘Went out in baste to ende his wretched dayen:
And whbere be thought the Gallo tree should stand
Fe found & pot of gold: be goes bis waya

“¥ terewith eflsccne, and in hsunge be left
The Rope wherewith. he would bis breath bereft,

The greedie Casle came within a spuos
That ownd the good, and saw the Pot behinde
‘Whers Ruddocks Jay, nnd in the Ruddocks place
A koottw Corde, but Roddoeks could oot Giode:
He caught the Hemp and hoong himselfe on tree,
For griefe that be his Treasure conlde not see,

—_—

OF TIE TORMENTS OF HELL AND THE
PAINES OF LOUE,

Thoven they that wanted grace
and whilome lived beorsa,
Sastaine such p and ¥
ms doth hy Bookes appeere.

in Helt

Though rovtlesss be the rage
of that infernall roate,

That voide of fenre und Pitties plaint
doo finge the Gre aboute,

And tosse the blasing brandes
that neuer shall consume,

And breath on siely Soules that sit
and sufer furious fume:

Though Tartall. Pelops Sonne
abide the Dropsie dry,

And sterue with hunger whers be hath -
boih Foode and Water by =

Though Tyilus doa indure
his Liver to be rent

Of Voltures tyring oo the same
unto his spoyle ybent :

And Sysiphe thoogh with paine
and neuer stiotiug drift

Don role the stope from Monolaynes top
ad it to Moantsive lift:

Though Belydes doe broyle
and suffer endlesse paine,

In drawing water from the detpe
that falleth down againe:

Though Agamemnons Somme
mach retchiesse rage indure,
By mexne of furies that with fame
, hin griefull snast procure:

Though Mynoe hath sssignde
‘Prometheus to the rack,

With bande and foote ystrecht nwide
till all his limmes doe crack :

To leade & lothsome life
and die a living death,

Amid his painer to waste his winda
and yet to want oo breath:

Thongh other stand in Stir
with Sulphuyr that doth Game,
Aud other plunge in Phlegiton
30 gastly for the name:

h Cerberus the kxie
of Plutos Denne that beares,
With hangrie throte and greedie gTips
the pew cane straunger teares:

Thongh these condemned Ghostes
such Jrendfull paine indures,

Yet mey they not compara st all
with pangues that Loue procures.

His Liring farre exocedes
the gnawing of the gripes,

And with bis whip such lsabes giaes
that passe Megerna stripes,

He lels the Liner lie,
tormenting aye the Hort:

He niriken nod wounds his bounden thralh
with dubble bedded dart.

His fire exceedes the fame
of deepe Anernos lnkes:

Apd where he onte p a plegua
& spiteful] spuyle ke makes,
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His foes doa wake by day
they dread to slespe the night:
.They banne the Sunne, they curse the Moone,
and all that else gines light.

Thev passe their lothsome livea
with not contented minde:

Their dolefull dayes drawe slow to date
a1 Cupid bath assignde.

To Taolall like, but yet
their case is worse than hia:

They have that they imbrace, but straight
are quite bereft of hlix,

"They wate their winde io sighes
they bleare their eyes with brine:

They breake their bulcks with bowacing griefe,
Lheir barts with lingriog pive.

Though Orphens were aline
wilh Musick that appeasde
The uglie God of Lymbo Lake,
und soulew se sore diseasde,

- By Arte be might not ease
the louers fervent fits,
Ne purchage him his baris desire
s0 troubled are biy wite.

No place of quiet rest,
no roome dewoide of ruth:

No swaging of his endlesse peine
whose death doth trie bis truth,

His Chamber seroes for naught
but witnesse of his plaint,
His Bed and Bolser to bewaile

their Lord wilth Loue attaint.

The man for morther caught
and clogde with yron colde
To sweare that be more happie s
that Logers may be bolde.

For be in Jitle space
his drewdfull day shall see,

But Cupids Thralls in dayly griefes
formented dayly bee

A thousand denths they bide
whilst they in life remains,

And onely plsiots and stormie thouglrts,
they are the Lovers gaine

Mt ——

AN EPITAPH
OF TAE DEAYH OF MAITER TUFTON OF KENT.

Hxng may wee oee the force of pitefull Death
And what & sway it beares in worldly things,
It neyther spares the one nor others breath,
He slayea the Keasers and the crowned Kings,

Nothing prevailes against bis hatefull bande
He heares no suters when they pleade for life,
. The rich mans puree cannot Deaths powre with-
stande,
Nor Souldiers sworde compare with fatall knife,

'I'Ull.BEIl.VIIW
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'S POEMS.

. He recketh not of well renowmed fame
He forceth not » whit of gulden Fee,
His greatest ioy is Lo obserue the name
Of such us seek immortsil aye to bees

For if that weglth, hlood, |yuage, or deamrt,
Loue, pittie, zeale or friendship mought preaaild,
If life well ledde, if troe unfayoed hart
Mought purchase lyfe: then Death had not sewmid

Then Toftous lyfe with curst and croell bhilmade
Brenking the course of him Lhat ranne %0 fght
A race ax be no stop el all had made
Had death pot tript this Tufton for deapight.

The poore haue lost, the rfich hane nothiog
Eninde,
The good have cause to mouroe, the yll to phaiurc:
For Tufton was to all a Frieod nnfainde.
Let Kent crie out that Death bath Tofiom slad e,
Yet thin there is whereof they may reioyce
That his good life hath wonoe the peoples voyoe.

AGAINE.

LEY neuer man presume on wotdly wealth,*
Let riches neuer bhreede a boflie minde,

Let nu man boast too mach of perfite health
Lt natures gifts make no man ouer blnxde
For these are ali but blodders full of winds,

Let friendship not enforce s retchlesse thought
Let no desart or life well led before,
Let no renowne or glorie greatly woaght
Make man forget his present state the more:
For death is he that keepes and riddes the store.

If eyther henlth, or goods bad beene of powre,
If Naturen giftes, or friendship and good will,
If lyfe forepast, if glories Guiden Bowre
Mought bene prevaild, or stopt the dolefoll knifl
Of Tulton, then had Tufton lived s#l,

_But now you see that Death bath qoight undoo
His last of Iyfe, and pat bim to Lhe foile:
Yet lives the verlue that sliue b woon,
The times alone are chrowded in the waile:
Thus Death is ende of all this worldlesse toila,

|

IN PRAYSE OF LADY P.

P. axgmus of Venus stock to bee
for beauties cumely grace

A Grysell for bher gravide
a Helen for ber face:

A secoud Pallss for hir wil,

& Goddesse rare in sight,

A Dian for her daintinease,
shee is 5o chaste a Wight.

Doe vew hir Corse with curions_eie,
eche lim from top to toe, ;
And you shall say T tell bat truth

. that doe extoll hir me.
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The hesd sa chiefe that standen sioft
and doer looketh all,

With wisedome is so fully franght
s Pullas there did stall. :

Two Eares that trust no triding Lles
cor eredit blazing drate :
Yet such againe ns readie are
ta beare the hombles smte,

Hir eies are mich wa will not gare
on thioge not worthy sight,

And where she ought t cast a lIeoke
she will not winck in spite,

The Qolden Gmives that greedic Gueste
from Formine Countriea bring,

We shining Phovhus glitiring beamss
that on his Godhead spring:

No auncient Amber had in price
of Roman Matrong olds

May be comparde with splendent baires
that pmswe the Venys Golde.

Hir Nose adornes hiy coumtoance %
in middle iustly plaste,

As it at no time will permit
hir beactie be defuste,

Hir Mouth so snall, bir Teeth so white
ss ony Whale his bone,

Hir Lipe withoot wo lively red
that pawe the Corall atons.

‘What neede 1w describe bir Chasken?
hir Chin? or el hir Pep?

For they are all an though the Roee
lodge in the Lillies lap.

What shocld I stand vpon the rest
or other partes depajnt:

Aa littte Hend with ¥ingers Joog?
my wits are all to fxint,

Yet this ] soy in bir behalfe
if Helen were hir leeke,

Kir Paris oeede not w disdaine
hir through the Sean to seeke

Nor Menelaus was vowise
or Troupe of Troisor mad,

When be with them, apd they with him,
for hir such combat bad,

Leanders laboor was oot Jost
that swam the surging Seas,

If Hero were of such & hue
whome 3o be sought to plean-

And if Admetos Dariing dears
were of wo fresh a face,

Though Pheebos kept Admetas Bock
it msy not him disgrace.

Nor mightie Mavors way the floutes
sud luughing of the rest,’

1f such & one were shee with whome
he lay in Ylcnns Nest

1f Brysein beantie were 3o braue,
Achylles needes no blame

Who left the campe and fed the fekd
fot loosing suck 4 Dame,

If she in Lda bad bepe seene
with: Pallss acnd the rest,

1 doubt where Paris world haue chose
Dame Venus for the best

QOr if Pygmalion bad but tave
a glimse of such x face,

He would not then his Idoll dumme
80 feruenily irghrace. :

But what shall nesde a9 many wordes
tn things thet sre so plaine?

L say bot that I doght where kipde
can make the like againe.

. ———— ]

THE LOUER

T® YITER DIAFAIAR OF HId¥ LADIEE AETURAR,
IN ECHE REIFBECT COMPARREY HI$ RESTATE
- WITH TROYLUS.

My cuse with Troylos may compare,
For as be feit both sorrow and cqre:
Euen o doe | most Miser Wight, -
That sm & Troylus outright.

As ere he could atchieve his wish,

He fed of mxuy a dolefull dish,

And day and cigbt unto the Skies

The sielie Trojan krat his eies,
Requesting ruth at Cresids hande

In whomme his life and death did stande:
So night and dey I spent in wo,

Ere she hir pittis wonld bestow

To quight me from the painefull plight
That made me bat & Martir right.

Ax when at fust he favour founde,
And wes recured of his wonnde,

His grutching griefes to comfort grue,
And torments from tbe Trojen flge:
o when my Ladie did remooue

Hir rigour, and began to loous

Hir Vausel in such friendly sort,

As tight appeere by cutward port:
Then who began to joy but 1

That stoods my Mistresse hart so niet
Then {as the 1rojap did} [ avong

‘And out my Ladies vertues roong

So lowde, as all the world could tell |

What was the meaning of the Bell,

And an that pleassunt teats vf ioy.

That-he endored had in Troy,

From sweetes to sower did convart,

When Cresida did thence depart:

So my forepassed pleasures arre

By spitefull Fortane put u farre

By hir departure from this piace,

Where [ was woont %o view kir face.

So Augelike that shone in sight '
Surpassing Phoebus golden hight, )
As wheo thet Dipmed the Greeke i
Hud giuen the Trojan Foe the gleeke,

And reft him Cresids comely hue

Which often made bis hart to rus,
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The wofull Troylos did lament,

Ard dolefull dayes in moaming spent:
5o 1 bareft my louing Make,

To sighes and sobbings mee betake,
Repiniog that my fortune i

Of my desired Friend to misse,

And that a guilefull Greeke should bee
Esteemde of hir in such degres,

But though my fortune frame awrie,
Ard I dispoylde hir companie

Most wasts the day and night in wo,
For that the Gods appointed 10

I naythelesse will wishe hir well

Aud better than to Creajd feil.

1 pray she may hane better hap

Than beg bir bread with Dish spd Clap,
As she the sielie Miser did

Wheu Troylus by the Spittle rid.

God shield hir from the Lazats lore
And lothwome Leapers stincking wore,
And for the loue 1 earst hir bare

1 wishe hir as my selfe to fare:

My selfe that am a Trojan true

As shee full well by trisl knue.

Aud me King Priamos wortbie Sonne
All otber Ladies seemde to shonne

For loue of Cresid: sodoe |

All Veouy Dearlings quight defie,

In minde to love them aH aleeke,
That leans 2 Trojan for & Greeke.

p_———
THE LOUER

DECLARETH WHAT HE WOULD HAUE IF HE NIGHT

OBTAIRE HIf WISH.

Ir Gods would duine to bend
& liftning eare to moe

And yeelde me my demacnde at full,
what thioke you it to bee?

Not to excell in seate
or wield the Regnll Mace,

Or Scepier in such stately sort
o might cormmende the place,

For aa their Haole is tue,
%0 is their mine rough,

As those that earst have felt the fall
declare it well ynough.

Ne wonld [ wisbe by warre
and blondie blade in fat,

To gore the grounde with giltlesse bloud
of much a8 would resist.

For Tiraots though a whyle
doe leade thoir liue in ioy,
Yet Tirants trie in trackt of time
bhow bloadshed doth sunoy, |

1 would noue offive crave,
ne Conaulship request :
For that such rule is full of mge,
" and fruoght with all unrest.

Ne wonld T wish for welth
in gremk exceass to Gow,

‘Whiche keepen the Keyen of discards Denne
wa ull the world doth know.

N

But my desire shonld farre
such baee requesis excell,
That [ might hir eajoy at will
whome ! do loue 50 well

O mighty God of Gods .

1 were asaured than
in happie hap him to surpasse
that were the happiest man.
L

Then might I march in mirth
wilh well cootented minde,
And joy to thinke that 1in lous
such hlissefull hup did finde.

What friendly wordes should wo
together then recite?

More than my tongue is able tel}
or this peore Pen to wrile,

Then should my hart reioyee
and thereby comfort take,

As they huue felt (hat earst baue had
the use of such a Make.

If Fortune then would frowne
o sought me to disgrace ;

The touching of hir chirry lip
such sorrowes would displace,

Or if such griefe did growe
as might procure my smarl,

Hir Jong and limber armes to mee
might soome reduce my hart

For as by foming fSonds
the fleating PFishes Tives: -
To Salamanders ar the Aame
their onely comfort gines:

So doth thy Besutie (P.)
my sorrowes quite expell:

And makes me fare where J shonld faint
unlesse thou looudste mee well,

And as by walers want,
fish falleth to decay,

And Salamander eapnot Live
when flame it tnoe away:

So absence from hir sight
whole Sean of sarrowen makey,
Which presence of that Parsgon
by secret vertue alakes

Would Teath would spare to spoyie
and crooked age to mm: .
(As they are woont by course of kinds)
Pees beautie in this case,

¥Yet though their rigour mge,
and powre by proofe be plaine:
If P. should die tamorrow next,
yet P. should liug ageine,

For Pheenix by his kinde
to Pheenix will returne,

When be by foree of Phahos fame
in scalding skies doe burne.

Then P, must needes revive
that it a Pheenix phaine:

And P, by lack of linely breath
shall be a P. againe,



OF 4 GENTLEWOMAN

l"|'IIJI'I' WILDE HI® LOUER TO WELHR GRPENE
BAYES IN TOKEN OF HIR STEDFAST LOUE
TOWARDS HIN.

B, roLp@ me that the Bay would aye he greeoe,
And neuer chaunge his bue for winters thret:

‘Wherefore {qooth shee) that plainoly may be seene
‘What Toue tby Ladie beares, the Lawrell get.

A bruunch aloft upsn tbe Helmet weare,
Prevuming that cetill the Lawrell die
And loza his native colour, 1 wilt beare
A faithiul]l hart, and neuer swerce awrie.

I (niely soule) did smile with ioyfull hrow

Hoping that Duphais would retainde bir e

And not have chaungde: and lykewise that the vow
My Ladie made would make my Ladie true.

O Gody, behvlde the ¢haunce, 1 wore the Tree
Aod borord it as siny of stedfast love:
But eodsinly the Lawrell might I sce
To looke an browne as doth the brownest Doue.

I marveld much at this anwoonted sight:
Withio a day or two came newes to mee
That shee had chaungde, und swarvde hir friend-
ship quight
Wherefors affie in oeither trull aor tree,
Por 1 perceive that colours lightly chaunge,
And Ladios loue on sodsine waxath straunge.

AN EPITAPH OF MAISTER EDWARDS

SOMETIME MAIFTER OF THE CRILDAEN OF TRE
CHAPPELL, AND GINTLENAN 0!' LYMOLES
IENH OF DOUAT.

Yx tearned Mnses nine
and sacred sisters all,

Nuw lay yoar cheerfull Cithrons downe
aud to lamenting fall.

Reot off thesa Garlands greene
doe Lawell Lenues awny,

Remcore the Myrtell from your hrowes
and alim op strings to play.

For ha that bed the dnlmce
the chiefest of yo

{1 meape the man t.lnt Edwards beight)
by cruell deuth is slaine.

Yee Courtyers channge yoor cheere,
lamext in weilefull wise, .

For now your Orpheus hath resignde,
in clay his Carcas lyeh.

O ruth, ba is bereft
that wrhilst be tived heera

FPor Poels Pen and pasaiog Tirt
could bave no Englishe Peere,

His vaine in Verse was such,
3c stately eke bis stile
Hin feate in forging sugred Songe
with eleane and curious file.
A gil the learned Greekes
and R woold repi
If they did liue againe, to Tewe
his Verse with scornefull cine.

EPITAPHES, EPIGRAMS,
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From Plautas he the Palme
and learned T'erence wan,
Hie writings wetl declarde the Wit,
that turcked in the man. )

0O Death thou stoodste in dread
that Edwards by bis art

And wisedome would have scapl thy shait
and ‘Bed thy furious Dart

Thia feare enforste thy fist
thy cursed Bow w bende,

And let the fatall Arrow flie
that Edwards life did ende.

Bat spite of all thy spite

when mll thy hate is teide, ’
(Thou cursed Death) his earned praise

ion Mouth of Man shall bide.

Wherefore (O Fame) 1 say
in trampe thy lipps applie,

And blow a blast that Edwerds brute
may pieree Lhe Golden Skie,

For here bylow in earth
his name is no well knowne:

As eche that know his life, laments
that he 5o s0ons is gone.

AN EFPITAPH

ON THE DEATH OF MAIiTER ARTRAUR BROOKN
DREOWHNDE IN FASFING TO KEW HAYEN.

AT point to ende and finish this my Booke,
Come good report to mee, wd wild me write
A dotefull Verse, in preise of Arthur Brooke
That age to come lament his fortane might

A greede {quoth I) for sare his Vertues wers
At many &8 his yeares in nwnber few:
The Muses him in learned laps did beare,
And Pallas Dug this dpintie Bab did chew.

Apollo lent him YLute for solace sake
To wuopd hin Yerse by touch of stately string,
And of the nener fading Bayde did make
A Lawrell Crowne, about his browes to cling,

In proafe that be for Myter did excell
Al may be iudge by Iuliet and hir mate:
For there he nhewdz his cunning pasaing well
When be the Tale to Boglishe did trupalate,

But what? ws he to forraine Realme was bawnd
With others moo his Soersigoe 2ueene to serue,
Amid Lhe Seay uninckie youth was drownd,

More speedie denth than such one did deerce,

Aye mee, that time (thon crooked Delphin)
Wast thou, Aryons help and ooely say, [®here
That safely him from Sea to shore didst bears?
When Brooke was drownd why wast thou them

away?

1f sound of harp thyme eare deflighted so
And canser was that ha bestrid thy back,
‘Then doubtlesse thou moughst well on Brooke
bestow
As good & torge W see him from the wrack.
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For sare his bande Aryons Harp excelde,
His pleasant Pen did passe the othern akill,
Who so his Booke with judging eie beheld
Gaoe thapks o him, and praisde his learned quill.

Thon eruell Goulf what meanst thon to devours
With supping 5¢as a lewell of such fame?
Why didst thou so with water marre the Flowre
That Pallas thonght so curiousty to frame?

Uahappie was the Hanen which he sought,
Cruell the S¢as whereon his Ship did glide,
“The windes to rough that Brooke to ruin hrought,
Unskilfull he thet undertooke to glide.

But sithens temrex can not rencke the ded,
Wor cries recall a drowned man o lagde:
Let this suffice ¢ extall the lyfe be lod
And priot his praise in house of Fumne 1o stande
‘That they that after up shall hee and line
Deserusd preise to Arthur Brooke may gire.
quoth G, T.

| ————

GF THE RENGWMED L4DY, LADY ANNE
COUNTESSE WARWICK,

An Earle was your Sire a worthie wight,

A Countesse gave you Tet, a noble Dame,

An Earle in your Feere,a Mars outright,

A Countesse eke your selfe of bruted fame :

A brother Lond yonr Father Earles sonne,
Thus doth rerowne in Lordes and Earles ronne.

TURBERVILE'S POEMS.

You were well knowne of Ruousels race 2 child,
Of Bedford’s bloged Lhat now dotb live an Rat,
Now Warwicks wile, n warlike man in Sede,
And Yenus Peers, a ritch and orient Pearle,
Wherefore to you that Sister, Childe and Wike
To Lorde and Earles are, [ wishe long Jia

You Alphe were when ¥ this Booke begoome
And formest, us became your stele did stands,
To be (Omega now you will not shocone,
gnuble Dume) T trust: bt ke with knode

iv magged rime, snd with & courtsom looke
And Cowntense eie peruse this trifling Booke

THE AUTHOURS EPILOGE T0 HIS
BOG:

THE countnance of this Noble Cowatess marck
When ehe thy Verse with ebe that Saphire ke
Doth shine saruayes, let be thy ontly carek

To note hir Lookes: and if she cught misis
Say that thou shouldst bhaue hid it from bir sght,
Thy Authour made the best for bir delight.

The worst he wild in eomert serole &0 Jarke
Untill the Beare were cuerlickt afresh,
For why in desde this hastie huizhed weorke
Resembleth moch the shapelesye lmmpe of Ak
That Beares bring forth, So when [ fick thes oger
Thou sbalt (I trust) thy perfite shape recootr,
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