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INTRODUCTION.

THE five unique tracts reprinted in the following
pages have escaped the notice of Ritson, Dr. Dibdin,
and all who have written upon the subject of our
early bibliography. The originals were formerly
in the possession of the late Thomas Caldecott, Esq.
whose matchless collection of early English poetry
was well known to the lovers of this species of
literature.  Sir George H. Freeling was favoured
by the loan of them when in that gentleman’s
possession, and from his accurate transcripts the
present reprints have been made.

John Butler, the printer of the * Doctrinall of
good Servauntes,” is stated, upon the authority of
Aines, to have been a judge of the Common pleas
as well as a printer. “The only book we have
yet found with his name,” says Dr. Dibdin,
( Typographical Antiquities iii. 173), is the follow-
ing: “Parvulorum Institutio ex Stanbrigiana
Collectione,” 4to. 'We are now enabled to add the
names of two books to the Doctor’s list, for be-
sides the « Doctrinall of good Servauntes,” Butler
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printed the “ Conuercyon of Swerers” by Stephen
Hawes, a copy of which was also in the possession
of Mr. Caldecott.

It is conjectured, from his using the same device,
that Butler was the master of Robert Wyer, one
of the most industrious typographers of the six-
teenth century, and the printer of the “Complaynt
of a dolorous Louer,” which forms the fourth tract
of the present volume.

The “Boke of Mayd Emlyn” and the “New
Nutbrowne Mayd” are from the press of John
Skot, or Scott, as he frequently spells his name.
They were reprinted in 1820 by the late George
Isted, Esq. for the members of the Roxburgh
Club. A copy of the reprint in the British Mu-
seum has the date 1515 written on each tract, but
this is unsupported by any authority. Skot’s
publications extend from 1521 to 1537, the first-
named year being that of his earliest dated publi-
cation, but it is not unlikely that the tracts in
question may have been printed a few years
earlier.

The story of “Mayd Emlyn” is probably more
ancient than the date of the tract, and bears some
slight resemblance to Chaucer’s « Wife of Bath.”
The woodcut on the title-page had been previously
used by Pynson in “The Shyp of Folys” printed
in 1509, for which work it appears to have been
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originally intended. ~The ¢ New Nutbrowne
Mayd” is a moralization of the beautiful old
ballad of the Nut-Brown Maid, which was
introduced to popular notice in the last century
by Prior, and was edited in 1760 by Capell in his
“Prelusions.” The only work in which the ballad
has yet been discovered is Arnold’s “Chronicle,”
supposed to have been printed about 1502.

The “ New Nutbrowne Mayd” is an extremely
close parody upon the original, and exhibits one of
the most curious specimens of a practice very com-
mon in the sixteenth century, that of turning
popular songs into pious ballads. It is perhaps
unnecessary to say that the two last-mentioned
tracts were unknown, until reprinted by the Rox-
burgh Club.

The fourth tract, the ¢ Complaynt of a
Dolorous Louer,” is indeed a sorry specimen of
poetry, and its extreme rarity is the only excuse
we can make for including it in the present
selection. The same may almost be said of
« Loue’s Leprosie.” It is the produetion of
Thomas Powell, a Welsh poet, the author of the
“ Passionate Poet, with a description of the
Thracian Ismarus:” Printed by Valentine
Simmes, 1601 ; and of a prosc tract interspersed
with poetry, entitled “ A Welch Bayte to spare
Provender ; or, a looking backe vpon the Times

b
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past:” Printed by Valentine Simmes, 1603. As a
poet, Powell deals much more in new words than
new thoughts, and there is a laboured constraint
in his writing which not unfrequently involves
his meaning in obscurity.

A person of the same name also wrote an
entertaining tract entitled, “ Wheresoever you
see me, trust unto your self, or the Mysterie of
Lending and Borrowing,” 1623, besides several
others of the same kind; but whether he
can be identified as the author of the poetical
tracts of the preceding century is a matter of
question.
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THE DOCTRYNALL OF GOOD
SERVAUNTES.

ALL ye seruantes that good intende to be,
Beholde in this treatyse here present,

In the whyche wryten ye shall se
Ryght good.doctrynes playne and euydent.

Thou that seruest the spyrytualyte, .
Behaue thyselfe to them obedyent ;

Not for them, but for theyr degre,
Syth they consecrate our God omnipotent.

Thou that them seruest at the autere,
Entende to them with all thy dylygence,
Be of thy mynde peasyble and entere,
That thou be worthy in thy Lordes presence.

Thou seruant seruynge ony prelate,
The whyche is set in dygnyte,
For theyr subgectes be good aduocate,
Supportynge them in good equyte.
B2
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* Ye'egruauntes in grete company,
** In any lordes hous or mansyon,
Yf ye be yonge, se ye obey
To your elders, for it is reason.

A seruante ought to loue his lorde
‘With all his herte, and not to fayne ;
Yf he do the proffyte in dede and worde,
Do that thou it deserue agayne.

Seruauntes ought to be honourable,
Of theyr bodyes specyally,

To all men seruysable,
And to ete and drynke ay sobrely.

Seruauntes ought not to swere in vayne,
The name of God in no maner,

Nor of his sayntes, beware that trayne,
For it standeth in grete daungere.

Ye seruauntes not seruynge at table,
In takynge of your nuryture,
Speke lytell and be agreable,
So that ye fanour may procure.

Euery man they ought to please,

And them obey with lowe intencyon ;
In lytell medlynge is grete ease,

Fle dysceyte, gyle, and decepcyon.



OF GOOD SERVAUNTES.

A seruaunte ought not for to brynge
No newe tydynges vanto theyr lorde,

Without they be nere hym touchynge,
For therof cometh grete dyscorde.

Seruauntes ought to aduertyse,
To say euer trouthe and veryte,

Blame no man in ony wyse,
Behaue the after thy degre.

Seruauntes that go on message
Of theyr mayster to ony place,
Thinke well that it is grete outrage
To countrefet thy seale in ony case.

Seruauntes ought after theyr pleasaunce,
For to be clenly of theyr bodyes,

Humble of loke and countenaunce,
Behauynge them to all degrees.

A seruaunt ought with dylygence,
To euery man to do honoure,

And to his mayster with reuerence
Enclyne hymselfe at euery houre.

A seruaunt ought euer for to fle
All places that are of euyll name,
As tauernes and houses of baudry,
Whiche bryngeth many a man to shame.
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‘Who that wyll serue in loyalte
Marchauntes, preestes, or gentylmen,
To them dylygent must euer be,
And on euery hande haue fyngers ten.

Thou seruaunt that herest thy felawes blame, .
And that he is not theyr present,

Blame hym for gyuynge his yll name,
Supportynge hym that is absent.

Ye seruauntes in ony wyse
Haue taken charge of besynes,

Erly in the mornynge se ye ryse,
Your werke and laboure to redresse.

Ye that are seruauntes in noblesse,

In kynges courte and other where,
Gyue euer honour to gentylnesse,

And your souerayne lorde loue and fere.

Ye seruauntes that in courte remayne,
‘Whiche here ony falshode or subtylte,

Holde your tonge and not complayne,
But yf it touche the mageste.

Seruauntes in courte that haue governaunce
Of the comenty in ony wyse,

Ought not so ferre them to auaunce,
Leest theyr mayster them dyspyse.



OF GOOD SERVAUNTES.

You marchauntes sernauntes I you auyse,
And ye labourers bothe daye and nyght,
Set not your mynde on couetyse,
Auoyde falshode, or ye do not ryght.

Seruauntes ought not to ensue
Theyr owne wyll nor volunte,

But to theyr mayster to be true,
Doynge his wyll with humelyte.

Seruauntes that are good and true,
Ought faythfully to bye and sell ;
Fraude and falshode must they eschue,

Elles are they theues, and go to hell.

Yc marchauntes seruauntes, that go by the waye
To bye or sell your marchaundyse,

‘Where ye become do truely paye,
And giue true compte in your aduyse.

And ye that serueth labourers,
Of sloathfulnes se ye beware,
Be dylygent in all maners,
And by no meanes your body spare.
Seruauntes of chyrche or of noblesse,
Of laboure or. of marchaundyse,
Thinke that trouth is worthe rychesse,
Therfore loue yt in ony wyse.
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Ye seruauntes that wayte vpon the table,
Be ye honest and dylygent,

To hym that is most honourable
Afforme your maners and entent.

Couer your borde honestly,
After the custome of the countre ;
And whan they are set do you applye,
Echone to serue after his degre.

Yf ony be amonge them all

To whome your mayster wyll do honoure,
Tende ye hym as pryncypall,

Therby shall ye fall in fauoure.

Fyrst serue ye in the potage,

And than eche meet after his degre,
And be ye euer ware of outrage,

Or tatche of dyshoneste.

Ye seruauntes that at home do byde,
‘Whan your mayster is forth of towne,

Ye wysest sholde the other guyde,
Kepynge good rule and prouysyowne.

And ye seruauntes of euery place,
Whan that the dyner is at an ende,
Present yourselfe for to saye grace,
Thankynge that Lorde that all dooth sende.
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Whan that your mayster is fro the table,
And eche thynge as it sholde be,
Take your repast that is agreable,
So ye bebaue you honestly.

Yf that thou wylte thy mayster please,
Thou must haue these thre prepryetees,

For to lyue at thyne hertes ease,
Auoydynge many of aduersytees.

A hartes fete with eeres of an asse,

An hogges snowt to must thou haue,
So mayst thou please in euery case

Thy mayster, yf thou the thus behaue.

By an asse eeres this is mente,

That thou must harken hym a boute,
And yf that he be not content,

Saye nought, but se thou hym doute.

By the hogges snowte vnderstonden is
‘What mete soeuer to the is brought,
Though it be somwhat a mys,
Holde thy peas and grutche nought.

As to regarde of the fete of an harte,
They sholde euer theyr mayster socoure,
Payne the for hym though that thou smerte,
To renne and go at euery houre.
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Nyght nor day spare no laboure,
Rader than he sholde hane domage,

Helpe hym in welth and in doloure,
Yf ony wolde do hym outrage.

Yf thou thus truely thy mayster serue,
He wyll it perceyue within a whyle,

Than shalte thou haue that thou doost deserue,
And a good name that none dooth fyle.

But yf that thou do hym begyle,
He shall perceyue it at the laste,
Than shall thy dedes thy name dyffyle,
And out of his hous he shall the cast.

‘Whan that thou arte thus departed
‘Without his loue dyshonestely,

As a seruaunte full yll aduerted,
And other mayster must thou aspye.

Than shall they come pryuely

And aske whyder thou were yll or good ;
Y{ he say yll and the bewrye,

No man will haue the, by my hood.

Baut yf some be in necessyte,

And can none other seruaunte fynde,
Suche peraduenture wyll haue the,

But euer thou shalte fynde hym vnkynde.
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But yf he be a foole or blynde,
Elles wyll he none of thy seruyce ;
Than must thou wander afore the wynde,
Therfore of this se thou be wyse.

Let pacyence abate thy maysters rygour,
And take good hede to his condycyon,

Thou shalt to hym do grete honour,
Submyttynge the to his correccyon.

And yf thy mayster make ye his secretary,
Se thou haue a sare tongue and stable ;
His counseyle se thou not bewry,
A secrete tongue is euer prouffytable.

And yf your mayster haue an vse

To swere the name of God in vayne,
His company se you refuse,

Leest ye be brought in suche a trayne.

Seruauntes auoyde the company

Of them that playe at cardes or dyse,
For yf that ye them haunte truely,

To thefte shall they you soone attyse.

Ye seruauntes that se the courage,
Of your mayster on angre set,

Yf he wyll do ony man domage,
With your myght se ye hym lette.












THE BOKE OF MAYD EMLYN.

WryLL ye here of meruaylles
Drawne out of Gospelles .
Of mayde Emlynne,
That had husbandes fyue,
And all dyd neuer thryue?
She coude so well spynne,
Louynge to go gaye,
And seldom for to praye,
For she was borne in synne:
Ofte wolde she seke
The tauernes in the weke,
Tyll her wytte was thynne;
Full swetely wolde she kys
With galauntes, ywys,
And say it was no synne;
Thus collynge in armes
Some men caught harmes,
Full lytell dyd they wynne;
And if her husbande said ought,
Loke what she sonest cought,
At his heed she wolde it flynge.
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She wolde saye, lozell thou
I wyll teche the, I trowe,

Of thy language to blynne;
It is pyte that a knaue
A prety woman sholde haue,

That knoweth not golde from tynne.
I trowe thou jalouse be
Bytwene my cosyn and me,

That is called syr Sym ;
Thoughe I go ofte thyder,

‘We do nought togyder,

But prycked balades synge.
And I so cunnynge be
The more worshyp is to the,

Gyuynge thanke to hym:
For he me fyrste taught,

So I may cunnynge caught,

‘Whan I wente a brosshynge.
‘With suche wordes douse,
Thys lytell prety mouse,

The yonge lusty prymme:
She coude byte and whyne
‘Whan she saw her tyme,

And with a prety gynne,
Gyue her husbande an horne,
To blowe with on the morne:

Beshrowe her whyte skynne !
And ofte wolde she sleke
To make smothe her cheke,

With redde roses therin;
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Than wolde she mete,
‘With her lemman swete,
And cutte with hym ;
Talkynge for theyr pleasure,
That cocke with the fether,
Is gone an huntynge ;
Hymselfe all alone
To the wode he is gone
To here the kockowe synge.
Thus with her playfere,
Maketh she mery chere,
The husbande knoweth nothynge ;
She gyueth money plente,
Bycause newe loue is daynte,
Unto her swetynge.
And prayeth ofte to come,
To playe there as shyneth no sonne:
So at the nexte metynge,
She gyueth her husbande a prycke
That made hym double quycke,
So good was the gretynge.
Kocke, called of the bone,
That neuer was mayster at home,
But as an vnderlynge;
His wyfe made hym so wyse,
That he wolde tourne a peny twyse,
And than he called it a ferthynge.
Nothynge byleued he
But that he dyd with his eyes se,
Full trewe was his meanynge ;
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She cherysshed hym with brede and chese,
That his lyfe he dyd lese:
Than made she mournynge,
And dranke deuoutly for his soule,
The handbell ofte dyd she colle,
Full great sorowe makynge.
This sory widowe
But a whyle I trowe,
Mournynge dyd make ;
‘Whan he was gone
A yonge lusty one,
She dyd than take;
Longe wolde she not tary
Lest she dyd myscary,
But full ofte spake
To haste the weddynge
And all for beddynge,
Some sporte to make ;
Her herte to ease
And the flesshe to please,
Sorowes to aslake.
In it out joyenge
That wanton playenge,
For the olde husbandes sake ;
Yet by your leue
A frere dyd she gyue,
Of her loue a flake ;
And sayd in her ouen
At any maner of season,
That he sholde bake,
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There is rome ynowe,
For other and for you,

And space to set a cake.
The seconde husbande Nycoll,
That pore sely soule,

Myght not escape,

A kockolde to dye
It was his destenye,

As man vnfortunate.
His wyfe vndeuoute
Ofte wolde go aboute,

And steppe ouer many a lake ;
Makynge bost in her mode,

That her husbande can no more good

Than can an vntaught ape.
Thus by her scole
Made hym a fole,
And called hym dodypate ;
So from his thryfte
She dyd hym lyfte,
And therof creste the date ;
She made hym sadde,
And sayd he was badde,
Croked legged lyke a stake ;
She lyked not his face,
And sayd he mouthed was
Moost lyke an hawke;
This good man ease,
Was lothe to dysplease,
But yet thought somwhat,

c2
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Thynkynge in his mynde,
That a man can fynde,
A wyfe neuer to late ;
For of theyr p;opene,
Shrewes all they be,
And style can they prate.
All women be suche
Thoughe the man bere the breche,
They wyll be euer checkemate.
Faced lyke an aungell,
Tonged lyke a deuyll of hell,
Great causers of debate ;
They loke full smothe,
And be false of loue,
Venymous as a snake.
Desyrynge to be praysed,
A lofte to be raysed,
As an hyghe estate ;
And these wanton dames
Ofte chaungeth theyr names,
As An, Jane, Besse and Kate.
Thus thynketh he,
In his mynde pryuely,
And nought dare saye;
For he that is maysterfast,
Full ofte is agast,
And dare not ronne and playe.
If she be gladde,
Than is he sadde,
And fere of a sodayne fraye,
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For woman’s pryde
Is to laughe and chyde,
Euery houre in a daye.
‘Whan she dothe loure,
And begynneth to snowre,
Pyteously dothe he saye,
‘What do ye lacke ?
Ony thynge swete herte,
That I to you gyue maye.
She answered hym
With wordes grotchynge,
‘Wysshynge her selfe in claye,
And sayth that she lackes
Many prety knackes,
As bedes and gyrdels gaye ;
And the best sporte
That sholde me comforte,
Whiche is a swete playe,
I can it not haue,
For so God me saue,
Thy power is not-to paye.
There is nought,
Nought may be cought,
I can no more saye ;
Many men nowe here
Can not women chere,
But maketh ofte delay ;
The wyfe dothe mone,
It is not at home,
And borroweth tyll a daye,

21
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‘What it is I trowe,
Well ynoughe ye knowe,
It is no nede to saye;
Thus saye the wyues,
If theyr husbandes thryues,
That they the causers be !
They gete two wayes,
Bothe with worke and playes,
By theyr huswyuery.
‘With theyr swete lyppes,
And lusty hyppes,
They worke so plesauntly,
Some wyll fall anone
For they be not stronge,
They be weyke in the kne.
Be they pore or be they ryche,
I beshrewe all suche,
Amen nowe saye ye;
They thynke it is as great almes,
As to saye the seuen psalmes,
And dothe it for charyte.
To gete gownes and furs,
These nysebeceturs,

Of men sheweth theyr pyte,
Somtyme for theyr lust,
Haue it they must,

Or seke wyll they be;
If it do stycke
And she fele it quycke,

Full slyle dothe she
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Begyn for to grone,
And wyssheth she had lyne alone.

What ayleth you than? sayth he,
She saythe, syr I am with chylde,
It is yours by Mary mylde!

And so he weneth it be.

‘Whan played is the playe,
Jacke the husbande must paye,

This dayly may ye se.

He was gladde ywys,
Of that that is not his,

And dothe it vp kepe;

She that dothe mocke hym,

Another mannes concubyne,
And hys chylde eke:

Lo thus dothe landes

Fall in wronge ayres handes,

The causers may well wepe ;
And worse dothe happen truely,
The broder the syster dothe mary,

And in bedde togyther slepe.

To synne lyghtely wyll the chylde drawe,

That is bekoten without lawe,
Wedlocke is veray swete ;
But ones for all
The daye come shall,
The crye shall be welawaye ;
Of all wedlocke brekers,
Thus saythe greate prechers,

Theyr dettes shall they truely paye.

23
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All they that dothe offende,
God graunt them to amende,

And therfore lette vs praye.
But nowe of Emlyne to speke,
And more of her to treate,

Truely for to saye,

‘Whan the seconde husbande was dede,

The thyrde husbande dyde she wedde,
In full goodly araye.

But as the deuyll wolde,

Or the pyes were colde,
Fell a sodayne fraye ;

Moyses had a newe brother,

It wolde be none other,

And all came thorughe playe.
But mayde maydenhode myssynge,
Knoweth what longeth to kyssynge,

It is no nede to saye.

She loued well I trowe,
And gaue hym sorowe ynowe,

But ones on the daye,
With hym wolde she chyde,
He durst not loke asyde,

The bounde must euer obaye.
This man was olde
And of compleccyon colde,

Nothynge lusty to playe ;

She was full ranke,
And of condycyons cranke,

And redy was alwaye ;
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In Venus toyes
Was all her joyes,
Seldome sayde she naye ;
At the laste she thought,
That her husbande was nought,
And purposed on a daye,
To shorten his lyfe,
And as a true wyfe

She wolde it not delaye.
To fulfyll her lust,

In a well she hym thrust,

Without any fraye;

And made countenaunce sad
As thoughe she be sory had ;

Also in good faye,

A reed onyon wolde she kepe,
To make her eyes wepe,

In her kerchers I saye.

She was than stedfast and stronge,
And kepte her a wydowe veraye longe,

In faythe almoost two dayes ;
Bycause she made greate mone,
She wolde not lye longe alone,

For fere of sodayne frayes ;
Leste her husbande dede
Wolde come to her bedde,

Thus in her mynde she sayes.
The fourthe husbande she cought,
That was lyke her nexte nought,

For he vsed his playes—
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With maydens, wyues and nonnes;

None amysse to hym commes,
Lyke they be of layes;

Hym she lyked yll,

She prayed the fende hym kyll,

Bycause he vsed her wayes:
This mannes name was Harry,
He coude full clene cary,

He loued prety gayes.

So it happened at the last
An halfepeny halter made hym fast,

And therin he swayes;

Than she toke great thought,
As a woman that careth nought,
So for his soule she prayes;

And bycause she was seke
She wedded the same weke,

For very pure pyte and wo.
Yet or she was wedded,

Thryse had she bedded,

And great hast made therto.-
The husbande had sone ynowe,
But Emlyn bended her browe,

And thought she had not so,
But to ease her louer
She toke another,

That lustely coude do ;

One that yonge was,
That coude ofte her basse,

‘Whiche she had fantesy to.
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He coude well awaye,
With her lusty playe,

And neuer wolde haue do.
Bycause he coude clepe her,

She called hym a whypper ;

And as they were togyder
They bothe swetely played ;

A sergeaunt them afrayed,

And sayd they were full queuer.
They were than full wo,

The frere wolde ben a go,

He cursed that he came thyder;
Whether they were leue or lothe,
He set them in the stockes bothe,

He wolde none dysceyuer.

In myddes of the market
Full well was set,

In full fayre wether,

For it dyd hayle and thonder;
On them many men dyd wonder,

But Emlyne laughed ever;
She thought it but a jape,

To se men at her gape,

Therof she shamed neuer ;
And sayd for her sportynge,

It is but for japynge,

That we be brought hyder ;

It is nother treason nor felony,
But a knacke of company,
And dye had T leuer
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Than it forsake,
For I wyll mery make,

‘Whyle youthe hathe fayre wether.
Whan her husbande it knewe
Sore dyd he it rewe,

And was so heuy and wo,

He toke a surfet with a cup,
That made hym tourne his heels vp,

And than was he a go.

And whan she was at large,
Care she dyde dyscharge,

And in her mynde thought tho ;
Nowe wyll I haue my luste,

‘With all them that wyll juste,

In spyte of them that saythe so.
And bycause she loued rydynge,
At the stewes was her abydynge,

‘Without wordes mo;

And all that wolde entre,
She durst on them ventre,

Veray gentyll she was lo;
And longe or she were dede,
She wente to begge her brede,

Suche fortune had she tho;
God dyd bete her surely,

‘With the rodde of pouerte,

Or she dyde hens go.
Than she dyed as ye shall,
But what of her dyde befall,

Naye there do I ho;
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But they that rede this erly or late,
I praye Jesu theyr soules take,
Amen saye ye also.

FINIS.

Imprynted at London without Newegate, in Saynt Pulker's Parysshe,
by me John Skot, dwellynge in the Olde Bayly.
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HERE BEGYNNETH THE NEW NOTBORUNE
MAYD VPON THE PASSION OF CRYSTE.

RyeHT and no wrong,
It is amonge

Yt I of man complayne,
Affyrmynge this,
Howe that it is

A laboure spent in vayne,
To loue hym well,
For neuer a dell

He wyll me loue agayne :
For though that I
Me sore applye

His fauer to attayne,
Yet yf that shrewe
To hym pursue

That clepyd is Sathan,
Hym to conuerte,
Sone from his herte

I am a banysshed man.

MARIA THE MAYDE.

I say not naye,
Bothe nyght and daye,
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Swete sonne as ye haue sayde,
Man is vokynde,
Hys faythfull mynde

In maner is halfe decayed ;
But neuer the lesse,
Through ryght wysenes

Theyrwith be not apayed ;
Yet mercy trewe
Muste contynewe,

And not aparte be layed ;
Syth ye for loue
Came frome aboue,

Frome your father in trone,
Of louynge mynde
To warde mankynde,

To dye for hym alone.

JESUS.

Than ye and I,
Mother Marye,
Let vs despute in fere ;
Ryght hertely I you supply,
Your reason lette me here.
‘With man vnkynde,
Hath neuer mynde,
Of me that bought hym dere;
If his folye
Shulde haue mercy,
Ayenste all ryght it were.
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1 am by ryght
The kynge of lyght,
For man my blode out ranne;
Ye knowe a parte,
Yet from his herte
I am a banysshed man.

MARIA.
" Here in your wyll
For to fulfyll,
I wyll not sone refuse,
To say the truthe
More is it ruthe,
I cannot man excuse;
To his owne shame
He is to blame,
His lyfe soo to measure.
Yet though rygoure
‘Without fauour,
‘Wolde hym theyrfore accuse,
Mercy I pleate
That is more greate,
Than rygoure ten to one;
Syth of good mynde
Towarde mankynde,
Ye dyed for hym alone.

JESUS.

The cause stode so,
Suche dedes were do,

D2
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‘Wold dye of your good mynde ;
Your herte souerayne,
Clouen in twayne,
By longes the blynde.
And all was done
That man alone,
Shulde not be lefte behynde ;
Your goodnes euer,
Dothe styll perseuer,
Though he haue ben vnkynde.
‘What is offendyd,
Shall be amended,
Ye shall persayue anone ;
He shall be kynde,
Yeldynge his mynde
And loue to you alone.

JESUS.

Matter in dede,
My sydes dyde blede
For man, ryght as ye saye,
Yet yonge and olde,
He neuer wolde
Vnto my lawes obaye.
But to fulfyll
His wanton wyll,
Wrenchynge from me alway.
Frome his delyght,
By day or nyght,
He wyll make no delay :
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A whyle hym spare,
He shall prepare

Hym selfe to you anone ;
With harte and mynde,
Louynge and kynde,

To serue but you alone.

JESUS.

I can beleue
He shall remeue,

His synne a daye or twayne ;
But lytell space,
That God of grace,

Wiyll in his herte remayne ;
It shall aslake,
And he wyll take,

His olde vsage agayne:
So from his thought,
I that hym bought,

Shall be expoulsed playne.
Thus wyll he do,
Swete mother, loo,

Holde ye all that ye canne;
Vpon his parte,
Yet frome his herte,

I am a banysshed man.

MARIA.

Swete sonne, syth ye
To make hym fre,
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Man is a wylde outlawe ;
Renneth a boughte
In euery route,
Workynge ayenst my lawe ;
And yf the deuyll
Tempte hym to euyll,
Theyrto sone wyll he drawe,
And all myschefe,
Ys to hym lefe,
‘Withouten loue or awe.
To me or you,
Though for his prowe
Ye do to all ye can,
‘Whan all is sought,
Quyet frome his thought
I am a banysshed man.

MARIA.

Though as ye say
He disobaye

Your commaundement and lore,
Yet yf loue make
Hym to forsake,

His synne and wepe therfore ;
With full contrycyon
For his transgressyon,

His herte oppressynge sore ;
Contryte and meke,
As Dauyd speke,

‘What aske ye of hym more.
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My sonne, my lorde,
Your prophyte’s worde
I pray you thynke vpon,
And ye shall fynde
Man meke and kynde,
To serue but you alone.

JESUS.

My herte and mawe
To rent and drawe,

And me with othes to bynde,
Cheseth not he;
Grace or pytye,

In hym can I none fynde.
The crewell Jewes,
‘Were to me shrewes,

But he is more vnkynde ;
Syth for his prowe,
He knoweth well howe,

I dyde of louynge mynde.
Of me eche membre
He dothe remembre,

‘With othes all that he can;
Thus ofte I fynde
Me in his mynde,

But elles a banysshed man.

MARIA.

Full well knowe ye,
Ayenst thyes thre
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Man feble is to fyght,
The deuyll, his flesshe,
The worlde all fresshe,

Prouocke hym day and nyght
To sue theyr trace,

Whyche in eche case,

Is wronge and neuer ryght;
That thyne stabylyte,

Of his fragylyte,

Ayenst them hath no myhgt.
Though man that frayle is,
Swere armes and nales,

Brane, blode, sydes, passyon ;
Swete sonne regarde,

Your paynes harde,
Ye dyded for hym alone.

JESUS.

Now for mannes nede
Sith I wolde blede,
And great anguysshe sustayne,
In stony wayes,
Both nyghtes and dayes,
‘Walkynge in frost and rayne,
In clode and hete,
In drye and wete,
My fete were bare both twayne ;
Though I for loue
To mannes behoue
Endured all this payne;
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That I therfore
Sholde spare the more,
No reason fynde ye can;
Rather I sholde
More strayte hym holde,
And as a banysshed man.

MARIA.

Yet my sonne dere
I pray you here,
‘What tyme poure reason is;
Mannes soule to cure,
Ye dyde endure
Moche payne, I knowe well this.
To man all vayne
Shulde be your payne,
If he were put to blys;
For playne remyssyon
Is my petycyon,

‘Where man hathe wrought amys.

Ye be his leche,
I you beseche
To saulue his sores echone,
That he vnkynde,
May chaunge his mynde,
And serue but you alone.

JESUS.

Hyther or theder,
He careth not whyther,
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He go hym to enclyne

" To wyckydnesse ;

From all goodnesse

He dayly dothe declyne.
In cardes and dyce,
He compteth no vyce,

Nor syttynge at the wyne;
To fyght and swere,
To rent and tere

Asondre me and myne.
Lo thus he dothe,
To make me wrothe,

The worst he may or can;
And I am twynde,
Out of his mynde,

Ryght as a banysshed man.

MARIA.

My dere sonne dere,
Syth ye the clere
Fountayne of mercy be,
Though man be frayle,
He may not fayle,
To fynde in you pytye.
He wyll I truste
Frome worldely lust,
Turne his swete soule to me,
And in shorte space
So stande in grace,
That T his soule shall se
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To blysse assende
That hathe none ende,
There to remayne as one
That hathe ben kynde,
And set his mynde
To serue but you alone.

JESUS.

Man greueth me sore,
For lasse nor more,

‘Wyll he wons doo for me;
Ones in a yere
A good prayer,

He sayeth not on his kne.
The poure may stande,
With empty hande,

For almes theyr wyll none be;
Bothe day and nyght,
He flyeth the ryght,

But folye he wyll not fle.
His proper wyll,
For to fulfyll

He doeth all that he can ;
But from his thought,
I that hym bought,

Am euer a banysshed man.

MARIA.

If man for you,
Nor his owne prow,
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Wiyll to no grace procede ;
Mercy or grace,
A fore your face,

He none deserueth in dede.
But I your mother,
For man your brother,

Make instaunce in his nede;
Though he deserue
To brynne and sterue

In the infernall glede ;
Spare hym for me,
And ye shall se

That he shall tourne anone -
Frome his folye,
Incessantly

To serue but you alone.

JESUS.

Why shulde I soo,
Nay let hym go,
My dere mother Mary,
Syth his delyght
Is to be lyght,
And deale so vnkyndly,
For you nor me
He wyll not flee
From vyce; nor hym applye
My wordes to here,
That bought hym dere,
On crosse anguyously.
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Bothe yonge and olde,
He hathe ben bolde
To greue me that he can;
But my precept
Was euer vnkept,
And I a banysshed man.

MARIA.

For ruthe and drede
Myne herte doth blede,
Man in no wyse wyl be
By reason sayd,
Nor yet apayed
From his offence to flee.
For though that I
For remedye,
Do all that lyeth in me,
To haue hym cured,
Yet so endured
With synne and vyce is he,
That to be shorte,
What I exhorte
Not herde is, yet anone,
I trust he shail
Make well his thrall,
And serue but you alone.

JESUS.

So rude and wylde,
And so defyled
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Is he, past shame and drede,
That to what lawe,
He shulde hym drawe,
He scarsely knoweth in dede.
Yet better were .
For hym to lere
Some vertu, and procede
To grace, than saye
Another daye,
Alas, my wycked dede
Hathe me betrayed ;
Lo thus, good mayde,
" The daughter of saynte Anne ;
Man hath exylede,
Frome hym your chylde,
Ryght as a banysshed man.

MARIA.

Whan all to all
Shall come, he shall
I trust from vyce abrayed ;
And flee theyrfroo,
‘Whiche hathe hym so,
Encombered and arayed.
He shall repell,
Sathans councell,
That ofte hathe hym betrayed ;
With full compounctyon
To take thy iniunction,
That shal be to hym layed.
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Of harde penaunce ;
And hym auaunce
To seche remyssyon,
Full reconsyled
To you my chylde,
To serue but you alone.

JESUS.

My comaundement,
Neuer tontente

His hyghnes for to alowe ;
His irous brayde
Wiyll not be layed

For me nor yet for you.
Myne yerte to teare
He hathe no feare,

But dare it well avowe ;
Pryde with hym goeth
In herte and cloth,

How say ye, mother, nowe ;
Hy thynketh great ease
Me to dysplease,

By all the meanes he can ;
But whan my wyll
He shulde fulfyll,

I am a banysshed man.

MARIA.

Sonne, though mannes blode
Be wylde and wode,
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Frayle as a fadyng floure,
Regardynge nought
How ye hym bought,

Out of the fendes powre ;
With hertely mynde
Euer enclyned

To be a transgressoure
Ayenst your lawe ;
And though he drawe

Hymselfe to synne eche houre ;
Ye may not soo
His soule forgo,

Syth ye syttynge in throne,
‘Wolde for his loue
Come frome aboue

To dye for hym alone.

JESUS.

Mother, your loue
I se the proue
To man is kynde and true;
To haue his lyfe
Brought out of stryfe,
Kyndely for hym ye sue.
And yf he wold
His vyces olde
Forsake, and take vertue;
I wolde for ruthe,
Seynge the truthe
And loue that ye hym shewe,
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Graunt hym remyssyon,
Vpon condycyon

That he forsake Sathan,
That I may fynde
Me in his mynde,

And as no banysshed man.

MARIA.

Sonne, your petye
And charytye,

‘Was well perceyued and sene ;
‘Whan your pleasure
‘Was to endure

To lye my sydes betwene
Nyne monethes, and than
Be borne as man,

And to brynge hym from tene;
In graue be layed,
And me your mayd

To make of heuen quene ;
And condestende
Thus at the ende

To graunte man your pardon
At my requeste,
‘Wherfore shulde reste

Greate laude to you alone.

JESUS.

The poore at nede
To clothe and fede,
E2
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Parte of his rent and wage
He muste bestowe,
Rememberynge howe

All came of one lynage.
Forsakynge synne
He may me wynne;

And to myne herytage
I shall hym take,

His soule to make

My spouse in mariage.
For to perseuer
‘With me for euer;

With ioye she may say than,
That she hathe wonne
A kynges sonne,

And not a banysshed man.

THE TRANSLATOR.

Regarde and se,
O man to the

God is moche fauorable ;
Eschewe thou than
Reprefe no man,

Beware by dedes dampnable ;
In any wyse
Euer despyse

Sathan the deceyuable ;
Thy soule beware,
Out of his snare

Neuer be founde vnstable.
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Perseuerauntly
Reason applye,
Justely let all be done;
Endlesse solace
Shall he purchase,
That serueth but God alone.

Thus endeth the boke of the newe Notbrowne Mayd vpon the Passyon
of Cryste, imprinted at London by John Skot, dwellynge in
Foster lane within Saynt Leonardes perysshe.






HERE BEGYNNETH

A COMPLAYNT

¥

A DOLOROUS LOUER

VPON SUGRED WORDES AND FAYNED
COUNTENAUNCE.

I say, in right is reason, in trust is treason;
The loue of a woman doth last but a season.

Imprinted by Robert Wyer.






HERE BEGYNNETH A COMPLAYNT OF
A DOLOROUS LOUER.

O, waar dyscomforte! O, what dueyll !
‘What greuaunce, O, what syghes depe,

Thus from my pleasure for to recuyll
By force of her from whens my paynes doth crepe !
To wepynge teres tourned is my slepe ;

O, what rage, to loue suche a fygure !

Uoyded of pytie, replyte with rygoure.

O, what hope, what solace of suche seruyce !
O, how am I with dolour furnysshed !

O, what dyspayre, what sadnes, what dystres!
As one in bytter tourmentes garnysshed;
With paynfull thoughtes thus to be banysshed

From her that hath aboue all creatures

My herte, and shall whyle the worlde endures.

Where I haue euer ben constant and true,
Content and glad aboue all measure,
To do that thynge that myght ensure
To her delyght and dayly pleasure!
O dolorous tourment that I endure,
Thus vnkyndly to be forsaken !
Wolde God rayther deth had me taken. -






58 - A COMPLAINT OF

O what recomforte shuld I nowe haue,
For the langoure wherin I am wrapped ;
Ha! loue vntrue thou doest me dysceyue,
By the semblaunce that I of the receyued,
Helas! syth I no sooner perceyued
The sodayne stroke of thy vnkyndnesse,
‘Which deedly dothe my herte oppresse.

Helas ! to longe haue I attended,
My greuous payne to deth hath me brought ;
And where to loue I condyscended,
Repent I cannot, though I it dere hath bought;
My trouth and fydelyte is nowe set at nought.
Helas! moche better had ben for me
‘With bestes to haue lyued that vnknowen be;

And there to haue eten rootes and grasse grene,
And taken my rest in places dysconserte ;
And neuer with woman to haue be sene,
But so to haue lyued in places deserte,
Then had I not knowen the causor of my smerte,
‘Whiche lytell regardeth my loue assured,
But with vnkyndnes my paynes hath procured,

Whiche are so greuous, that causeth me dayly
To crye and call for deth moste sodayne ;

Wyllynge for her to dye more gladly
Then to haue lyfe with her dysdayne.
Nowe out of hope I do remayne,

Euer to reioyce in playe or dysporte,

But styll to endure without comforte.
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So with complayntes and regretes pyteous,
Uoyded of all ioye and pleasure dylectable ;
By force wherof constrayned to do thus,
My lyfe to lede with syghes lamentable.
Thus is my grefe imcomparable,
And the remembraunce of her swete face
From my iyes maketh the teres ronne apace.

Thus do I thynke, O what dyspleasure !
What grefe, what offence haue I done?
Helas ! what thynge shuld her procure
Thus me for to forsake so soone,
For my true herte it is small guerdone ;
O then what cause haue I for to complayne,
That for loue suche doloure doth sustayne!

O what sorowe, what syghes with lamentacyons ;
What cryes, what wepynges, and what langoure ;
‘What dueyll tourmented of dyuers facyons,
‘What rygoure, what payne, what doloure !
O false dysdayne howe myght thou endure
Thy selfe in suche a place to present,
‘Whereas pytie shuld haue ben resydent.

Helas! my dayes are shortened by thee,

And by the procurement of thy rewarde ;
‘Wherfore I may lament incessantly

My wyttes trobled, my body sore apparde ;

The roote of my sorowe hath no regarde
To my dyscomforte and deedly payne;
Wherfore with wo to lyue I muste be fayne.
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Helas! haue I not then great wronge,
Syth my lyfe is abrydged and made shorte,
And that for her my sorowes stronge,
Whiche dayly doth to me resorte,
Is causoure of my dyscomforte ?
Not consyderynge my mortall payne,
And greuous sorowes that I sustayne.

Causeles exempte from her fauoure,
‘Without equyte, reason, or ryght ;
Helas! syth justyce hath no powre,
Trouth and fydelyte leseth theyr myght.
Fayned countenaunce hath blynded my syght ;
‘Whom I thought faythfull had ben alwayes,
With cruell dysdayne my .wages payes.

Nothynge in erthe so moche dyd me please,
As to hear laude or commendacyon

Gyuen vnto her; it dyd my herte moche ease,
And also no trouble, syckenes, nor vexacyon.
Thus me to grefe was none occasyon

But her vnkyndnes, whom I supposed

Her sugred wordes had not ben glosed.

‘Whiche, as me seemed, was able to constrayne
The power of dethe, to withdrawe his hande ;
But nowe, helas! my hope is all in vayne;
I haue it loste that shuld withstande,
That was my ioye is nowe my wande;
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My scorge, my tourment, and my trauelle,
‘Worse to endure then the paynes of helle.

By force wherof dymmed is my syght,
My wyttes rauysshed, my lyfe is wery,
My herynge stopped, my speche hath no myght,
Thus is there nothynge can me mery,
My dessperat dolour my body wolde bery.
The longer I lyue the more is my payne,
‘Wherfore to dye I wolde be glad and fayne.

My hole desyre is to be alone,
That I may haue her in remembraunce,
That is the causore of my mone,
The roote and grounde of all my greuaunce ;
Helas! nowe haue I loste my vtteraunce,
My tonge is faynt to crye or call,
My voyce is feble, with lyfe ryght small.

Constraynt of wo causeth the teres
From my iyes plentuously to dystyll,

Suche habundaunce of sorowe my herte beres,
That my tonge can not vtter theffecte of my wyll.
My greuous herte my body doth fyll.

Thus dyenge and not dead, I do endure,

A hertles body without pleasure.

Thus adieu, farewell all ioye and pleasure ;
Adieu all companye of myrthe and dyssporte ;
Adieu all luthynge with songe or daunce,
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Where in tymes past I had comforte ;
" But nowe, helas! I muste resorte
Vnto that doloure of dolours most dolorous,
The payne of paynes, then deth more greuous.

FINIS.

Imprynted by me Robert Wyer, dwellynge at the sygne of Saynt
John Euangelyst, in Saynt Martyns parysshe, beside
Charyng Crosse, in Norwytch Rents.

CUM PRIUVILEGIO REGALI.



LOUES LEPROSIE.

THE PREFACE TO THE TITLE.

The leprosie yf phisicke bin approued,
Achilles cure, because Achilles loued :
The leprosie (saith Gordon) a disease,
Which on the child as yet vnborne doth sease,
Infectious and contagious, I could proue
It is incurable, and so is loue.
Loues leprosie, according to her kinde,
Made him a leaper in a louers minde.

Imprinted at London by W. White, dwelling in Cow-lane.
1598.






TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE

SIR ROBERT SYDNIE,

LORD GOUERNOUR OF FLUSHING, T.P. WISHETH ALL INCREASE
OF HONOUR, WITH THE CONTINUANCE OF HIS HOUSE
IN THAT FLORISHING ESTATE WHEREIN IT
18 NOW ESTABLISHED.

I kNow not (right Honourable) how to excuse this
insinuation of mine, in committing this vnballast
barke to the maine of your protection, considering
that euerie little riuer hath water enough to beare
it from the ground ; yet if the ozean rage not (as in
disdayne to support so weake a vessell) I may ac-
complish the period of my desires, and by this voiage
learne to correct my compasse; if otherwise, this
barke, conteyning all my fortunes, suffers vntimely
shipwracke, and I banquerout of my hopes:
At tua supplicibus domus est assueta juvandis,
In quorum numero me precor esse velis.
There is a sea interventing the hauen Aulis, of
Beotia and Eubcea, called Euripus, which flowes
with such violence, that it preuayles against the
windes in maynteining full sayles displayed ex
aduerso: the same sea (right honorable) a true
F
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ideea, resembles the loue wherewith you imbrace
the muses sonnes in rescuing from the Phocian
Pyreneus the Pyerian queristers, whom headstrong
lust seekesto dishonour ; Ipresenttoyour Lordshyppe
the lucklesse loues of Achilles, which if they may
but gaine a gratious view in your iudiciall discretion,
you shall buy my labours at a high rate, and I thinke
my selfe therewith bountifully rewarded.

Your Lordshippes officious in all dueties of humilitie.

Tro. PowELL.
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LECTORIL

Twas Dedelus that enuied at the boy
Drencht in the sea, for making of a toy :
Little glory did he winne,
Enuie is a mickle sinne.
Tis he, and none but he I feare,
Loath to buy my toy so deare.
‘When Apollo shineth bright,
Lesser starres shall loose their light.
‘Wonder not when day is ended,
Though our glimmering be extendeg.
If I borrow from the Sunne,
And restore not, day once done,
May this starre that’s so impaled,
Like a meteor be exhaled ;
That with his prodigious breath,
Doth infect vnto the death.
Cast me not headlong from Parnassus hill,
Although my work be wanting to my will.
Gentle reader yours to vse,
If propitiate with his muse.

T.P.

F2
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JAMES HARMAN IN COMMENDATIONS OF
THE AUTHOR.

I caN but muse to see thy timerous muse,
Of Enuies hidden sting to stand in awe:
‘What though th’ Athinian carpenter did bruse
The forward youth, foyboasting of his saw :
Enuie will turne to loue, and loue to liking,
Such influence abideth in thy wryghting.

Let but the gentle reader read thy yeares,
Thy cygnet for a swanne he will allow ;
For by Achilles loues it well appeares,
Thee with hir treasure Pallas did indow.
Let this suffice for all, thou mayst be bolde,
So young a head neare wrote a verse so olde.

Cum tonat ocyus ilex
Sulphure discuitur sacro quam tuque domusque.
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LOUES LEPROSIE.

TroY lost hir souldier, Priam lost a sonne,
Troye’shopes were past, and Priam’s triumphesdonne.
The Phrygian dames, those sad Illyades,

Earth spherifying lyghtes, heauen’s Pleiades,

Do fret the pauement of his brasen tombe

‘With teares, whose currants from their eylids runne,
With teares in stead of flowers they strew the way,
Such sollemne rites beseeme so blacke a day ;

‘With teares they wash his woundes, and then againe,
Lament with teares their brother Hector slaine.
Euen at these exequies amongst the rest,

‘Was Peleus issue an vnwelcome guest.

He noates their sorrow, and each seuerall passion,
Affrighting Nemesis with inuocation

Polyzena sendes foorth from trembling brest.

Yee Gods in whom Troy holdes her interest

Be iust vpon Achilles for this deede,

‘Who first begirt me with a mourning weede :

At this incenst, to heare such imprecation,

As to_his owne soule had so neare relation,

His blood grows proud, and makes his brow the land
‘Which he tryfallowes like caractered sand.
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Thus he replyes in language mixt with gall,

That but for honour of the capitall,

And of that truce whereto they were coniured,

By Hector’s blood, which had the earth manured,
And all the soules which by vntimely fate

His sword had sent to hell before their date ;

That tongue from whom such ranckor had his course,
Should begge for life and yet finde no remorce ;
But sacrificious at her brother’s shrine,
Besprinkling it with blood, her soule refine.

These wordes he vsed, and vsing them came neare,
So nigh that faire Polyxene did appeare :

Our Mermaidonian captaine all amazed,

Stone still he standes, and standing still he gazed:
His eyes were dimde, the obiect was so bright,
Such is the force of beautie, such her might ;

His heart an anuill to a tragicke theame,

Where death began to forge a stratageme,

‘Will not endure while furie strikes a heate,

But at the first allarums sounds retreate.

His handes extended like that furious knight,

‘Who thought the Gracian fleet might proue his right,
Or as him selfe, when as his second selfe,

Breathed foorth his soule, diuorst from life and death.
Euen now, as then for his Patroclus sake,

Now did I say, euen now I mistake:

O now they plead as oracles of grace,

They menace none, for loue hath changed the case ;
A change to see his knee to offer ductie,

The foote whereof spurnes at all changing beautie.
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Achilles loues Polyxene : What is shee ?

The lyuing daughter of his enemie.

How shall he woe her, that hath wed another ?

How shall he winne her, that hath slaine her brother ?

His trophees and his triumphes she doth hate ;

In Hector’s death his vallor liued too late;

Liue blest in this, that thou art Orpheus brother :

Hee none of thine, nor Thetis is his mother.

Hee in Castalian, therein didst thou bath,

And thou in Stygian, so he neuer hath :

Minion to Mars, and champion to the Nine:

O that our age could elbow that of thine.

But widow shee hath lost Achilles mate,

Sydney whose breathing fame admits no date.

O but for him I neuer should abyde,

But tell the Achademicks lowde he lyde,

‘Who mid those holsome hearbes which he did cherish

Suffered Metemsacosin so to florish.

In him Achilles wandring soule did rest,

‘Who like an eagle could not buyld her nest,

Till she had found him out ; but full of paine,

Seekes her Echytes els-where all in vaine.

With finding him, my muse hath lost her selfe,

Come backe ; for natures banquerout of her wealth,

The pheenix burnes, would teares might quench the
flame ;

Andromache calls on dead Hectors name;

Though he be dead, his honors euer liue,

My infant penne shall him his tribute giue ;

And when this cygnet hath a whiter hew,

Shee vowes to swimme or sinke in open view :
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\cindles woves her loue, is full of woe,
LPoayacn yeeldes, but Hecuba sayes noe.

las thas love the sonne, and loue the mother,
By oppusition should aduerse each other ;
Sbee doth accuse him as degenerate,

W hose birth a goddesse did contaminate :

tlev sweares shee is vnkinde of woman kinde,
Predominance stuffes her ambitious minde.
Both striue to soueraignize, both emulate,
Such ciuill warre the weale doth dissipate.
O I should deeme them, but for their descents,
Two of the foure substantiall elements:
Those two I meane, whose contrarietie,
Seekes to expell by their aduersitie.

Hence is’t Polyxen loues and loathes together,
Mouch like the vaine that’s guyded by the weather:
This is the influence of loue the mother,

And loue the sonne, efficient of the other.
Once more, and reprehende not for digression,
A womans minde is fit for each impression :
Hippocrates electuarie wyse

Attributes it to weaknesse in their eyes ;
Induce mee to subscribe he neuer can,

For euery female will outface a man,

And sinke him in the center of her eye,
Drentcht with the sourses of immodestye.
Olde Hecuba, well learned in their sex,
Instructes her daughter in this diuelish text ;
Hate occupie the center of thy hart,

Varnish with loue the superficiall part,
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That when Achilles hopes to croppe a flower,
The hidden snake may haue him in her power.
The dryft is this, Achilles being slayne,

The Grecian trophees will decline and wayne:
Loue him as rangers vse to loue their deare,
That being fat, they fall at time of yeere.

The Lecturis was diligent to reed,

The pupill as attentiue giues good heed :

The Gracian at the first encounter faylde,
Albeit, his second orasons preuaylde.

Maydes at the first, feare to be counted light,
And therefore vse their noe but as a slight :

Yet yf she loue, preuenting nay at thrice,

For feare shee loose her pray, cryes yea at twice.
Egiptus sonne whom Danaa takes to wyfe,
Feeles ere he sees his throate to kisse the knyfe:
Euen so our louer, fearing no infection,

Tastes by the tongue, but tryes not by digestion.
And now he strikes a higher noate in loue,
Than earst when baser stringes did onely moue ;
Am I loues thrall, (quoth he) and must I yeelde
To her the honors which I wonne in feelde ?
Loe Cytherea, at thy sacred shryne

My conquestes I do willingly resigne ;

‘Where loue’s the goale, and beautie giueth ayme,
Ile proue an archer, though I loose the gayme.
Some of my shaftes are spent, nor will I spare,
But other shaftes shell proforate the ayre :
‘When all are gone heauens archar shall supplie,
By him ile calculate loues destenie,
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Joynd with the most propitiate of the seauen,
Dart foorth ccelestiall influence from heauen.

For this dayes deede O chide mee not to morrow,
Tis not of Maurus that I begge or borrow :

If I do so let Fuseus loose his right,

And yet tis farre to reach vnto the whight.

His heauie quiuer and my hart of lead,

‘Will make the crasie sicke, the sick-men dead.
The destenies were neuer yet my saintes,

At fortunes shrine I breath not foorth my plaintes.
How much I scorne to borrow Maurus’ bow,
Heauens constellations may confirme and show ;
I will commaund them all ; yf they refuse,

The pledge of wisdome shall be my excuse.

If Sagitarius throw me from a farre,

Foure spheres remote to Pheebus thirling carre,
And he suppose it be disparagement,

To giue a heauen wrackt soule some intertainment,
Like to a fire I'll sit vpon the maynes

Of his vnmanaged jades, and burne their raynes :
Then will I take my goddesse by the hand,
‘Whose awfull scepter guydeth Paphos land.

How I am wronged shee shall informe her sonne,
And he shall helpe when all my hopes are done.
If Cupid fauour not, then will I prooue

Apostate vnto the god of love.

Nay more, a cynick like Diogenes,

Misanthropos and a Misogones :

This resolution did proceede from loue,

In whose thought flying orb his soule did mooue :
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The day he spendes in studie how to gaine her,
His studie nothing els but to obtaine her :
Obseruing this a motiue in their kinde,

High prayses humor best a woman’s minde.

And this mooues him to proue practitioner ;
Solicite loue pleas Cupid’s barrister.

Polyxenes poet in his mistres prayse,

Thus gins to volley foorth his amorous layes.

Thou wretchles father of a wretched sonne,

Sire to that dismounted Phaeton:

Giue raynes vnto those fierie steedes of thine,
That tread the path of the signiferous lyne.

Faire sunne that seest each mother’s sonne on earth,
Cynthius by loue, Latoides by thy birth:

Proude for the one, promoted for the other,

Vowde to thy loue, deuoted to thy mother.

Egye of all seeing heauens, earthes lyfe, worldes light,
‘Whose presence makes the day, and absence night :
Performe the reuolution of swift time,

According to these faire demaundes of mine.
Poynt at that time, that wished time, and say,
Loe! this of many a selected day

‘Wherein thy loue yeeldes her consenting voyce,
Of thee (would God of mee) to make her choyce.
Knowst thou, earth animating lyght, my saint?
The fountaine of my griefe, and hartes complaint ?
If not, attende the whilst I shall thee show,

How thou my loue from others loues mayst know.
O shee is fayrer then the louely boy,

‘Who by his death bereft Hyperions ioy.
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On this condition, that his sword and shield
Should neuer be aduanst in Teucrian field ;

And euery Mermaidon whom he controlde,

The same with him inuiolate to holde.

By this the dayes of truce did take an ende,
And heere begins the practize they intende.

A second leader to the forebred fight

‘Was instigated, Troilus behight :

He knowes Achilles sleepes within his tent,

His loynes vngirded, and his bowe vnbent.

He there, the Troian gallant playes his prankes,
Passes confronted pykes and breakes their rankes.
The Grecians flye, their captaynes being slayne,
Our younger sonne to Mars pursues amayne :
Makes pauement of their trunkes, and where he rides,
The hollow hoofe checkquered in blood abides,
Leauing the print behinde, as who should say,
Be witnesse that the Troian rode this way:
Achilles doth beholde by loue restraynde,

He feares to be orebolde, but restes contaynde,
‘With execration that he did consent,

By solemne oath vnto this darke intent;

Their instrumentes of warre keepe times accord,
The Spartan king, before Antenors sword
Flyes, in such danger of recouerie,

He wisht nighte’s mantell were his sanctuarie.
His foe growes insolent, made proude with pray,
And conquest must her vtmost duetie pay.
Achilles is not tyde vnto the mast,

The Acheloydes singe, and he in hast
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Leapes from his cabbin. O ’twere treble wrong

That he impatient should abstayne so long ;

‘Well mounted and well met they ioyne togeather

Like flowdes whose rushing cause tempestuous
weather:

And now their clattering shildes resemble thunder;

The fire a lightning when the cloudes do sunder:

Long did it thunder ere the heauens were bright,

So long that when it cleered the day was night :

A night perpetuall vnto Priams sonne ;

His horse was slaine, the day was lost and won,

And heere each one might heare windes whispering
sound,

‘When earst the drums their senses did confound ;

Troilus dethes chiefe conquest from the fielde,

‘Wrapt in their colours, couered with his shielde,

They carry him to make the number more,

‘Whose bleeding sydes Achilles speare did gore.

O had he not bin ouer insolent,

Achilles speare had rested in his tent :

But his prouoking pride did seeme to braue

The brauest souldier in the ayre concaue.

This is the onely price that vallour yeeldes,

Thy soule shall finde his rest in Martiall fieldes.

The second league for dayes they doe proclaime,

And now Achilles visites his faire dame.

111 fare that outward faire that’s inward foule,

An angels face wed to Proserpine’s soule :

If diuels in dietie thus masked bin,

The man thats so bewitcht doth no whit sin.
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Thus pleades the subiect of my weeping muse,

For his fond loues alleadging this excuse.

If hee complayne on Loue, shee heares his plaintes
‘With delinition, and because he faintes

Shee doth reuiue him, brooking no delay,

With assignation of a wedding day.

Foorthwith a marriage twixt them was concluded:
Alas, that true loue should be so deluded.

The sunne is rose, sees Thetis sonne to fall

‘Vnder this false pretended nuptiall.

The Delphick oracle is now fulfilde,

Eare Troy be wonne, Achilles must be kilde.

This is the day wherein they surfet all,

‘With blood of his who made the Troians thrall ;
And this the day wherein he did appease

‘Vnquiet soules, which earst could find no ease.
This day was nyght to him, and day to those

By whom vntimely death did heere repose.

His liues familliar starre doth shoote and fall,

The fairest starre the heauens weare gracte withall.
Euen when his steppes salute the temple porch
‘With hymmes, and Hymanus burning torch,

A shaft from Paris hand did soone disclose

‘Where Styx had kist him, and how high it rose.
‘Where the Stygian flood did neuer reach,

Deathes winged messenger did make a breach :
‘Whencefrom each veine the sacred breath descending,
Polyxens ioyes began, and his had ending.

FINIS.
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ELZAGIA.

OF all the Gods aboue
I did honour loue,
Loue his dietie;
Nothing might me mooue,
For I did approue
Loue his pietie.
I did loue,
He did proue
Nothing myght my loue remoue.
He did proue
I did loue,
Witnesse this the Gods aboue.

He did not respect mee,
But he did reiect mee
In his royaltie ;
He did not affect mee,
But he did suspect mee
Of disloyaltie :
No respect
Did reiect
Mee in this his royaltie ;
No affect
Did suspect
Mee for no disloyaltie.
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I the fielde did leaue,
And mine armes bequeath
To the loue queene.
To my brow did cleaue
Venus myrtill wreath ;
There was loue seene.
I did leaue
And bequeath,

Myne armour for a myrtill wreath ;
Myrtle wreathe
Purchast leaue,

To my temples fast to cleaue.

The boy that was so blinde,
Showed himselfe vnkinde
To mine amours :
Playning to the winde
I no ease coulde finde
To my clamours.
He was blinde
And vnkynde,
So vnconstant was his minde,
As the winde,
So vnkinde,
Ease for loue I could not finde.

Now I doe repent mee,
Now I do lament mee,
But alas! too late.
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Gentle hart relent thee,
Though thou must content thee
‘With thy froward fate.
Hart content thee,
Hart relent thee,
Since Polyxen was vntrue,
I lament mee,
And repent mee ;
Loue and women both adew.

Tam Veneri quam Marti, mortuus Achilles.

TIE END,

KICHLEDS, PRINTER, ST, MARTIN'S LANE,
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INTRODUCTION.

THE following curious satirical poem is reprinted
from an unique copy in black-letter, but unfor-
tunately imperfect at the beginning, in the Garrick
Collection, British Museum.

It was printed by Wynkyn de¢ Worde without
date, but in all probability soon after the acces-
sion of Henry the Eighth, and presents a curious
and graphic picture of the habits and morals of
the lower classes of society in the latter part of
the reign of the preceding monarch.

The idea of summoning together persons of all
trades and callings to join the * Bote™ under the
guidance of Cock Lorell, was probably suggested
by Sebastian Brandt’s  Shyp of Folys,” which
was then becoming popular in England, having
been translated by Alexander Barclay, and printed
by Richard Pynson, at the beginning of the six-
teenth century.

In selecting the hero of his tale, the author
has chosen a well-known character living at the
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yeare An. Dom. 1533, and about the five and
twenty yeare of K. Henry the Eight.”

Rowlands, in naming our hero as the compiler
of ‘“the Catalogue of Vagabondes,” alludes to a
tract printed, (and probably written), by John
Awdely in 1565 and again in 1575. The title as
it appears in the second edition, preserved in the
Bodleian Library, is so curious that we quote it
entire : * The Fraternitye of Vacabondes; as wel
of ruflyng Vacabondes, as of beggerly, of Women
as of Men, of Gyrles as of Boyes, with their
proper names and qualities. With a description
of the crafty company of Cousoners and Shifters.
Whereunto also is adioyned the xxv Orders of
Knaues, otherwyse called a Quartern of Knaues
Confirmed for euer by Cocke Lorell.

The Vprightman speaketh.

“ Our Brotherhood of Vacabondes,
If you would know where dwell ;

In graues end Barge which seldome standes,
The talke wyll shew ryght well.”

Cocke Lorell aunswereth.

Some orders of my Knaues also
In that Barge shall ye fynde;
For no where shall ye walke I trow,
But ye shall see their kynde,”

Imprinted at London by Jokn Awdely, dwellynge
in little Britayne Streete withoute Aldersgate, 1575.
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A particular description of this tract, by the
Rev. Dr. Bliss, may be seen in Sir Egerton
Brydges® “British Bibliographer,” vol. ii. p. 12,
and a further notice in the Appendix to the
Doctor’s excellent edition of Bishop Earle’s « Mi-
crocosmography,” 8vo. 1811. It wae reprinted in
1813 by Mr. Machell Stace.

Cock Lorell is again mentioned in a satirical
poem in black letter, without date or printer’s
name, in the Bodleian Library, called ¢ Doctour
Double Ale.”

“T hold you a grota
Ye wyll rede by rota,
That ye wete a cota,
In cocke lorels bota.”

The Rev. Mr. Hartshorne (Ancient Metrical
Tales, p. 243), not being aware perhaps of the
allusion, misprinted it cocke losels bota.

Mr. Collier, who pointed out the above mistake,
says * the only other mention of Cock Lorels Bote,
that I remember, is in John Heywood's “ Epigrams
upon three hundred proverbs,” 1566.

¢ A BUSY BODY.

He will have an ore in every man’s barge.
Even in cocke lorels barge, he berth that charge.”

The name of this distinguished rogue appears
to have been well known at a much later period.
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Ben Jonson, in his masque of the * Gypsies Meta-
morphosed,” introduces a song beginning,

“Cock Lorrel would need have the devil his guest,
And bid him once into the Peak to dinner,
Where never the fiend had such a feast
Provided him yet at the charge of a sinner.”

This merry ballad enjoyed considerable popu-
larity, and broadside copies are preserved in the
Pepysian and Ashmolean Collections. It was
afterwards included in the  Antidote against
Melancholy,” 1661, and in the later editions of the
same work, entitled “ Wit and Mirth, or Pills to
Purge Melancholy.”

The attention of the public was first drawn to
the following tract by the Rev. William Beloe, in
his ¢ Anecdotes of Literature and Scarce Works,”
1807, (vol. i. p. 393), but by some strange over-
sight the reverend author misprinted the title
¢ Cocke Lorells Vots” instead of his * Bote.”

Dr. Dibdin, in his new edition of Ames’ * Typo-
graphical Antiquities” (vol. ii. p. 352), describes
this little work, but appears never to have seen it
himself. The learned Doctor is still further in
the wrong than the Rev. Mr. Beloe, when he
talks “of the licentious aud predatory character
of its author” one * Cock Lorell,” whose ‘popu-
larity has, I believe, escaped the notice of our
chroniclers. ”
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COCKE LORELLES BOTE.

* * * »*

SHE had a desyre ofte to be wedde,

And also to lye in an other mannes bedde,
Lytell rought she therfore ;

She is as softe as a lamme yf one do her meue,
And lyke to y® deuyll wan a ma dothe her greue,
So well is she sette ;

O good condycyon to her housbonde,

Yf he call her calat, she calleth hy knaue agayne,
She shyll not dye in his dette.

By Saynt Jone, sayd Cocke than,

These be fayre vertues in a woman,

Thou shalte be my launder

To wasshe and kepe clene all my gere,

Our two beddes togyder shall be sette

Without ony lette.

The nexte that came was a coryar

And a cobeler, his brother,

As ryche as a newe shorne shepe ;

They offred Cocke a blechynge pot,

Other Jewelles they had not,
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Scant shoes to theyr fete.
The coryer dresseth so well his lether
That it wolde drynke water in fayre weder,
Therfore he hath many a crystes curse:
And tho cobeler for his cloutynge
The people blesseth hym with euyll cheuynge,
To knytte faste in his purse.
A shomaker came to these other two,
Bytwene them two was moche a do
For a pyese of lether,
They togged with theyr teth, and gnewe it there,
And pulde as it had been grehondes at a hare ;
It was a shepes skyne of a wether,
Angd than they tanned it whan they had done
To make lether to hym with mennes shone,
And all for theyr auayle;
For as sone as the hemme is tore
The sho is lost for euer more,
And it is lytell meruayle.
A tanner for euyll tannyng of leder,
They foure with sorowe Cocke dyde set togyder,
And neuer a good without fayle.

7 Than came one w* two bolddogges at his tayle,
And that was a bocher without fayle,
All be gored in reed blode ;
In his hande he bare a flap for flyes,
His hosen gresy vpon his thyes,
That place for magottes was very good ;
On his necke he bare a cole tre logge,
e had as moche pyte as a dogge.
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And he were ones wrothe:
He loked perysshe, and also rowe,
A man wolde take hym for a shrewe I trowe,
And of his company be lothe.
Than came a gonge fermourer,
Other wyse called a masser scourer ;
With hym a canyell raker—
Theyr presence made Cocke and his mé to spewe,
For as swete was theyr brethe as henka or rewe,
To wasshe them they laked water;
On these Irysshe copel I wyll not tare,
Cocke dyde set thé there as knaues sholde be,
- Amonge the slouenly sorte.
Than came two false towlers in nexte,
He set them by pykers of the best,
For there sholde they abyde;
But before yt they were plonged in the ryuer,
To searche theyr bodyes fayre and clere,
Therof they had good sporte.
A myller dustypoll than dyde come,
A Ioly felowe with a golden thome,
On his necke a sacke was,
Many sayd that he with reprefe
Of all craftes was nexte a thefe ;
In that Cocke founde no lacke,
He sayd that he touled twys for forgetynge,
And stele floure and put chauke therin,
Be sherewe hym that taught hym that;
Cocke bad hym grynde cherystones and peson,
To make his men brede for a season,
B2
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By cause whete was very dere.
Than came a pardoner with his boke,
His quaterage of euery man he toke,
But Cocke wolde theyr names here ;
The pardoner sayd, I will rede my roll,
And ye shall here the names poll by poll,
There of ye nede not fere.
Here is fyrst, Cocke Lorell the knyght,
And symkyn emery, mayntenaiice agayne ryght ;
‘With slyngethryfte fleshemonger :
Also fabyane flaterer,
And fesly claterer,
With adam auerus flayle swenger ;
And fraiices flaperoche, of stewys captayne late,
With gylys vnyeste mayer of newgate,
And lewes vnlusty the lesynge monger ;
Here also baude baudyn boller,
And his brother copyn coler,
With mathew marchaunte of shoters hyll ;
Crystofer catchepoll a crystes course gaderer,
And wat welbelyne of ludgate Iayler,
‘With laurence lorell of clerken well.
Here is gylys Iogeler of ayebery,
And hym sougelder of lothe bery,
With wallys the wrangler ;
Pers potter of brydge water,
Saunder fely the mustarde maker,
‘With Ielyan Iangeler.
=e is Ienkyne berwarde of Barwycke,
tombler of warwyke,
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With Phyllyp fletcher of fernam ;

Here is wyll wyly the myl peker,

And patrycke peuysshe heerbeter,

With lusty hary hange man.

Also mathewe tothe drawer of London,
And sybly sole mylke wyfe of Islyngton,
With davy drawelache of rokyngame ;
Here is maryone marchauntes at all gate,
Her husbéde dwelleth at y® sygne of ye cokeldes pate,
Nexte house to Robyn renawaye ;

Also hycke crokenec the rope maker,

And steuen mesyll mouthe muskyll taker,
‘With Iacke basket seler of alwelay.

Here is george of podynge lane, carpenter,
And patrycke peuysshe a conynge dyrte dauber,
‘Worshypfull wardayn of slouens In;
There is maryn peke small fremason,

And pers peuterer that knocketh a basyn,
With gogle eyed tomson shepster of lyn.
Here is glyed wolby of gylforde squyere,
Andrewe of habyngedon-apell byer,

With alys esy a gay tale teller ;

Also peter paten maker,

‘With gregory loue good of rayston mayer,
And hary halter seler at tyborn the ayer.
Here is kate with the croked fote,

That is colsys doughter the dronken koke,
A lusty pye baker;

Here is saunder sadeler of froge strete corner,
With Ielyan Ioly at sygne of the bokeler,
And mores moule taker ;
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Also annys angry with the croked buttocke,
That dwelled at y° sygne of y° dogges hede in ye pot,
By her crafte a breche maker.

Cocke sayd, pardoner now ho and sease,
Thou makeste me wery, holde thy pease,

A thynge tell thou to me;

‘What profyte is to take thy pardon,

Shewe vs what mede is to come

To be in this fraternyte ?

Syr this pardon is newe founde

By syde London brydge in a holy grounde,
Late called the stewes banke.

Ye knowe well all, that there was

Some relygyous women in that place

To whome men offred many a franke,

And bycause they were so kynde and lyberall,
A merueylous auenture there is be fall

Yf ye lyst to here how.

There came suche a winde fro wynchester
That blewe these women ouer the ryuer,

In wherye, as I wyll you tell.

Some at saynt Kateryns stroke a grounde,
And many in holborne were founde ;

Some at saynt Gyles, I trowe,

Also in aue maria aly, and at westmenster,
And some in shordyche drewe theder

With grete lamentacyon.

And by cause they haue lost that fayre place,
They wyll bylde at colman hedge in space

A nother noble mansyon,
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Fayrer and euer the halfe strete was,

For euery house newe paued is with gras:

Shall be full of fayre floures,

The walles shallbe of hauthorne, I wote well,
And hanged wt whyte motly y* swete doth smell,
Grene shall be the coloures.

And as for this olde place, these wenches holy
They wyll not haue it called the stewys for foly,
But maketh it a strabery banke;

And there is yet a chapell saue

Of whiche ye all the pardon haue,

The saynt is of symme trollanke.

I wyll reherse here in generall

The indulgences that ye haue shall,

Is these that foloweth, with more :

At the oure of deth whan ye haue nede,

Ye shall be assoyled of euery good dede,

That you haue done before ;

And ye shall be parte taker of as many good dedde
As is done euery nyght a bedde ;

And also ferthermore,

At euery tauerne in the yere,

A solempne dyryge is songe there,

With a grete drynkynge ;

At all ale houses trewely,

Ye shall be prayed for hertely

With a Ioyefull wepynge.

And the pope darlaye hath graiited in his byll,
That euery brother may do what he wyll,
Whyle that they be wakynge ;
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And the pardone gyueth you that hath the pose,
On your owne sleue to wype your nose,

‘Without rebuke takynge.

Also pope nycoll graunteth you all in this texte,
The coughe and the colyke, the gout and the ﬂyxe,
With the holsome tothe ache.

Also it is graunted by our bulles of lede,

That whan ony brother is dede

To the chyrche dogges shall cary hym ;

A ryche pal to ly on y® corse late fro rome is come,
Made of an olde payre of blewe medly popley hosone.
For y® worshyppe of all y® bretherne

Theyr knylles shall be roge in y* myddes of tése,
And theyr masse songe at shoters hill amonge the elmes,
With grete deuocyon in dede :

And many thynges elles shall be done,

The resydewe I wyll reherse soone,

For drynke fyrst must I nede.

Than Cocke cast a syde his hede,

And sawe the stretes all ouer sprede

That to his bote wolde come,

Of all craftes there were one or other,

I wyll shewe how many or I passe ferther

And reken them one by one.

The fyrst was golde smythes, and grote clyppers,
Multyplyers, and clothe thyckers,

Called fullers euerychone ;

There is taylers, tauerners, and drapers,
Potycaryes, ale brewers, and bakers,

Mercers, fletchers, and sporyers.
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Boke prynters, peynters, bowers,

Myllers, carters, and botyll makers ;
Waxechaundelers, clothers, and grocers,
‘Wolle men, vynteners, and flesshemongers,
Salters, Iowelers, and habardashers,

Drouers, cokes, and pulters ;

Yermongers, pybakers, and waferers,
Fruyters, chese mongers, and mynstrelles.
Talowe chaundelers, hostelers, and glouers ;
Owchers, skynners, and cutlers ;

Blade smythes, fosters, and sadelers;
Coryers, cordwayners, and cobelers ;
Gyrdelers, forborers, and webbers ;

Quylte makers, shermen, and armorers.
Borlers, tapstry workemakers, and dyers ;
Brouderers, strayners, and carpyte makers ;
Sponers, torners, and hatters ;

Lyne webbers, setters, with lyne drapers.
Roke makers, coper smythes, and lorymers ;
Brydel bytters, blacke smythes, and ferrars ;
Bokell smythes, horse leches, and gold beters ;
Fyners, plommers, and penters.

Bedmakers, fedbed makers, and wyre drawers ;
Founders, laten workers, and broche makers ;
Pauyers, bell makers, and brasyers ;
Pynners, nedelers, and glasyers.

Bokeler makers, dyers, and lether sellers ;
Whyte tanners, galyors, and shethers ;
Masones, male makers, and merbelers y
Tylers, brycke leyers, harde hewers ;
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Parys plasterers, daubers, and lyme borners.
Carpenters, coupers, and ioyners ;

Pype makers, wode mogers, and orgyn makers ;
Coferers, carde makers, and caruers ;

Shyppe wryghtes, whele wryghtes, and sowers.
Harpe makers, leches, and vpholsters ;

Porters, fesycyens, and corsers ;

Parchemente makers, skynners, and plowers,
Barbers, boke bynders, and lymners.

Repers, faners and horners,

Pouche makers, belowfarmes, and cage sellers ;
Lanterners, stryngers, grynders,

Arowe heders, maltemen, and corne mongers.
Balancers, tynne casters, and skryueners ;
Stacyoners, vestyment swoers, and ymagers ;
Sylke women, pursers, and garnysshers ;

Table makers, sylke dyers, and shepsters ;
Golde sheres, keuerchef, launds, and rebé makers.
Tankarde berers, bouge men, and spere planers ;
Spynsters, carders, and cappe knytters;
Sargeauntes, katche pollys, and somners,
Carryers, carters, and horskepers ;

Courte holders, bayles, and honters ;
Constables, hede borowes, and katers.

Butlers, sterchers, and musterde makers ;
Harde waremen, mole sekers, and ratte takers ;
Bewardes, brycke borners, and canel rakers ;
Potters, brome sellers, pedelers,

Shepherdes, cowe herdes, and swyne kepers.
Broche makers, glas blowers, cidelstycke casts,
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Hedgers, dykers, and mowers;

Gonners, maryners, and shypmaysters.

Chymney swepers, and costerde mongers,

Lode men, and bere brewers ;

Fyséhers of the see, and muskel takers;

Schouyll chepers, gardeners, and rake fetters ;
Players, purse cutters, money baterers,

Golde washers, tomblers, Iogelers,

Pardoners, kyges béche gatherers, and lether dyers.
There were theues, hores, and baudes; wt mortherers,
Crakers, facers, and chylderne quellers; :
Spyes, lyers, and grete sclaunderers ;

Cursers, chyders, and grete vengeaunce cryers.
Dyssymulynge beggers, hede brekers, borders,
Nette makers, and harlote takers ;

Swerers, and outragyous laughers,

Surmowsers, yll thynkers, and make brasers ;

With lollers, lordaynes, and fagot berers.

Luskes, slouens, and kechen knaues ;

Bargemen, whery rowers, and dysers;

Tyburne collopes, and peny pryckers;

Bowlers, mas shoters, and quayters ;

Flaterers, and two face berers.

Sluttes, drabbes, and counseyll whystelers ;

‘With smoggy colyers, and stykyge goge fermers ;
Of euery craft some there was,

Shorte or longe, more or lasse.

All these rehersed here before

In Cockes bote eche man had an ore,
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All tho that offyces had,

Some woide at y° capstayne, as Cocke thé bad ;
Some stode at y©slyge, some dyde trusse and thryge;
Some pulde at the beryll, some sprede y*mayne myssyll;
Some howysed the mayne sayle,

Some veryed showte a very slayle;

Some roped y° hoke, some y® pope, and some y® laice.
Some y* 16ge bote dyde laiice, some méde y* corse,
Mayne corfe toke in a refe byforce :

And they that were abyll drewe at the cabyll.

Some the anker layde, some at the plope a sayll swepe,
One kepte y° compas and watched y® our glasse,

Some y¢ lodysshestoe dyd seke, some y* bote dyd ;
Some made knottes of lynkes endes,

Some the stay rope suerly byndes,

Some a satte borte a stare borde ;

Some the standerdes out dyde brynge,

Some one the shrowedes dyde clyme,

Some couched a hogges heed vnder a hatche,

Some threwe out bayte, fysshe to catche.

Some pulled vp the bonauenture,

Some to howes the tope sayle dyde entre,

Some stered at the helme behynde,

Some whysteled after the wynde ;

There was non that there was

But he had an offyce more or lasse.

Than Cocke Lorell dyde his whystele blowe

That all his men sholde hym knowe,

With that they cryed, and made a shoute,

That the water shoke all aboute ;
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Than men myght here the ores classhe,

And on the water gaue many a dasshe,

They sprede theyr sayles as voyde of sorowe,
Forthe they rowed Saint George to borowe ;
For Ioye their trapettes dyde they blowe,

And some songe heue and howe rombelowe.
They sayled fro garlyke hede to knaues in,

And a pele of gonnes gan they rynge ;

Of colman hedge a sight they had,

That made his company very glad,

For there they thought all to play

Bytwene tyborne and chelsay.

With this man was a lusty company,

_ For all raskyllers fro them they dyde trye,
They banysshed prayer, peas, and sadnes;

And toke with them myrthe, sporte, and gladnes ;
They wolde not haue vertu, ne yet deuocyon ;.
But ryotte, and reuell, with ioly rebellyon.
They songe and daunsed full merely,

With swerynge, and starynge heuen hye.

Some said yt they were gétle mé of grete myght,
That ther purses were so lyght ;

And some wente in fured gownes, and gay shone,
That had no mo faces than had the mone.

Of this daye gladde was many a brothell,

That myght haue an ore with Cocke Lorell ;
Thus they daunsed with all theyr myght

Tyll that phebus had lost his lyght,

But than came lucyna with all her pale hewe,
To take her sporte amonge the cloudes blewe ;

13
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And marcury he trewe downe his goldé bemes,
And sperus her syluer stremes, :

That in the worlde gaue so grete lyght

As all the erth had be paued with whyte.

Tha Cocke wayed anker, and housed his sayle,
And forthe he rowed without fayle ;

They sayled England thorowe and thorowe,
Vyllage, towne, cyte, and borowe ;

They blessyd theyr shyppe whan they had done,
And dranke about saynt Iulyans torne ;

Than euery man pulled at his ore,

With that I coulde se them no more.

But as they rowed vp the hyll,

The bote swayne blewe his whystell full shryll ;
And I wente homwarde to mowe shame stere,
With a company dyde I mete,

As ermytes, monkes and freres,

Chanons, chartores, and inholders ;

And many whyte nonnes with whyte vayles,
That was full wanton of theyr tayles.

To mete with Cocke they asked how to do,
And I tolde them he was a go;

Than were they sad euerychone,

And went agayne to theyr home ;

But my counseyll I gaue them there,

To mete with Cocke another yere.

No more of Cocke now I wryte,

But mery it is whan knaues done mete,

Cocke had in his hande a grete route,

The thyrde persone of Englande.



‘COCKE LORELLES BOTE. 156

Thus of Cocke Lorell I make an ende,

And to heuen god your soules sende,

That redeth this boke ouer all

Chryst couer you with his mantell perpetuall.

AMEN.

Here endeth Cocke Lorelles bote. Imprynted at London in
the Flete strete at the sygne of the sonne
by Wynkyn de Worde.
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3. Coridon’s Comfort.—The second part of the Good Shepheard.
To the same tune.
First line.—* Peace, Shepheard, cease to moan.”

4. A Mournful Ditty of the death of the Fair Rosamond, King

Henry the Second’s concubine.: To the tune of Flying
Fame.

First line—* When as King Henry rul’d this land.”
5. A most rare and excellent History of the Duchess of Suffolk’s
calamity. To the tune of Queen Dido.
First line—* When God had taken for our sin.”

This ballad, which ends the first part, is taken
from Deloney’s ‘ Strange Histories,” 1607, which
have already been reprinted by the Society. The
second part begins with—

6. The lamentable Fall of the great Dutches of Glocester, the
wife of Duke Humfrey: how she did penance in London
Streets bare-footed, with a wax candle in her hand: and
how at last she was banished the land, where, in exile in the
Isle of Man, she ended her dayes in woe. To the tune of
« Fortune my Foe.”

First line.—“1 once a Dutches was of great renown.”

7. A courtly new song of the Princely wooing of the fair Maid
of London, by King Edward. To the tune of “ Bonny sweet
Robin.”

First line.—*Fair Angel of England, thy beauty so bright.”

8. The Fair Maid of London’s answer to King Edward’s wanton
love. To the same tune.

First line.—* Oh wanton King Edward, ’tis labour in vain.”
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THE CROWNE-GARLAND

OF

GOLDEN ROSES.

A PRINCELY SONG MADE OF THE RED ROSE AND THE WHITE,
ROYALLY UNITED TOGETHER BY KING HENRY THE SEVENTH
AND ELIZABETH PLANTAGINET, DAUGHTER TO EDWARD THE
FOURTH: FROM WHOM OUR NOW SOVERAIGN LORD, KING JAMES,
LINNIALLY DESCENDED.

To the Tune of “ When flying Fame.”

‘WaEN Yorke and Lankaster made war,
‘Within this famous land,

The lives of England’s royall peeres
Did in much danger stand.

Seaven English kings, in bloody feelds,
For England’s crowne did fight ;

In which their heires were, all but twaine,
Of lives bereaved quight.

Then thirty thousand English-men
‘Were in one battel slaine ;

Yet could not all this English blood,
A setled peace obtaine.
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For fathers kind their deere sonnes kil'd,
And sons their fathers slew,

Yea, kindreds fought against their kind,
And not each others knew.

At last, by Henries lawfull claime,
This wasting warre had end ;

For England’s peace he soone restor’d,
And did the same defend.

For tyrant Richard, nam’d the Third,
Chief breeder of this wo,

By him was slaine neare Leaster towne,
As cronicles doe show.

All feares of warre he thus exil’d,
Which joy’d each English-man,

And daies of long-desired peace
‘Within the land began.

He rul’d his kingdome by true love,
To cheire his subjects’ lives:

For every one had dayly joy,
And comfort of their wives.

King Henry had such a princely care
Our further peace to frame,
Tooke fair Elizabeth to wife,
That gallant Yorkest dame:
Fourth Edward’s daughter, blest of God
To scape King Richard’s spight,
"3 thus made England’s peerless queene,
Henries hearts delight.
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Thus Henry, first of Tudor’s name,
And Lankaster the last,

With Yorke’s right heire, a true love’s knot
Did linke and tie full fast.

Renowned Yorke the White Rose gave,
Brave Lankaster the Red:

By wedlocke here conjoyn’d to grow,
Both in one princely bed.

These Roses sprang and budded faire,
And carried such a grace,

That Kings of England in their armes
Afford them worthy place.

And florish may these Roses long,
That all the world may tell,

The owners of these princely flowers
In vertues doe excell.

To glorifie these Roses more,
King Henry and his queene

First plac’d their pictures in [wrought] gold,
Most gorgeous to be seene.

The king’s owne gard now weares the same
Upon their backes and brest ;

‘Where love and loyalty remaines,
And evermore shall rest.

The red rose on the backe is plast,
Thereon a crowne of gold ;

The white rose on the brest as brave
And costly to behold :
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Bedeckt most rich with silver studs,
On cotes of scarlet red ;

A blushing hew, which England’s fame
Now many a yeare hath bred.

Thus Tudor and Plantaginet
These honors first devized,

To welcome long desired peace,
With us so dearely prized.

A peace that now maintayned is
By James, our royall king:

For peace brings plenty to the land,
With every blessed thing.

To speake againe of Henries praise,
His princely liberall hand

Gave guifts and graces many waies
Unto this famous land :

For which the Lord him blessings sent,
And multiplied his store;

In that he left more wealth to us
Then any king before.

For first his sweet and lovely queene,
A joy above the rest,
Brought him both sonnes and daughters faire,
To make this kingdom blest.
The royall blood, that was at ebb,
So increased by this queene,
That England’s heirs unto this day,
Doe florish faire and greene.
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The first faire blessing of his seede
Was Arthur Prince of Wales,

‘Whose vertues to the Spanish court,
Quite ore the ocean sayles.

There Ferdinand, the King of Spaine,
His daughter Katherne gave

For wife unto the English prince ;
A thing that God would have.

Yet Arthur in his lofty youth,
And blooming time of age,
Submitted meekely his sweet life
To death’s impartiall rage :
‘Who dying so, no issew left,
The sweet of nature’s joy,
‘Which compast England round with griefe,
And Spaine with sad anoy.

King Henries second comfort prov’d
A Henry of his name;

In following time eight[h] Henry cal’d,
A king of noble fame.

He conquered Bullen with his sword,
With many towngg in France:

His manly might and fortitude
Did England’s fame advance.

He popish abbies first supprest,
And papestry pul’d downe;

And bound their lands by parliment
Unto his royall crowne.



THE CROWNE-GARLAND

He had three children by three wives,
All princes raining here ;

Edward, Mary, and Elizabeth,
A queene belov’d most deare.

These three sweet branches bare no frute,
God no such joy did send ;

Through which the kingly Tudors’ name
In England here had end.

The last Plantaginet that liv’d
Was nam’d Elizabeth :

Elizabeth last Tudor was,
The greatest queene of earth.

Seventh Henry yet we name againe,
‘Whose grace gave free consent
To have his daughters married, both
To kings of high desent: )
Margret, the eldest of the twaine,
‘Was made great Scotland’s queene ;
As wise, as fair, as vertuous
As eare was lady seene.

From which fair queenegur royall king
By lineale course descendeth ;

And rightfully he injoys that crowne,
‘Which God now still befrendeth.

For Tudor and Plantaginet, '
By yeelding unto death,

Have made renowned Steward’s name
The greatest upon earth.
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His younger daughter, Mary cal’d,
As princely by degree,

‘Was by her father worthy thought
The Queene of France to be:

And after to the Suffolke Duke
‘Was made a noble wife,

‘Where, in the famous English court
She lead a vertuous life.

King Henry and his lovely queene
Rejoyst to see the day,

To have their children thus advanst
'With honors every way :

‘Which purchast pleasure and content,
With many a yeares delight ;

Till sad mischance, by cruell death,
Procur’d them both a spight.

The queene, that faire and princely dame,
That mother meeke and mild,

To ad more number to her joyes,
Againe grew big with child:

All which brought comfort to her Kihg;
Against which carefull hower,

He lodg’d his dear kind-hearted queene
In London’s stately Tower.

That tower, which prov’d so fatal once
To princes of degree,

Prov’d fatall to this noble queene,
For therein dyed she.
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In child-bed lost she her sweet life,
Her life esteem’d so deare;

‘Which had beene England’s loving queene
Full many a happy yeare.

The king herewith posest with griefe,
Spent many months in moane ;
And dayly sight, and said that he
Like her could find out none:
Nor none could he in fancy chuse
To make his weded wife ;
Therefore a widdower would remaine
The remnant of his life.

His after-daies he spent in peace
And quietnesse of mind ;

Like king and queene, as these two were,
The world can hardly find.

Our king and queene, yet like to them
In vertue and true love,

Have heavenly blessings, in like sort,
Fron: heaveuly powers above.
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ADELIGHTFULL S80ONG OF THE FOURE FAMOUS FEASTS OF ENGLAND:
THE ONE OF THEM ORDAYNED BY KING HENRY THE SEVENTH
TO THE HONOR OF MARCHANT TAYLORS ; SHEWING HOW SEVEN
KINGS HAVE BEEN FREE OF THAT COMPANY, AND NOW LASTLY
GRACED WITH THE LOVE OF OUR RENOWNED PRINCE HENRY OF
GREAT BRITTAINE.

To the Tune of “ Treatan’s Toy.”

EnNGLAND is a kingdome

Of all the world admired,
More statelinesse in pleasures

Can no way be desired:
The court is full of bravery,

The citty stor’d with wealth,
The law preserveth unity,

The country keepeth health.

Yet no like pompe and glory
Our cronicles record,
As four great feasts of England
Do orderly afford :
All others be but dinners cal’d,
Or banquets of good sorte,
And none but fowre be named feasts ;
‘Which here I will report.

Saint George’s feast, the first of all,
Maintained is by kings,

Where much renowne and royalty
Thereof now dayly rings:
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But yet there is a fourth likewise,
Deserves as gallant grace.

The Marchant-Taylors company,
The fellowship of fame,
To London’s lasting dignity,
Lives honored with the same :
A guift King Henry the Seaventh gave,
Kept once in three yeares still, v
‘Where gould and gownes be to poore men
Given by King Henries will.

Full many good fat bucks he sent,
The fairest and the best

The king’s large forest can afford,
To grace this worthy feast ;

A feast that makes the number just,
And last account of foure,

Therefore let England thus report ;
Of feasts there be no more.

Then let all London companies,
So highly in renown,

Give Marchant-Taylors name and fame
To weare the lawrell crowne : '

For seven of England’s royall kings
Thereof have all beene free,

And with their loves and favors, grac’d
This worthy company.
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King Richard, once the second nam’d,
Unhappy in his fall,
Of all these race of royall kings
Was freeman first of all.
Bolingbrooke, fourth Henry, next
By order him succeeds,
To gloryfie this brother-hood
By many princely deeds.

Fift Henry, which so valiently
Deserved fame in France,

Became free of this company,
Faire London to advance.

Sixt Henry then, the nexst in raigne,
Though lucklesse in his daies,

Of Marchant-Taylors freemen was,
To [their] eternall praise.

Fourth Edward, that right worthy king,
Beloved of great and small,

Also perform’d a freeman’s love
To this renowned hall.

Third Richard, which by cruellty,
Brought England many woes,

Unto this worthy company
No little favour showes.

But richest favours yet, at last,
Proceeded from a king,

Whose wisdome round about the world,
In princes’ eares doth ring ;
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King Henry, whome we call the seventh,
Made them the greatest grac'd,
Because in Marchant-Taylors’ hall
His picture now stands placed.

Their charter was his princely guift,
Maintaynd unto this day ;

He added Marchant to the name
Of taylors, as some say.

Lo! Marchant-Taylors they be cal’d,
His royall love was s0;

No London-company the like
Estate of kings can shoe.

From time to time we thus behold
The Marchant-Taylors’ glory,
Of whose renowne the muses’ pens
May make a lasting story.

This love of kings begot such love
Of our now royall prince,

(For greater love then his to them
'Was nere before nor since ;)

It pleased so his princely minde,
In meek kinde courtesie,
To be a friendly freeman made
Of this brave company.
{O] London! then in heart rejoyce,
And Marchant-Taylors sing
Forth prayses of this gentle prince,
The sonne of our good king !

13
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To tell the welcomes to the world,
He then in London had,

Might fill us full of pleasing joyes,
And make our hearts full glad.

His triumphs were perform’d and done,
Long lasting will remaine ;

And chronicles report aright
The order of it plaine.

THE LAMENTABLE SONG OF THE LORD WIGMOORE, GOVERNOR OF
WARWICKE CASTLE, AND THE FAYRE MAID OF DUNSMOORE: AS
A WARNING TO ALL MAIDS TO HAVE CARE HOW THEY YEELD
TO THE WANTON DELIGHTS OF YOUNG GALLANTS.

To the Tune of * Diana.”

IN Warwickshire there stands a downe,
And Dunsmoore-heath it hath to name,
Adjoyning to a country towne,
Made famous by a maiden’s name:

Faire Isabel she called was,
A shepheard’s daughter, as some say ;
To Wigmoore’s eare her fame did passe,
As he in Warwicke-Castle lay.

Poore love-sicke lord immediately
Upon her fame set his delight ;

And thought much pleasure sure did lie,
Possessing of so sweet a wight.
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Therefore to Dunsmoore did repair,
To recreate his sickly mind ;

‘Where in a summer’s evening faire,
His chance was Isabell to find.

She sat amidst a meddow greene,

Most richly spred with smelling flowers,
And by a river she was seene

To spend away some evening howers.

There sat this maiden all alone, -
Washing her self in secret wise,
‘Which virgin faire to look upon
Did much delight his longing eyes.

She, thinking not to be espied,

Had layd from her her countrey tire ;
The tresses of her haire untide,

Hung glist’ring like the golden wier :

. And, as the flakes of winter’s snow
That lie unmelted on the plaines,
So white her body was in show;
Like silver springs did run her vaines.

He, ravisht with this pleasant sight,
Stood as a man amazed still ;

Suff’ring his eyes to take delight,
That never thought they had their fill.
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She blinded his affection so,
That reason’s rules were led awry ;
And love the coales of lust did blow,
Which to a fire soone flamed hye :

And though he knew the sinne was great,
Yet burned so within, his brest,

With such a vehement scorching heat,
That none but she could lend him rest.

Lord Wigmore beeing thus drown’d in lust,
By liking of this dainty dame ;

He call'd a servant of great trust,
Inquiring straight what was her name.

She is, quoth he, no married wife,

But a shepheard’s daughter, as you see,
And with her father leads her life,

‘Whose dwellings by these pastures bee :

Her name is Isabel the faire ;

Then stay, quoth he, and speak no more,
But to my castle strait her beare,

Her sight hath wounded me full sore.

Thus to Lord Wigmoore she was brought ;
‘Who with delight his fancies fed,

And through his sute such means he wrought,
That he entic'd her to his bed.
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This being done, incontinent

She did return from whence she came,
And every day she did invent

To cover her received shame.

But ere three months were fully past,

Her crime committed plaine appears:
Unto Lord Wigmore then, in haste,

She long complain’d with weeping teares.

THE COMPLAINT OF FAIR ISABELL FOR THE LOSSE OF HER HONOUR,

AT THE END WHEREOF SHE SLEW HERSELFE.
To the same Tune.

Lorp WicMo0oRE ! thus I have defil'd
And spotted my pure virgin’s bed;

Behold I am conceiv’d with childe,
To which vile folly you me led:

For now this deed that I have wrought
Throughout this country well is knowne,
And to my woful parents brought,
‘Whom now for me do make great mone.

How shall I looke them in the face,

‘When they my shamelesse selfe shall see?
Then sed: Eve! I feele thy case,

‘When thou hadst tasted on the tree!
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Then, Wigmoore, justice on me show,
That thus consented to this act ;

Give me my death: for death is due
To such as sinne in such a fact.

O that the wombe had beene my grave,
Or I had perisht in my birth !

O that same day may darknesse have
Wherein I first drew vitall breath !

Let God regard it not at all !
Let not the sunne upon it shine!
Let misty darknesse on it fall,
For to make knowne this sinne of mine !

The nigbt wherein I was conceiv’d
Let be accurst with mournefull eyes !

Let twinckling starres from skyes be reav’d,
And clouds of darknesse thereon rise !

Because they shut not up the powers,
That gave the passage to my life.

Come sorrow, finish up mine howers,
And let my time here end with greefe !

And having made this wofull moane,
A knife she snatched from her side ;
‘Where Lucresse part was rightly showne,
For with the same, fayre Isabell dyed.
c2
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Whereat Lord Wigmoore grieved sore,
In heart repenting his amisse,

And after would attempt no more
To crop the flowers of maiden’s blisse :

But lived long in woefull wise,
Till death did finish up his dayes,
And now in Isabel’s grave he lyes
Till judgment comes them both to raise. .

A SONG OF SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON, WHO BY STRANGE FOR-
TUNES CAME TO BEE THRICE LORD MAIOR OF LONDON ; WITH
HIS BOUNTIFULL GUIFTS AND LIBERALLITY GIVEN TO THI
HONOURABLE CITTY. '

To the Tune of “Dainty come thou to me.”
HEgrE must I tell the praise
Of worthy Whittington ;
Known to be in his dayes
Thrice Maior of London.
But of poor parentage
Borne was he, as we heare;
And in his tender age
Bred up in Lancashire.

Poorely to London than
Came up this simple lad ;
Where, with a marchant-man,
Soone he a dwelling had ;
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And in a kitchen plast
A scullion for to be,
Whereas long time he past
In labour drudgingly.

His daily service was
* Turning spitts at the fire,
And to scour pots of brasse,
For a poore scullions hire.
Meat and drinke all his pay,
Of coyne he had no store,
Therefore to run away,
In secret thought he bore.

So from this Marchant-man,
Whittington secretly
Towards his country ran,
To purchase liberty.
But, as he went along
In a fair summer morne,
London’s bells sweetly rung,
“Wittington back return.”

Evermore sounding so,

“Turn againe, Whittington,

For thou in time shall grow
Lord Maior of London.”
‘Whereupon back againe

Whittington came with speed,

A prentise to remaine,
As the lord had decreed.

21
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Still blessed be the bells:

This was his daily song,
“They my good fortune tells,

Most sweetly have they rung.
If God so favour me,

I will not proove unkind,
London my love shall see,

And my great bounties find.”

But see his happy chance:
This scullion had a cat,
‘Which did his state advance,

And by it wealth he gat.
His maister ventred forth,

To a land far unknowne,
With wmarchandise of worth,

As is in stories showne.

‘Wittington had no more
But his poore cat as than,
Which to the ship he bore,
Like a brave marchant man.
Vent'ring the same, quoth he,
I may get store of golde,
And maior of London be,
As the bells have me told.

Wittington’s marchandise
Carried was to a land

Troubled with rats and mice,
As they did understand ;
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The king of that country, there
As he at dinner sat,

Daily remain’d in fear
Of many a mouse and rat.

Meat that in trenchers lay,
No way they could keepe safe,
But by rats borne away,
Fearing no wand or staffe.
‘Whereupon soone they brought
Wittington’s nimble cat,
‘Which by the king was bought;
Heapes of gold giv’n for that.

Home againe came these men
‘With their ships loaden so,
‘Whittington’s wealth began
By this cat thus to grow.
Scullions life he forsooke
To be a marchant good,
And soon began to looke
How well his credit stood.

After that he was chose
Shriefe of the citty heere,
And then full quickly rose
Higher, as did appeare.
For to this cities praise,
Sir Richard Whittington
Came to be in his dayes,
Thrise Maior of London.
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More his fame to advance,
Thousands he lent his king,
To maintaine warres in France,
Glory from thence to bring.

And after, at a feast
‘Which he the king did make,
He burnt the bonds all in jeast,
And would no money take.

Ten thousand pound he gave
To his prince willingly,

And would not one penny have :
This in kind curtesie.

God did thus made him great ;
So would he daily see

Poor people fed with meat,
To shew his charity.

Prisoners poore cherish’d were ;
Widdowes sweet comfort found ;
Good deeds both far and neere,
Of him do still resound.
Wittington Colledge is
One of his charities ;
Records reporteth this,
To lasting memories.

Newgate he builded faire,
For prisoners to live in;
Christ’s-Church he did repaire,
Christian love for to win.
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Many more such like deedes
Were done by Whittington,
Which joy and comfort breedes .

To such as looke thereon.

Lancashire, thou hast bred
This flower of charity !
Though he be gon and dead,
Yet lives he lastingly.
Those bells that call'd pim so,
“ Turne again Whittington”
Call you back many moe
To live so in London.

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF THE GREAT DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM:
WHO CAME TO AN UNTIMELY END FOR CONSENTING TO THE
DEPOSITING OF TWO GALLANT YOUNG PRINCES, KING EDWARD
THE FOURTH’S CHILDREN.

To the Tune of * Shore’s Wife.”

A tale of grief I must unfold,

A tale that never yet was told,

A tale that might to pitty moove,
The spirits below, and saints above.

‘When warres did plague this maiden land,
Great Buckingham in grace did stand ;
With kings and queenes he ruled so,
When he said I, none durst say No.
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Great Glouster’s duke, that washt
‘With blood of kings, to make’t his
By Henry Stafford’s help obtain’d
‘What reason wil’d to be refrain’d.

If any noble of this land

Against great Glouster’s aime did stand,
Ould Buckingham with might and power,
In seas of woes did him devour.

He hoped when Richard was made king,
He would much greater honors bring
To Buckingham and to his name,

And well reward him for the same.

In Clarence’ death he had a hand,
And ’gainst King Edward’s queen did stand,
And to her sons bore little love,

‘When he as bastards would them proove.

King Edward swore him by his oth,

In true alledgiance to them both ;

“ Which if I faile, I wish,” quoth he,

¢« All christians’ curse may light on me.”

It so fell out on All-Soules day,

By law his life was tane away:

He had his wish though not his will,
For treason’s end is alwaies ill.
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In London having pleaded claime,
And Richard thereby won the game,
He challeng’d honour for his gain,
But was rewarded with disdaine.

On which disgrace within few houres,
Great Buckingham had rais’d his powers :
But all in vain, the king was strong,

And Stafford needs must suffer wrong.

His army fail'd, and durst not stand
Upon a traitor’s false command.

Being thus deceaved, ould Stafford fled,
Not knowing where to hide his head.

The king with speed to have him found,
Did offer ful two thousand pound :

Thus Richard sought to cast him downe,
Whose wit did win him England’s crowne.

The plaine old Duke, his life to save,
Of his owne man did souccour crave ;
In hope that he would him releive

That late much land to him did give.

Base Banester this man was nam’d,
By this vile’d deed for ever sham’d.
“It is” quoth he “ a common thing
To injure him that wrong’d his king.”
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“ King Edward’s children’ he betraid,
The like ’gainst him I will have plaid ;
Being true, my heart him greatly grast, -
But proving false, that love js past.”

Thus Banester his maister sold
Unto his foe for hiere of gold :
But marke his end, and rightly see
The just reward of treechery.

The Duke by law did loose his blood,
For him he sought to do most good ;

The man that wrought his maister’s woe,.
By ling’ring griefe was brought full low.

For when the king did heare him speake
How basely he the duke did take,
Instead of gold gave him disgrace,

‘With banishment from towne and place.

Thus Banester was forst to beg,

And crave for food with cap and leg,
But none to him would bread bestow,
That to his master prov'd a foe.

Thus wand’red he in poor estate,
Repenting his misdeed too late,
Till starved he gave up his breath,
By no man pittied at his death.
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To wofull ends his children came,

Sore punisht for their father’s shame;
‘Within a kennell one was drown’d,

‘Where water scarce could hide the ground.

Another, by the powers devine,
Was strangely eaten up by .swine ;
The last a woofull ending makes,
By strangling in a stinking jakes.

Let traitors thus behold and see,

And such as false to masters be :

Let disobedient sonnes draw neere,

These judgments wel may touch them neere.

Both old and young that live not well,
Looke to be plagu’d from heaven or hell:
So have you heard the story than

Of this great Duke of Buckingham.

THE WOFULL DEATH OF QUEENE JANE, WIFE TO KING HENRY THE
EIGHT : AND HOW KING EDWARD WAS CUT OUT OF
HIS MOTHER’S BELLY.

To the Tune of “ The Lamentation for the Lord of Essex.”

When as King Henry rul’d this land, -

He had a queene I understand,

Lord Seymour’s daughter, faire and bright,
King Henry’s comfort and delight:
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Being thus perplext with greif and care,

A lady to him did repaire,

And said, “ O king ! shew us thy will,

The queene’s sweet life to save or spill.

If she cannot delivered be,

Yet save the flower, if not the tree !”
Oh! mourne, mourne, mourne, faire ladies,
Jane, your queen, the flower of England dies.

Then down uppon his tender knee,

For help from heaven prayed he :

Meane while into a sleepe they cast

His queene, which ever more did last ;

And opening then her tender woomb,

Alive they tooke this budding bloome.
Oh! mourne, mourne, mourne, faire ladies,
Jane, your queen, the flower of England dies.

This babe so born, much comfort brought,

And chear’d his father’s drooping thought :

Prince Edward he was cal'd by name,

Grac’d with vertue, wit, and fame :

And when his father left this earth,

He rul’d this land by lawfull birth.
Oh! mourne, mourne, mourne, faire ladies;
Jane, your queen, the flower of England dies.

But marke the powerfull will of heaven !
‘We from this joy were soone bereaven.
Six yeares he raigned in this land,

And then obeyed God’s command,
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And left his croune to Mary heare, .

‘Whose five years’ raigne cost England dear.
Oh! mourne, mourne, mourne, faire ladies,
Jane your queen, the flower of England, dies.

Elizabeth raigned next to her,
- Europe’s pride, and England’s starre,
- Wonder, world! for such a queen
Under heaven was never seene :
A mayd, a saint, an angell bryght,
In whom all princes took delight.
Oh! mourne, mourne, mourne, faire ladies !
Elizabeth, the flower of England’s, dead !

A SHORT AND SWEET SONNET MADE BY ONE OF THE MAIDES OF
HONOR UPON THE DEATH OF QUEENE ELIZABETH, WHICH
SHE SOWED UPPON A SAMPLER IN RED SILKE.

To a new Tune, or ¢ Phillida flouts me.”

GonE is Elizabeth,

‘Whom we have lov’d so deare;
She our kind mistres was

Full foure and forty yeare.
England she govern’d well,

Not to be blamed,
Flanders she govern’d well,

And Ireland tamed.
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France she befrended,

Spaine she hath foiled,
Papists rejected,

And the Pope spoyled.
To princes powerfull,

To the world vertuous,
To her foes mercifull,

To subjects gracious.
Her soule is in heaven,

The world keeps her glory,
Subjects her good deeds,

And so ends my story.

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF FAMOUS THO. STUKELY, AN ENGLISH
GALLANT IN THE TIME OF QUEENE ELIZABETH, WHO ENDED
HIS DAYES IN A BATTAILE OF KINGS IN BARBARIE.

To the Tune of “King Henrie’s going to Bullin.”

Ix the west of England
Borne there was, I understand,
A famous gallant in his dayes,
By birth a wealthy clothier’s sonne ;
Deeds of wonder he hath done,
To purchase him a long and lasting praise.

If I should tell his story,
Pride was all his glory,
And lusty Stukely he was call'd in court;

D
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He serv’d a bishop of the west,
And did accompany the best,
Maintaining still himselfe in gallant sort.

Being thus esteemed,
And every where well deemed,
He gain’d the favour of a London dame,
Daughter to an alderman,
Courtis he was called then,
To whom a sutor gallantly he came.

‘When she his person spied,
He could not be denied,
So brave a gentleman he was to see :
She was quickly made his wife,
In weale or woe to lead her life,
Her father willingly did so agree.

Thus, in state and pleasure,
Full many daies they measure,
Till cruell death, with his regardles spight,
Bore old Curtis to his grave,
A thing which Stukely wisht to have,
That he might revell all in gold so bright.

He was no sooner tombed
But Stukely presumed
To spend a hundred pound that day in waste :
The bravest gallants of the land
Had Stukelies purse at their command ;
Thus merily the time away he pass’d.
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Taverns and ordinaries
‘Where his cheefest braveries,
Goulden angells flew there up and downe;
Riots where his best delight,
With stately feastings day and night ;
In court and citty thus he won renowne.

Thus wasting land and living
By this lawlesse giving,

At last he sold the pavements of his yard,
Which covered were with blocks of tin ;
Old Curtis left the same to him,

‘Which he consumed vainely as you heard.

Whereat his wife sore greeved,
Desir’d to be releeved ;
¢ Make much of me, dear husband,” she did say:
“T1l make much more of thee,” quoth he,
¢ Than any one shall : verily,”
“Tll sell thy clothes, and so will go away.”

Cruelly thus hearted,
Away from her he parted,
And travelled into Italy with speed :
There he flourisht many a day
In his silkes and rich array,
And did the pleasures of a lady feed.

It was the ladies pleasure
To give him gold and treasure,
And to maintaine him in great pomp and fame ;
D 2
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Heaven was sore displeased,
And would not be appeased,
But tokens of God’s heavy wrath did show
That he was angry at this war ;
He sent a fearfull blazing star
‘Whereby these kings might their misfortunes know.

Bloody was this slaughter.
Or rather wilfull murther,
‘Where six score thousand fighting men were slain;
Three kings within this battaile died,
With forty dukes and earles beside,
The like will never more be fought again.

With woful armes enfoulding,
Stukely stood beholding
This bloody sacrifice of soules that day :
He, sighing, said, “I wofull wight,
Against my conscience heere did fight,
- And brought my followers all unto decay.”

Being thus molested,
And with greefes oppressed,
Those brave Italians that did sell their lands
With Stukely thus to travel forth,
And venture life for little worth,
Upon him all did lay their murthering hands.

Unto death thus wounded,
His heart with sorrow swounded,
And to them all he made this heavy mone :
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In Latten, Greeke, and Hebrew, shee
Most excellent was knowne ;

To forraigne kings’ ambassadors
The same was daily showne.

The Italian, French, and Spannish tongue
She well could speak, and read ;
The Turkish and Arabian speech
Grew perfect at her need.
Her musick made her wonderfull,
(So cunning therein found,)
The fame whereof about the world
In princes’ ears did sound.

Yet when her royall parents’ lives
By death were ta’en away,

And her deare brother Edward turn’d
To clodds of earth and clay,

Her cruel sister Mary sought
Her lasting greef and woe,

Regarding not the gifts that God
Upon her did bestow.

A bloody reign Quene Mary liv'd,
A Papist in beleefe,
‘Which was unto Elizabeth
A great heart-breaking greefe.
A faithful Protestant was she,
At which Queen Mary spighted,
And in Elizabeth’s mishaps
She daily much delighted.
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Poor maiden ! by the bishops’ wills
In prison she was put,

And from her frends and comforters
In cruel manner shut:

Much hoping she would turn in time,
And her true faith forsake ;

But firme she was, and patiently
Did all these troubles take.

Her sister forthwith gave command
Her diet to be small,

Her servants likewise very few,
Yea, almost none at all:

And also would have ta’en her life,
But that King Phillip said,

“ Oh Queen ! thy country will report
Thou hast the tiger plaid.”

The Lord thus put this king in mind
His chosen saint to save;

And also to Queene Maries life
A sodaine ending gave :

And so Elizabeth was fetcht
From prison to a crowne,

‘Which she full foure and forty yeares
Possest with much renoune.

She Popery first of all supprest,
And in our English tongue

Did cause God’s Bible to be read ;
Which heaven continue long !
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Pure preaching likewise she ordain’d,
With plenty in this land,

And still against the foes thereof
Most zealously did stand.

The pride of Rome this queene abates,
And spightefull Spain keept under,

And succord much Low-country states,
‘Whereat the world did wonder

That such a worthy ¢ queen’ as she,
Should worke such worthy things,

And bring more honor to this land
Then all our former kings.

The gould still brought from Spanish mines,
In spite of all her foes,

Throughout all parts of Christendome
Her brave adventures showes.

Her battailes fought upon the seas,
Resounded up to heaven ;

‘Which, to advance her fame and praise,
Had victory still given.

The spanish power in eighty-eight.
‘Which thirsted for her blood,

Most nobly, like an Amazon,
Their purposes withstood ;

And boldly in her royall campe
In person she was seene :

The like was never done, I think,
By any English queene.
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Full many a traytor since that time,

She hath confounded quite,

And not the bloodiest mind of all
Her courage could affright :

For mercy joyn’d with majesty,
Still made her foes her friends,
By pardoning many which deserv’d

To have untimely ends.

Tirone, with all his Irish rout
Of rebells, in that land,

Though ne’er so desp’rate, bold, and stout,
Yet fear’d her great command.

She made them quake and tremble sore
But for to hear her name:

She planted peace in that faire land,
And did their wildnesse tame.

Though warres she kept, with dangers great,
In Ireland, France, and Spayne,
Yet her true subjects still at home
In safety did remaine.
They joy’d to see her princely face,
And would in nombers run,
To meet her royall majesty,
More thick then moates in sun.

But time that brings all things to end,
A swift-foot course did run;

And of this royal maiden quecne
A wofull conquest won.
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Her death brought feare upon the land,
No words but tales of woe

In subjects’ ears resounded then,
‘Wherever men did goe.

But fear, exchang’d to present joyes,
Sweet comforts loud did ring ;
Instead of queene, the people cried
“ Long live our royall king !”
‘Which name of king did seeme most strange,
And made us for to muse,
Because full many a year the name
Of king we did not use.

But such a noble king is he,
And so maintains our peace,

That we in that may daily wish
His life may never cease.

His queene and his posterity
Good angels still defend,

This is my muse’s chief desire,
Her melody to end.
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A SONG OF A BEGGAR AND A KING.

I rEAD that once, in Affrica,

A prince that there did raine,
‘Who had to name Cophetua,

As poets they did faine,
From natures workes he did incline,
For sure he was not of my minde,
He cared not for women-kind,

But did them all disdain.
But marke what happen’d by the way,
As he out of his window lay,
He saw a beggar all in grey,

Which did increase his paine.

The blinded boy, that shootes so trim,
From heaven downe so high,
He drew a dart, and shot at him,
In place where he did lye :
‘Which soone did pierce him to the quick,
For when he felt the arrow prick,
‘Which in his tender heart did stick,
He looketh as he would dye.
“ What sudden change is this,” quoth he,
¢ That I to love must subject be,
Which never thereto would agree,
But still did it defie ?”
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Then from his window he did come,
And laid him on his bed,
A thousand heapes of care did runne
‘Within his troubled head.
For now he means to crave her love,
And now he seeks which way to proove
How he his fancie might remove,
And not this beggar wed.
But Cupid had him so in snare,
That this poore beggar must prepare
A salve to cure him of his care,
Or els he would be dead.

And, as he musing thus did lie,
He thought for to devise
How he might have her company,
That so did maze his eyes.
“In thee,” quoth he, “ doth rest my life ;
For surely thou shalt be my wife,
Or else this hand with bloody knife
The Gods shall sure suffice.”
Then from his bed he soon’ arose,
And to his pallace gate he goes;
Full little then this beggar knowes
When she the king espied.
“ The Gods preserve your Majesty !”
The beggars all gan cry,
“ Vouchsave to give your charity
Our childrens food to buy.”
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The king to them his purse did cast,
And they to part it made great haste ;
The silly woman was the last
That after them did hye.
The king he cal’d her back again,
And unto her he gave his chaine;
And said, “ With us you shall remain
Till such time as we dye:

“ For thou,” quoth he, ¢shalt be my wife,

And honoured like the queene;
With thee I meane to lead my life,
As shortly shall be seene:
Our wedding day shall appointed be,
And every thing in their degree:
Come on,” quoth he, “and follow me,
Thou shalt go shift thee cleane.
‘What is thy name ?—go on,” quoth he.
¢ Penelophon, O king!” quoth she:
With that she made a lowe courtsey ;
A trim one as I weene.

Thus, hand in hand, along they walke
Unto the king’s palace :
The king with courteous, comly talke,
This beggar doth embrace.
The beggar blusheth scarlet read, -
And straight againe as pale as lead,
But not a word at all she said,
She was in such amaze.
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And thus they lead a quiet life
During their princely raigne,
And in a tomb were buried both ;

As writers shew us plaine.
The lords they tooke it grievously,
The ladies tooke it heavily,

The commons cryed pittiously,
Their death to them was pain.
Their fame did sound so passingly,

That it did pierce the starry sky,
And throughout all the earth did flye,
To every prince’s realme.

A LOVER’S SONG IN PRAISE OF HIS MISTRESS.
To the Tune of “ Apelles.”

Ir that Apelles now did raigne,
‘Whoever sought for to have fame

He might have wone with lesser paine,
A greater honor to his name ;

For, with great paine, he sought all Greece
Till be had found the fairest peece.

Throughout all Greece he could not view
So fair, so feat, so fine withall ;

Nor yet his pencell never drew
So fair a peece, nor never shall.
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‘Wherefore, if he had seen these dayes,
He might have wone a greater praise.

Oh! happy man, might he have said,
If he had lived to this time,

For to have seen so fair a maide,
In all proportions made so fine ;

Her fullgent face so faire, so cleare,
That Europe cannot [shew ] her peere.

Pygmalion, with his gravers, then
Could never worke so fair a peece,
Nor yet Apelles, in his time,
Did ever see the like in Greece :
For, if he had, he would have said
That Venus was not like this maid.

She is a graft of noble groweth,
And worthy is she of her fame,

For why her vertues plainly showeth
That well she hath deserv’d the same:

Wherefore my painfull pen all waies,
Shall never cease to write her praise.

O that my pen could print her praise
According to her just desert,

That I might say, and see those dayes,
That I desired with my heart !

For still I thought, and ever shall,
My mistres’ praise might passe them all.
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Now proof and praise in one is knit,
"And hath blowne to praise this maide,
And justice doth in judgment sit
For to performe that I have said.
Thus to conclude, and end to make,
Unto the gods I her betake.

ANOTHER.

To a new Tune.

THE bee doth love the sweetest flower,

So doth the blossome the Aprill shower,
And I doe love that lady truely:

‘Why should not I love her that loves me?

The bird doth love the morning bright,
To see the day is her delight,

And I do [love] to see her face,

In whome, that I doe love, is my solace.

The fish doth love the flouds by kind,
For want of it they are but pynd,
And I doe love her presence also,
‘Whom that I love, and love no moe.

The lypard doth love to lie and pry
Upon the faces that goeth him by,
And I doe love to looke and gaze
Upon my true love’s pleasant face.
E 2
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The deere doth love in woods to dwell,

As T to you the truth shall tell,
And T doe love as doth the deere 3

Oh! whereas I love would Christ I were!

Troylus did love’ with all his might,
Cressed of Troy, that was so bright,
And I doe love as farre as he,

And ever shall untill I dye.

IN PRAISE AND DISPRAISE OF WOMEN.

To a pleasant new Tune.

WoMEN to praise who taketh in hand,
A number shall displease,

But who so doth them most dispraise,
Doth most live at their ease ;

Whereat I muse and marvaile much,
And shall do till I die;

And if you think I say not true,
Aske them if that I lye.

They are man’s aid and only stay,
And comfort at his need,

They cherish him in all affaires,
How ever that he speed:
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And that she for him may doe
She doth it willingly ;

And if you think I say not true,
Aske them if that I lye.

And when their husbands be farre from hand,

Then will they spin and carde,
They wil not gossip and go gay,
But then they fare full hard ;
They rise up early and lye downe late,
They labour earnestly
To save a penny or a groat ;
Ask them if that I lye.

And if her husband chance to chide,
She gives him not a word,

Or if he fight she answers him
No more then doth a bourd,

But out she goeth about her worke,
And takes all patiently,

Except she crowne him with a stoole ;
Aske them if that I lye.

Or with her ten commandments
She takes him on the face,

That from his cheekes, downe to his chin,
A man may see each race;

The goodman then must weare a clout,
The goodwife she will dye,

Her husband[’s] hurt so Leavily
She takes, or else I lye.
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Then to his bed she wil not coms,
Nor with him will be ‘greed,

Unlesse she have a petticoate,
Or else some other weed :

And when she’s with her gossips met
She telles them by and by,

How she her husbanid handled hath :
Aske them if that T lye.

‘Well done, good gossip, saith the one,
Your practise well we praise :

I drinke to you for your good deed,
The second gossip sayes.

They all to put the same in use
Do promise by and by ;

‘Which they fulfil unto their power
Forthwith, or else I lye.

Good wives, a judgement I you pray,
Your verdit let me heere ;

‘Where all be falce, or all be true,
By you it must appeare.

How ever that the matter goeth,
The trueth you must descry ;

Or else it is not possible
To know if that I lye.
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THE LOVER’S FAIRING SENT TO HIS BEST BELOVED.

To the Tune of “I wander up and downe.”

My comfort and my joy,
This fairing I do send ;

Let not unkindnesse him destroy
That is thy faithfull friend.

A loyall heart I send ;
To thee the same I give;
O cherish it and keepe it safe,
And so the same will live.

But if you it forsake,
And will not yeeld it grace,

It lives and dyes, and soon is fled,
Within a little space.

O flie no promise made,
Nor do me not disdain ;

One frowne will strike so cruelly,
That I shall live in paine.

A smile revives me being dead,
And is a joyful treasure ;

O let that sunne-shine ere be spred,
For it is my chiefe treasure.



56

THE CROWNE-GARLAND

My selfe, and wealth, and all I have,
A fairing I do give

To thee, that first my heart possest,
And still maist make me live.

Steele not thy heart, nor make it hard,
But intertaine mine inne ;

So may I boast, and still shall say,
I shall much comfort win.

Returne me comfort back ;
Let me not languish ever!
For I am thine, and ever shall,
Till death my life do sever.

THE MAIDEN'S KIND ANSWERE TO HER LOVER.

To the same Tune.

TAKE courage, gentle love,
I never will thee forsake ;
Nor, while I live, shall ever man
Possession of me take.

Thy loyall heart Ile keepe,
And send mine back to thee,
Mine is in feare to live in paine,
But thine I am sure is free.
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The promise that I made,
I vow and swear Ile keepe;
My love to thee shall ever wake,
Oh never let thine sleepe !

No frownes shall kill my face,
But smiles shall stil be seene,

I long until I see thy face,
That absent long hath beene.

My heart doth melt like waxe,
And never shall be hard ;

‘Women have never steely hearts,
For then their sex were mar’d.

All comfort I can send
I do returne to thee,

My heart, my selfe, and all I have
Is thine eternally.

A MAIDE'S COMPLAINT FOR LACK OF A LOVE;
EXPRESSING THE ANGUISH IN MIND SHE DOTH PROOVE.

No maiden may so well as I
Complain of her hard destiny,

I am now in prime of yeares,
Yet there is no yong man beares
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A brest that harboreth a heart
That hath compassion on my smart ;
Therefore I am sore affraid

I shall live and dye a maid.

I cast, as other maidens doe,

Amorous glances for to woe

Young men to settle on my love,

But those glances do not proove;

They are like shaftes by blind men shot
Against a marke that nere is hot ;
Therefore I am sore afraid

I shall live and die a maide.

Twenty winters have I seene,

And as many sommers greene,

"Tis enough to breed dispaire

So long a maidenhead to beare ;

*Tis a burden of such waight,

That I would faine be eas’d of’t straight ;
But, alasse, I am afraid

I shall live and die a maide.

I know that young men me reject,

My beauty merrits more respect,

My quicke gray eye, my cherry cheeke,
Where they may finde, that list to seeke,
Matter to increase love’s fire,

And to stir them to desire;

But, alas, I am afraid

I shall live and die a maide.
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Higho, I love, yet modesty

Bids me not be too free

In demonstrating [all] my paine,
Least rebuke and shame I gaine;
But where fire is, there it smoakes ;
Anguish followes heavy stroakes.
Out alasse! I am afraid

I shall live and die a maide.

I love, yet love binds me to paine,
Love rejected ’s lovers’ baine,—
‘We maides are bound by modesty,
At all assaies, to secrecy ;
Modestie’s too strict a dame,

To her will I cannot frame :

Out alasse ! I am afraid

I shall live and die a maide.

Time hath wrought an alteration,
Blushing is a foolish fashion,

All maides leave it, so will I,
And to my sore a salve apply ;
Babish blushing hinders all

‘Who would to modesty be thrall:
I will be no more afraid,

Ile no longer be a maide.

Bashfull young men make us bould
When they love in bondage hould,
They take from us that ruddy dye
That should upon our faces lye;
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Condemne us not then, love makes way,
Like fire that’s hid in dryest hay ;

I will be no more afraid,

Ile no longer live a maide.

THE LAMENTATION OF AN ALE WIFES DAUGHTER.

To a new Tune.

In the spring time, when plants do bud,
And birds use chirping notes,
‘When beasts do gather heart of grasse,
And fish in water flotes:
It was my chance for to espie
A nimph of Venus traine,
‘Who in a grove wherein she sat
Did mightily complaine.
I hearkned to her sad lament,
I listned to her tale,
‘Whereby it seemed that she had
Set honestly to sale.
Alas, said shee, that mother deere
An ale-wife was to me,
Or that it was my heavie chance
To use bad company.
‘Wo be to him that with the oyle
Of angels me intis'd,
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Thrice woe be to the golden baits
That often me surpris’d.

Woe to the toyes of youth too rash,
‘Woe to the crafty snares

Of crooked age that youth doe catch
In nets at unawares.

‘Woe to dame nature for hir paines
In making me the glasse

For others for to scoffe and laugh
As they the way doe passe.

Then gushed out the silver streames
Of water from her eyes,

Which did bedew her roseate cheekes
And that in dolefull wise.

At which I came and spake these words:

‘What fortune hath decreed ?

Or how, or why, have fatall fates
Committed such a deed

That thou, the mirror of our age,
And pride of natures bower,

Farre sweeter then the ruddy rose
Or gallant gillyflower,

Should’st thus lament and pine away,
‘Whose cheerfull countenance

The hearts of yong and eake of old
Hath causd full oft to daunce?

Ist losse of love ? Ist want of wealth ?
Ist cause thou sleepest alone ?

Or ist the death of some deare friend
That causeth thee to mone?
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Joo. Not so, my friend, what doost thou mean,
To make the thing so strange?
Experience teacheth after full
There needs must bee a change.
The golden baite intised hath
The pretious pearle from me,
Which to be gotten back againe,
Remains without remedy.
JEN. Your meaning (sweet) I do not know,
I pray you tell it plaine,
Faine would I finde some remedy
To ease you of your paine.
Joo. I thanke you for your kind good will,
Which you did shew to me,
In recompence whereof I will
My words make plaine to thee.
As nature had adorned me
With gifts of beauty rare,
So, for to deck and trim myself
‘Was all my chiefest care ;
Then many suters came to me,
And most my betters were,
‘Whom I disdain’d and set light by,
My mind was to severe;
At length there came an aged man,
Of money store had he,
Who with his bags and golden baits,
Hath bred my misery.
My mother yeelded her consent,
And causd me doe the same,
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‘Which maketh me thus to lament

That I must live in shame.

Let maidens then example take,

And warning by my fall,

Least they, like me, should catched be

By comming to the call.

Thus hast thou heard, my friend, my griefe,

I can no longer stay,

Adew, and twenty times farewell

Cor.

This sorrowfull month of May.

A NEW SONNET OF CORIDON AND PHILLIDA.

CoripoN, arise, my Coridon,
Titan shineth cleare.

Who is it that calleth Coridon ?
‘Who is it I heare ?

Puir. Phillida, thy true love, calleth thee,

Cor.

PHiIL.

Cor.

Arise then, arise then,
Arise and feed thy flocks with me.
Phillida, my true [love], is it she?,
I come then, I come then,
I come and feed my flocks with thee.

Here are cheries ripe, my Coridon,
Eate them for my sake.

Here’s my oaten pipe, my lovely on[e, ]
Sport for thee to make.
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Here are threeds, my true love, fine as silke,
To knit thee, to knit thee

A paire of stockins white as milke.

Here are reeds, my true love, fine and neat,
To make thee, to make thee

A bonnet to withstand the heate.

PaiL. I will gather flowers, my Coridon,
To set in thy cap.
Cor. I will gather pears, my lovely on[e, ]
To set in thy lap.
Pair. I wil buy my true love garters gay
For Sundaies, for Sundaies,
To wear about his legs so tall.
Cor. I will buy my true love yellow saye
For Sundaies, for Sundaies,
To weare about her midle small.

Pair. When my Coridon sits on a hill,
Making melody :
Cor. When my lovely on[e] sits at her wheele,
Singing cheerely,
Sure, me thinkes, my true love doth excell
For sweetnesse, for sweetnesse,
Our Pan, that old Arcadian knight ;
And, me thinkes, my true love beares the bell
For clearnesse, for clearnesse,
Beyond the nimphs that be so bright.

PriL. Had my Coridon, my Coridon
Bin, alacke, my swaine,
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Hgd my lovely on[e,] my lovely on[e]
Bin in the plaine,

Cinthia Endimion had refus’d,
Preferring, preferring

My Coridon to play withall ;

The queene of love had bin excus’d
Bequeathing, bequeathing

My Phillida the golden ball.

Yonder comes my mother, Coridon,
Whither shall I fly?

Under yonder beech, my lovely one,
‘While she passeth by.

Say to her thy true love was not here:
Remember, remember

To morrow is another day.

Doubt me not, my true-love, do not feare.

Farewell then, farewell then,
Heaven keepe our love alway.

CORIDON’S COMPLAINT.

PriLLIDA, where hast thou bin?
Long it is since I have seene

My Phillida ;

Every e’en when day was doon,
In the absence of the sunne,

Have we met, my love, to sport and play.
F
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Now thy absence makes me feare
Coridon’s not held so deare
Of Philida
As he earst was wont to bee:
Smile as thou wert wont on me,
Phillida, my fairest Phillida !

Coridon is now as true

As when first the heavenly hew
Of Phillida

Made him all-admiring stand,

And did love and life command,
Phillida, my fairest Phillida!

Such sad dumps thy absence breeds,
That my pipe of oaten reeds,
Faire Phillida,
I lay by, and sighing sit ;
Sorrow, sighes, and teares beget ;
Phillida, my fairest Phillida !

With thee I can play and sing,

And mine armes shall, like a ring,
Faire Phillida,

Circle thee ; and then I hold

That’s more desired of me then gold,
Phillida, my fairest Phillida.

But, without thee, still I say
Iin woe weare time away,
My dearest love ;
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Therefore let thy kind reply
Cure me, or I faint and dye,
Phillida, let not thy fancy move.

PHYLLIDAES KIND REPLYE.

Wherefore faints my Coridon ?
Thinkes thou [ am such a one
As Cressida ?
I will proove as firme to thee
As Lucrece or Penelope ;
Coridon, doubt not of Phillida.

Though I have been absent long,
Faint not, my sweet Coridon,
Thy Phillida
Is, as thou art, true and just,
Strong in love, but weake in lust ;
Coridon, doubt not of Phillida.

Nor, though our sex are given to range,
Doth Phillida delight in change,
My Coridon;
If my absence made thee greeve,
Let my presence now releeve
Coridon, my deerest Coridon.

As in me thou takest delight,
So do I in thy sweete sight,
My Coridon;
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I have bene in yonder grove,
Gathering flowers for my love,
Coridon, my dearest Coridon ;

The chiefest both for shew and sent,
So choice am I for thy content,
My dearest love ;
Looke, the livery of the spring
To deck thee, Coridon, I bring ;
Then do not thy Phillida reprove.

Such a loving simpathy
In our loves (deare love) doth lye,
I know right well,
Such a heart wrought combination,
That I feare no separation,
Coridon, such needlesse doubts repell.

A NEW SONNET OF A ENIGHT AND A FAIRE VIRGIN.
To the Tune of “Selengers round.”
I rEAD how, in King Arthurs time,
A knight, as he did ride,
Did meet a virgin faire and bright
About the greene-wood side.
Could she well, or could she wo,
He lighted of his steed,
And there he tooke, against her will,
Her maiden head indeed.
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‘When this was done, this maiden then
‘Went raging to the king,

Bewailing of her pitteous case,
And told him every thing ;

The king now hearing her complaint,
In stories as I read,

Commanded the knight he should be hangd
For this his hainous deed.

The queen, alas, considering this,
It was a pitteous thing

To cast away so faire a man,
She begd him of the king.

Unto the knight then she began:
Now, prisoner art thou mine,

For thou shalt dye, for ought I know,
Except thy wits are fine.

For I will give thee a whole yeares space,
To know of woemens kind,

What thing it is that woemen love best
If they may have their mind.

Full sadly went this knight away,
Some councell for to find,

To know the cause ; to keepe the day
That was to him assign’d.

‘When that the yeare was almost out,
He came where he had seene
Twenty ladies in a rout,
All dancing on a greene ;
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‘When he drew neere unto the place
His question to have told,

They faded all before his face,
Save one that was ful old.

Amaz'd be yee, sir knight, quoth she,
What ist that you mislike ?

Perchance you may pick out of me
The thing that you do seeke.

He told her then: she said againe,
If I do it for you,

You must agree to grant to me
That you may easily doe.

Content, quoth he ; Come on, quoth she,
Have with you to the queene,
And say that it is soveraignty
That women love, as I weene.
Onward they go, the queene did know
The knight was neere at hand,
She placed her ladies all on a row
To heare the matter scand.

The knight he gave his question thus:
My tale is soone exprest ;

It seems to me that soveraigntie
Is that that women love best.

The ladies all about the hall
Their verdidts soone did give,

This worthy knight hath hit so right,
He well deserves to live.
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Then beldam stept before the queene,
Desiring that the knight

Might grant to her upon the greene
The troth that he did plight.

What is that ? quoth he. Mary, quoth shee,
That I may be your wife.

Alas, quod he, then woe is mee,
Yet rather take my life.

There was no shift, but marriage swift,
And both laid in a bed ;
‘When she did joy to prove a toy,
He turned away his head.
Sir, quoth she, were not you better have me,
Being both shrewd and old,
Then to have youth that, for a truth,
Should make you a cuckold ?

But all this while she saw no smile
Nor countenance of the knight ;

She changed hew, she made herself new,
Her beauty was brave and bright.

Then fell the knight to lovers delight,

- Good Lord, what dayes are these!

It was so strange to see the change

A could not sleepe for fleas.
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How did the common people cry,
With heaped voices shrill,

Pardon ! pardon! with hands on high,
Hoping to keepe him still.

[O Summerset, alas, alas,

Thy wofull death is come to passe!]

He stood upright, a noble duke
‘With constant courage bold :
Content yourselves, (this was his sute,)
The lawes have me controld.
Alas, poore soules, alas, alas,
Your woe will shortly come to passe!

Pray for the peace of Edward king,
Your Soveraigne, he did say, -
That he may prosper in living,
All ye, good people, pray,
Leaste that his foes, alas, alas,
Do bring his wofull death to passe.

Our summer sweet was thus bereft,
And winter did ensue,
‘What carefull hearts to us were left,
Are since approved true.
Oh ! England, cry alas, alas,
That thy woe should come thus [to] passe.



Or that my pranking pace
In all points could agree

To touch your traine in every place,
At least as neere as he.

Or that I could so bragge,
Or simper with my taile,

To take me up into your lap
To know what I doe ayle.

Then should I hope and have
Each dainty in the dish,

And harbor, like a pretty knave,
According to my wish.
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And sleepe between your paps,
‘With stroking on the head,

As tenderly as each lady raps
Such puppies in their beds.

Would God you would voutchsafe
To grant me half the grace,

A licke or leape some time to have
In such a puppies place.

Should never faining whelpe
So closely keepe you play,
For I will neither run nor yelpe,
Your secrets to bewray ;

But what it should behove
A spaniel to professe,

To cloake or hide when you remoove,
My part shall be no lesse.

And what doth want in him
My favour might supply,

For though your puppie can do trim,
Yet not so well as 1.

Perhaps you will forget
Your puppies dainty toyes,
When you and I are closely met
To play for pritty boyes. -
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[In] pitty now peruse
This written verse of mine,

Or else the dog I crave to choose,
The happy state of thine.

A NEW SONG OF A CURST WIFE AND HER HUSBAND.

Passing along through Redriffe,
I heard one sore complaining,
Then streight I drew me neere to him
To know the cause and meaning
Of this his sorrow, care, and griefe,
‘Which did his mind disaster;
Alasse, sayes he, what shall T doe?
My wife will needs be maister.

For I may bid wo[e] worth the time
That ere with her I matched,

For with her nailes that are so sharpe
My face she hath bescratched ;

To a surgion I was driven to run,
For to goe beg a plaister,

So thus, God knowes, unto my greefe,
My wife will be my maister.

I drudge, I droile, I tosse, I toyle,
Till that the day be ended ;
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At night I make to her account
‘What monny I have spended,
Or else my pockets she will search,

And say I am a waster:
Thus like a mome I live at home,
And shee will needes be maister.

For all the paines that I do take,
Yet still she will be chiding ;

Except five groats each night I bring,
At home ther’s no abiding ;

She saies that T am good for nought
But for some foolish jeaster,

‘With angry browes, and deadly bowes,
She sweares to be my master.

Thus, honnest friend, as you have heard,
I daily live in sorrow,
Of never a neighbor that I have
Dare I once lend or borrow.
If I should live as many yeares
As ever did King Nestor,
Yet, in my mind, it still me feares,
That she would be my maister.

I dare not stir forth of her sight
But when I am a working,

For her jealous mind doth thinke I am
‘With one or other lurking ;
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And if at any time I should
But chance to sper * a teaster,

Sheele call me knave, bsse rogue, and slave,
And sweares sheele bee the maister.



‘.

MOTES.

P.1,— To the tune of When flying fame.” This tune, to which
“ Chevy Chace” and a great number of ballads of the
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries were sung, is to be
found in the Editor’s “ Collection of National English
Airs,” 4to. 1840.

P. 2,1 2,— And Lankaster the last.” In the original *“ And
last of Lankaster,” which is presumed to be a misprint,
as the line should rhyme with “fast.”

P. 3, verse 3,— First plac'd their pictures in RED gold.” In
the edition of 1659 “ wrought gold.”

- P. 12, verse 2,— To THEIR eternal praise.” In the edition of
1612 this line is “ To Ais eternal praise.” * Their” in
the edition of 1659.

P. 17, last verse,—“ THEN sED : Eve ! I feele thy case.” In
the edition of 1659, ¢ O cursed Eve,” &c.

P. 18, verse 1,—“THE dark may hide me from MAN's eye.”
In the edition of 1659 it is, “ No dark may hide me from
God's eye.”

— verse 3,—“ For I have TREAD.” “ Trod” in the edition
of 1659.

— verse 5,—“ I crave my ¥irsT deserved doome.”  Just
deserved doome” in the edition of 1659.

— verse 6,— Let modesty ACCUSE this crime.” “ Accurse”
in the edition of 1659.

P. 19, — O that the wombe had beene my grave.” This and
the three following verses are a paraphrase of a portion

of the third chapter of the book of Job.
G
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TO THE READER,

UPON THE AUTHOR HIS KINS-MAN.

OLp Homer in his time made a great feast,
And every Poet was thereat a guest:
All had their welcome ; yet not all one fare ;
To them above the salt (his chiefest care)
He spewd a banquet of choise Poesie,
Whereon they fed even to satietie.
The lower end had from that end their cates,
For Homer, setting open his dung-gates,
Delivered from that dresser excrement,
‘Whereon they glutted, and returnd in print.
Let no man wonder that I this rehearse ;
Nought came from Homer but it turnd to verse.
Now where our Author was, at this good cheere ;
Where was his place ; or whether he were there ;
Whether he waited ; or he tooke away;
Of this same point I cannot soothly say;
But thus I ghesse: being then a dandiprat,
Some witty Poet tooke him in his lap
And fed him, from above, with some choice bit :
Hence his Acumen, and a ready wit.

B2
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But prayses from a friendly pen ill thrive,

And truth’s scarce truth, spoke by a relative.

Let envy therefore give her vote herein:
Envy and th’ Author sure are nought a-kin.
Ile personate bad Envy: yet say so,

He lickt at Homers mouth, not from below.



AD LECTORES.

To stand on terms *twere vain, by hook and crook,
One terme, I was defrauded of a booke.

Now, readers, your assistance I must crave

To play at noddy; to turne up a knave.

My foe at tick-tack playes exceeding well :

For bearing, (sirs,) beleeve’t, he bears the bell.
He’s of a blood-hounds kinde, because his nose
Utters each new-made sent; be’t verse or prose.
Could ye attache this felon in’s disgrace

I woyld not bate an inch, (not Boltons ace,)

To baite, deride, nay ride this silly asse;

I would take paines he should not scot-free passe.
All filching knaves, (be’t spoken as a trope,)

‘Will once be plaide, displayed by a rope:

And be this proud disperser of stole workes

Once caught, (that now in clanks and corners lurks ;)
Lest he delude some kinde affecting scholler,

Pray have him twiched in a hempen coller:

Once burnt ith’ hand, he will example give

To such times turne-coats as by filching live.






TO

THE WORTHILY HONOR’D KNIGHT,

SIR TIMOTHY HUTTON.

NoBLEST of mindes, unknowne, I would invite
Rich Pyrrhus to accept a Codrus mite. '
My lame-legd muse nere clome Pernassus mount,
Nor drunke the juice of Aganippe’s fount: ¢
Yet doth aspire with Dedall’s wings, appeale

To you, sole patron of our common weale.

The foule maskt lady, Night, which blots the skie,
Hath but one Pheebe, fever-shaking eye :

Olympus azure clime, one golden light,

‘Which drownes the starry curtaine of the night:
And my rude muse (which satyrists would rend)
One generous, grave, patronizing friend.

You this Msecenas are ; peruse my writ,

And use these Metroes of true meaning wit :
Command ; commend them not: such humile art
Disclaimes applause, demerits no desert.

Value my verse according to her worth :

No mercenary hope hath brought her forth.

Times puny penny-wits I loathing hate.

Though poore, I'me pure, from such a servile state.
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These workes (fram’d on the anvile of my braine,)
My free borne muse, enfranchise from such shame !
In which large calender timists may view

I onely writ to please the world, and you.

Your worships friend
Nomine et re,

Hexry HutToN.



SATYRES.

I urGE no time, with whipt, stript satyrs lines,
‘With furies scourge, whipping depraved times.
My muse (tho’ fraught) with such shall not begin
T’ uncase, unlace the centinell of sin :

Yet let earths vassailes, pack-horse unto shame,
Know I could lash their lewdnesse, evill fame ;
Reade them a lecture should their vice imprint
‘With sable lines in the obdured flint ;

Their mappes of knavery and shame descry

In lively colours, with a sanguine die ; -

And tell a tale should touch them to the quick ;
Shold make them startle ; fain themselves cap-sick ;
But that no patron dare, or will, maintaine

The awfull subject of a satyre’s vaine.

‘WHAT have we here? a mirror of this age
Acting a comicks part upon the stage.
‘What gallant’s this ? his nature doth unfold
Him to be framed in Phantastes mold.
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Lo how he jets; how sterne he shewes his face,
‘Whiles from the wall he passengers doth chase.
Mouse, touch not this man, nor his life display,
Ne with sharpe censure gainst his vice invey:
For, sith his humor can no jesting brooke,

He will much lesse endure a satyre’s booke.
Beshrew me, sirs, I durst not stretch the streete,
Gaze thus on conduits scrowls, base vintners beat,
Salute a mad-dame with a french cringe grace,
Greete with “ God-dam-me,” a confronting face,
Court a rich widow, or my bonnet vaile,
Converse with bankrupt mercers in the gaile,
Nor in a metro shew my Cupide’s fire,

Being a french-poxt ladies apple-squire ;

Lest taxing times (such folly being spide)

‘With austere satyres should my vice deride.
Nere breath, I durst not use my mistresse fan,
Or walke attended with a hackney-man,

Dine with Duke Humfrey in decayed Paules,
Confound the streetes with chaos of old braules,
Dancing attendance on the Black-friers stage,
Call for a stoole with a commanding rage,

Nor in the night time ope my ladies latch,

Lest I were snared by th’ all-seeing watch :
Which critick knaves, with lynxes pearcing eye,
Into mens acts observantly do prye.

Mousk, shew the rigour of a satyres art,
In harsh sarcasmes, dissonant and smart.
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MounsieEr Bravado, are you come t'out-face,
With your mouchatoes, gallants of. such place ?
Pack hence! it is an humor to contend,

In a bravado, with your neerest friend.

‘Wee'l not contest or squabble for a wall,

Nor yet point field, though you us vassailes call.
Invent some other subject to employ

Your gilded blade, your nimble footed boy.
€orrect your frizled locks, and in your glasse
Behold the picture of a foolish asse :

Barter your lowsie sutes for present gaine,

Unto a broker in rich Birchin lane:

Compile a sonnet of your mistrisse glove :

Copy some odes t’ expresse conceited love.

Ride with your sweet-heart in a hackney coach,
Pick quarrells for her sake, set fraies on broach :
Use musicks harmony (which yeelds delight)
Under your ladies window in the night:

Stretch with a plume, and cloak wrapt under th’ arm,
Yong gallants glories soone will ladies charme.
S’ foot walke the streets: in cringing use your wits:
Survey your love, which in her window sits.
Black-Friers, or the Palace-garden beare,

Are subjects fittest to content your care ;

An amorous discourse, a poets wit,

Doth humor best your melancholy fit.

The Globe to morow acts a pleasant play,

In hearing it consume the irkesome day.

Goe take a pipe of To.; the crowded.stage
Moust needs be graced with-you and your. page.
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And there in durance cag’d, consume with woe,
Beg with a purse, and sing Fortune's my foe.

WRITE, poetaster: fy for shame, your dayes

Wil dy without remembrancers of praise.

"Tis pitty such a pregnant witty verse

Should be intombed in the fatall herse.

Confine your muse some tractates to compile,

In scanned metre, or condigner stile ;

That earth’s milde censure may applauding blaze

Your Pheenix quill with volleys of great prayse.

Why art so slowe ? the trophies will bee lost,

Unlesse you wright all fortunes shall be crost.

‘What, canst thy stile prohibit ? gazing mute,

Where earth’s contending for the golden fruite.

You vilifie your selfe with endlesse shame,

Imposing scandall to each poets name.

I grieve he should be silent, in despite

Of all the Muses which sarcasmies write.

He doth resemble minstrells in each thing,

Invited once, hee’l neyther play, nor sing.

Unbidden, will invey against each friend,

Incessant write great volumes without end.

The amorist which doth your wardrobe keepe,

Admires your sluggish Muse is yet asleepe.

He should a riming madrigall compose ;

And wanting you, must tell his griefs in prose.
c?2
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Be pind to capons backs to shroude the heate,
Fixt to some solid joynt of table meate.

‘Wish it be put to no worse service then

To shelter the scorcht caponet or hen.

I pray’t may have such office, worthy place,
Yet feares’t must suffer vile rebuke, disgrace.
Jack out of office, wee’t ere long shall finde,
’Ith house of office, being mew’d, confinde.
Well though it be, yet for the Muses sakes,
Hee'l pen a pithie tractacte of A-jax.

I wish he would reserve A-jax in minde,

Twill serve but for A-jax and come behinde.
For men adjudge the volumes of this foole
Worthie no chayre, scarce to deserve the stoole.
Let cease the clamor of thy hotchpot verse,

The stupid pots, or sencelesse streetes to pearce.
The doggrell discord of thy long legd rime,
Defameth poets, scandalize the time.

Your mock-verse muse deserveth nought but fire,
The beggers’ whipstock, or the gallowes hire.
In silence spend the reliques of your dayes:
For being mute you will attaine most prayse.
Avoide each satyres lash, censures of times,
‘Which doe deriding read pot-poets rimes.

~— THE crane-throate hell of this depraved age,

—_—

Earths belly-god, let’s view upon the stage.
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Conferre his belly with his lower part,

And you’l adjudge dame Natures rarest art
Made not this bulke, infusing life, or blood,

In such unsquared timber, unheawn wood.

He’s more misshapen then Crete’s monstrous sin,
Deformed both without, and eke within.

His circled panch, is barrell like, rotound,

Like earths vast concaves hollow and profound.
His hanches which are lockt as in some box,
With the straight compasse of a par a-dox,

He doth into so little compasse bring,

As if they should be drawne through Gyges ring,
So that he seemes as if black Vulcans art

Of diverse fossiles had compil’d each part;

As if some taylor had bound on with points,
Nero’s great belly, to starv’d Midas joynts.

I could dicipher this huge map of shame,

And lively pourtrait his abhorred name,

‘Wer’t not that criticks would debase, revile,
Censure the sharpnesse of a satyres stile.

*Tis shame, such vipers, all devouring hell,
Should be indured in our coasts to dwell.

We can frame nothing of such naughtie earth,
Except a storehouse in the time of dearth ;

Or beg this minotaure, when he doth die,

T’ make dice of’s bones, or an anatomie.

Ile therefore leave him in his pan-warm’d bed,
Resting on’s pillow his distempr’d head.

Wer’t not for censures, I should make him prance,
Skip at the satyre’s lash, leade him a dance,



*Tis Corinth’s Lais, Rome’s confronting whore,
‘Which like the Hellespont we run on shore ; -
Such as resemble Dian in their deedes,

I meane in giving large Acteons heads.

These are the subjects which demerit blame,
And such we tax with earths eternall shame.
Applauding such chast Philomels, whose love,
Idem, per idem, doth most constant prove.

FINIS.



SuourLp I commend your satyres? faith no; tush,
"Tis an olde proverbe, Good wine needes no bush.
If ye demerit earth’s condigner laude,
Let graver censures grace you with applaude.
If ye deserve no poets lawrell stem,
Be ye base orphans, I disclaime ye then.
To praise good works ’twere shame, indigne, and vile,
For none but counterfeits do prayse their stile.
Good is but good ; and no man can more say :
To praise the bad makes satyrists invay.
Goe seeke your fortunes, be it good or bad,
If bad, I'le grieve ; if good, I shall be glad.

Henry HuTToN.
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Oft scandaliz’d with vulgar tongues reproach.
For slander set on foote, though false, will run,
And currant passe in ev’ry Momists tongue.

Beautie’s a common marke, apt to offence,

(Quoth she) when roysters rove or court unwise ;
Bad fame will blab, and forge some lewd pretence,
Be amours nere so secret or precise :

No fond suspect her jealous eare can scape,

For she will colour’t in a lively shape.

Should I, upon such tearmes, ere condiscend,
I double, treble should mine honour staine.
‘What essence then my error durst defend,
If true accusers should my vice arraigne ?

In vaine it were to fly from Argus watch,

If in the net Jove Mars with Venus catch.

The unchast king now silent, all a mort,
Abruptly interrupts her subtile speech ;

And, v et armis, must enjoy his sport,

Move her perforce to cuckoldry, spouse-breach.
He begd before ; but now commands his lust :
And she consents, lest Jove their talke mistrust

‘Who whilest they pro et contra argued thus,
Suspecting mis-demeanor in his guest ;

Yet did conceale, because he sate non plus,
Drowning despaire in his disquiet brest.
Jove feared guile (Mendozas well can gloze)
And therefore urged Juno to disclose.
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‘Who, putting finger in the eye, declares

This large discourse; which Jove unkindely takes.
The lust seem’d vile, such impudence was rare :
‘Which to defraud, he of a cloude did make

Chast Junoes like, a formall shape invents,

‘Which graphice her stature represents.

Appollo’s wagon having left his sphere,
Drawing the starry curtaine of the night,

This false idea did in state appeare,

To pay lusts king his long desir’d delight:
‘Whom he embrac’t (yet was deceiv’d, god wot)
And of a cloude the massy Centaures got.

Obtained lust his brest could not containe :

In Thrasoe’s tearmes he vants this act obscene,
Falsely accusing Hera in disdaine,

Making lusts queane corrivall with the queene.
Such are mens faults ; they cannot onely horne,
But must divulge, and laugh the wrongd to scorne.

The irefull god; which was supposed wrong
To weare a cuckolds badge, an armed head,
All court affaires adjourneth, doth prolong,
And coram nobis scans this shamefull deede.
Lest by delay truth should be staind, forgot,
He wisely strikes now whilst the iron’s hot :

And of high treason doth the king indite,
(For faults are great which touch a mighty foe)
Who by a quest of Quere, which judge right,
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(Too strictly sentenc’t to eternall woe)
‘Was, by that synod in Olympus held,
Condemn’d, contemn’d, and from his throne expeld.

To pleade, or to recant, it was too late:

The arraigned king condemned stands, convict ;
‘Whom the three justicers of Limbos state,
‘With new devised penalties inflict.

Hell’s fatall judgement is a just reward

For such as Hymenaus rites discard.

Fixt to the rigour of a tumbling wheele,

‘Which furies move, and ever restless turnes,
This type of lust hells terrour amply feeles,
‘Whiles serpents sting and Hecats furnace burnes.
Thus by just doome to Styx his soule did dive,
Being enrold amongst the damned five.

Great mirth did Dis and Proserpina keepe,

To give a welcome to this leane-chapt ghost.
The triple-headed cur awoke from sleepe.
Caron in hast his flaming ferry crost;

‘Who, with the furies, which then leasure found,
Salutes this guest, and hopt a merry round.

Tantal had lap enough: each ayry sprite

And starved ghost had plenty of good-cheere.
Alecto skipt, with Bacchus being light,

And plaid the divell, voide of love or feare ;
‘Whiles grim Megzra tore th’ invective scroles,
Chasing the fiends with ever-burning coles.






POSTSCRIPT
TO THE AFFECTING PRINTER.

PrinTER, I owe, confesse a debt: not pay,

"Twere shame, except I tooke a longer day !

Faith, I must owe thee somewhat, as a friend,

And thou must trust, for I pleade non solvend.

It is a time, I must confesse, to owe,

Which Ile repay, ere long, in folio.

A good turne ’tis likewise: the ladders turne

I doe bequeath such criticks as will spurne ;

My head, my muse, I bring to thee to presse.

Sir, presst, supprest; if it deserve no presse,

In quarto’s forme ’t shall not be formed: tut !

Pray, trim my head in spruce octavo’s cut:

So shall my muse be free from firing snuffe,

From physicks drugges, apothecaries stuffe.

Be she in quarto (O!) the vintners quart

‘Would but upbraide, deface her rarest part:

Th’ advice of such as adde vice unto vice

Prethae detest ; set them no sale or price

Of my rude workes. They lie in ambush : waite,

Watching an opportunity for hate.

Presse them, I pre thee, in my sole defense,

Which would oppresse, or presse, my harmlesse sense.
H. H. D.






NOTES.

Ad Lectores, 1. 4,—“Noddy.” A game at cards, which é.ppears
to have been variously played.—See Nares's Gloss. in v.

— L 5,—“tick-tack.” * This is the plain game of tick-tack,
which is so called from touch and take, for if you touch a
man you must play him, though to your loss.”—See The
Compleat Gamester, p. 113, for a detailed account of the
game; also Hall’s Hore Vacie, 1646, p. 149.

P. 9, 1. 1,—“whipt, stript satyrs lines” An allusion to
Abuses stript and whipt ; or Satirical Essayes. By
George Wyther, &c. 1613. It has been asserted (British
Bibliographer, i. 180) that there was an impression of this
popular work in 1611 ; and although no copy of that date
has come down to us, the following passage from the same
author’s Warning-piece to London, discharged out of a
Loop-holein the Tower, 1662, renders it highly probable:

« In sixteen bundred ten and one

I notice took of public crimes;

‘With mine own faults I first begun,
Observ'd the changes of the times,

And what God had on me bestown
Employed for the common good :

Therein I sought to find mine own,
‘Which was so oft misunderstood,

That I, for being so employ'd,

Have been three times nigh quite destroy'd.”
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entitled, The Legend of his Grace Humphrey Duke of
St. Paul's Cathedral Walk, Surveyor of the Monuments
and Tombs of the Temple, Patron to the Perambulators
in the Piazzas in Covent Garden, Master of King's
Bench Hall, and one of the Colleges Honorable Privy
Council; in which the shifts of the needy and idle
loungers are humorously depicted.”

The sort of character usually met with in Pawles Walk
is admirably depicted by Bishop Hall in the seventh
satire of the third book of his Virgidemiarum, 1597 :

“ Seest thou how gaily my young master goes,
Vaunting himself upon his rising toes ;
And pranks his hand upon his dagger's side ;
And picks his glutted teeth since late noontide ?
"Tis Ruffio: Trowst thou where he din'd today ?
In sooth I saw him sit with Duke Humfray.
Many good welcomes and much gratis cheer,
Keeps he for every straggling cavalier.
An open house, haunted with great resort :
Long service mix'd with musical disport.
Many fair yonker with a feather'd crest
Chooses much rather be his shot-free guest,
To fare so freely, with so little cost,
Than stake his twelvep toa host.
Hadst thou not told me, I should surely say
He touch’d no meat of all this livelong day.
For sure, methought, yet that was but a guess,
His eyes seem sunk from very hollowness.
But could he have (as I did it mistake)
So little in his purse, so much upon his back?
So nothing in his maw? yet seemeth by his belt
That his gaunt gut no too much stuffing felt.
Seest thou how side it hangs beneath his hip ?
Hunger and heavy iron makes girdles slip.
Yet, for all that, how stiffly struts he by,
All trapped in the new-found bravery.
The nuns of new-won Cales his bonnet lent,
In lien of their so kind a conquerment.
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What needeth he fetch that from farthest Spain,
His grandam could have lent with lesser pain?
Though he, perhaps, ne‘er pass'd the English shore,
Yet fain would counted be a conqueror.

His hair, Frenchlike, stares on his frighted head,
One lock Amazonlike disheveled,

As if he meant to wear a native cord,

If chance his fates should him that bane afford.
All British bare upon the bristled skin,

Close notched is his beard both lip and chin;
His linen collar labyrinthian set,

Whose thousand double turnings never met:
His sleeves have hid with elbow-pinionings,

As if he meant to fly with linen wings.

But when I look and cast mine eyes below,
‘What monster meets mine eyes in human show ?
So slender waist with such an abbot's loin,

Did never sober nature sure conjoin.

Lik'st a strawne scarecrow in the new-sown field,
Rear'd on some stick the tender corn to shield.
Or if that semblance suit not every deal,

Like a broad shak.fork with a slender steale,
Despised nature suit them once aright,

Their body to their coat, both now misdight.
Their body to their clothes might shapen be,
That nill their clothes shape to their bodie.
Meanwhile I wonder at so proud a back,

Whiles th' empty guts loud rumblen for long lack :
The belly envieth the back’s bright glee,

And murmurs at such inequality.

The back appears unto the partial eyne,

The plaintive belly pleads they bribed been :
And he, for want of better advocate,

Doth to the ear his injury relate.

The back, insulting o'er the belly’s need,

Says, thou thyself, I others' eyes must feed.

The maw, the guts, all inward parts complain
The back's great pride and their own secret pain.
Ye witless gallants, I beshrew your hearts,

That sets such discord twixt agreeing parts,
Which never can be set at onement more,

Until the maw’s wide mouth be stopp'd with store.”
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P. 10, 1. 21,—“ the Black-friers stage.” Tt was customary for
the gallants of our author’s time to be allowed seats on
the stage during the performance. Ben Jonson in his
Devil is an Ass, acted in 1616, thus pointedly touches
their demeanour:

“To day I go to the Blackfriars playhouse,
Sit in the view, salute all my acquaintance,
Rise up between the acts, let fall my cloak,
Publish a handsome man, and a rich suit ;
And that's a special end why we go thither,
All that pretend to stand for't on the stage :
The ladies ask, who's that? for they do come
To see us, as we do to see them.”

Sir John Davies in one of his Epigrams (printed in 1598)
has the following passage :

« Rufus the courtier at the theatre,
Leaving the best and most conspicuous place,
Doth either to the stage himselfe transferre,
Or through a grate doth shew his double face ;
For that the clamorous fry of Innes of Court
Fills up the private roomes of greater price;
And such a place, where all may have resort,
He in his singularity doth despise.”

P. 11,1. 26,—“ yellow band,” i.e. a band dyed with yellow
starch, which was once very fashionable, and is said to
have been invented by Mrs. Turner, who was executed
in November 1615, for having been concerned in the
murder of Sir Thomas Overbury, and wore at the gallows
a ruff of her favourite colour. They were worn as late as
1621, if not later.

P. 13, 1. 4,—* guarded coate,” i.e. trimmed, faced.
P. 13, 1. 6,—“cut ¢ th’ peake” The different fashions of

wearing the beard are the constant subjects of allusion
F
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Shoreditch, Southwark, Westminster, and Turnbull-
street, Clerkenwell, were all noted places of the same
kind.

P. 15, 1. 17,—“ with Coriat he travell'd,” &c. . Thomas Coryat,
the celebrated traveller, was born in 1577, at Odcombe,
in Somersetshire. In the beginning of the year 1608
he travelled into France, Italy, Germany, &c. and on
his return published his travels under the following title,
Crudities hastily gobled up in Five Months Travel in
France, Savoy, Italy, Rhetia, Helvetia, some Parts of
High Germany and the Netherlands, Lond. 1611, 4to.
He afterwards travelled into Constantinople, Egypt,
Jerusalem, &c. and died in the East Indies in 1617.

P. 15, 1. 19,—* Divelin,” i.e. Dublin.

P. 17, 1. 12,—* Birchin lane” in the seventeenth century was
chiefly inhabited by mercers and woollendrapers. Dekker,
in the first chapter of his Gull's Horn-booke, 1609, ex-
claims, “ Did man, think you, come wrangling into the
world about no better matters, than all his lifetime to
make privy searches in Birchin lane for whalebone
doublets?” Tn the old comedy of the London Prodigal,
1605, Act i. sc. 1, one of the characters says, “ Thou
sayeét thou hast twenty pound : go into Birchin lane, put
thyself into cloathes.”

P. 17, 1. 23,— Palace-garden,” i.e. Paris-garden, a noted
place for bear-baiting, near the Globe Theatre in South-
wark. Sir John Davies, in one of his Epigrams, ¢ The
Meditations of a Gull, says,

“ Or a journey he deliberates
To Paris garden, cocke pit, or the play.”
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E]

tlemen weare; they are almost capable of a bushel of
wheate, and if they be of sacke-cloth they would serve to
carrie mawlt to the mill. This absurd, clownish, and
unseemly attire only by custome now is not misliked, but
rather approved.”

P.22,1. 22,—“yellow bands.” See the previous note at p. 65.

P. 40.—“ In Lesbiam. Epi. 34.” This epigram, from Mar-
tial, has been very similarly rendered by Harington and
by Prior.

RICIIALDS, PRINTER, ST. MARTIN'S LANE.
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gentlemen with tobacco at our theatres.” In 1602, when
Dekker printed his Satiromastiz, ladies sometimes
smoked. Asinius Bubo, offering his, pipe, observes:—
¢*'Tis at your service, gallants, and the tobacco too; ’tis
right pudding, I can tell you: a lady or two took a pipe
full or two at my hands, and praised it 'fore the heavens.’
Prynne states that in his time, instead of apples, ladies
were sometimes offered the tobacco pipe’ at plays.”—
Vide Collier's History of Dramatic Poetry, iii. 415-6

P. 19, 1. 2,—“sing Fortune’s my foe.” See my note to the
Percy Society’s reprint of Chettle’s Kind Harts Dreame.

P. 20, 1. 26,—“ Jack a Lent.” An allusion to one of the
multitudinous skits of John Taylor the water-poet. Its
title is as follows : Jack-a-Lent, his Beginning and En-
tertainment, with the Mad Pranks of his Gentleman
Usher Shrove Tuesday, that goes before him ; and his
Footman Hunger attending, n.d. 4to.

P. 21, 1. 10,— Hee'l pen a pithie tractate of A-jax.” Allud-
ing to Sir John Harington’s Metamorphosis of Ajax
(a jakes), published in 1596. This very laughable, but
indelicate piece of pleasantry, occasioned such displeasure
in the royal circle, that the author was forbid the court
for writing it. Vide Nuge Antique, i. 12.

P. 22, 1. 22— cloakebagge breeches.” This alludes to the
ridiculous fashion of wearing trunk hose, as the prepos-
terous, round, swelling breeches then in fashion were
called. They are ridiculed in the following passage of
Wright's Passions of the Minde, 1601: “Somectimes 1
have seene Tarleton play the clowne, and use no other
breeches than such sloppes or slivings as now many gen-
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PREFACE.

THE following poems, in some of which there is
great beauty both of thought and expression, are
now reprinted from the Reliquie Wottoniane,1651,
the text of that volume having been adhered
to, except in two or three places where the reasons
for rejecting it are obvious: the order of the
pieces, however, has been altered.

Before his twentieth year, and while resident
at Queen’s College, Oxford, Sir Henry Wotton
composed, at the desire and for the private use
of that society, a tragedy called Tancredo, which
doubtless was never given to the press, and has
in all probability perished.

The celebrated copy of verses beginning ¢ The
world’s a bubble™ has been attributed by Farnaby
and others to Wotton,—on what authority, does
not appear : in the Reliqguiew Wottoniane it forms
one of the “Poems found among the papers of
Sir Henry Wotton,” and in ed. 1651 of that



viii
work is signed “ Iguete™, while
the signatare * Fra. Lord Baoon.”

On the paper which contains Ben Jonson’s
transcript of Sir Henry's Charadler of & Aappy
Lifs (see note, p. 5), and also in the handwriting
of Jonson, Mr. Collier found & translation of one.
of Martial’s epigrams, which he has printed in
the Memoirs of E. Alleyn, p. 54, and which he
oonjectures may have been by Wotton.

An aoccount of the author of the following
poems will not be expected here, as the particulars
of his life have been rendered familiar to every
reader by the fascinating narrative of Walton.,

For the use of the two musioal works mentioned
in a note, p. 10, the editor is indebted to the
kindness of Mr. E. F. Rimbault.

A.D.



POEMS BY SIR HENRY WOTTON.

A POEM WRITTEN BY SIR HENRY WOTTON IN HIS
YOUTH.*

O rarrHLEss world, and thy mostt faithless part,
A woman’s heart !

The true shop of variety, where sits
Nothing but fits

And feavers of desire, and pangs of love,
Which toyes remove.

Why was she born to please? or I to trust
‘Words writ in dust,

Suffering her eys} to govern my despair,
My pain for air,

* A poem written by Sir Henry Wotton in his youth] Was
printed, under the title of “ An Elegy of a woman’s heart,” in
Davison’s Poetical Rhapsodie, 1602. A copy of it, with some
variations, occurs in a volume of MS. poetry, which was col-
lected by Sir Roger Twysden, and is now in the possession of
Mr. Rodd, the bookseller.

1 most] So Poet. Rhap. and MS. Twys.—Rel. Wot. “ more.”

1 eys] MS. Twys., “lookes.”

B
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Is but a guest.

* To breed a fool] Is followed in MS. Twys. by

“ Or was it absence that did make her strainge,
Base flowre of [change ?]?"

t by] Poet. Rhap. and MS. Twys.,  than.”

1 make] Poet. Rhap. and MS. Twys., “see.”

§ on] Found only in MS. Twys.

| Ezcuse no more thy folly, but, for cure] Poet. Rhap. an

MS. Twys.,
« Excuse not now thy folly, nor her nature.”

’tis] Poet. Rhap. and MS. Twys., “thy.”
Ly
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SIR HENRY WOTTON AND SERJEANT HOSKINS
RIDING ON THE WAY.*
Hos. NoBLE, lovely, vertuous creature,
Purposely so fram’d by nature
To enthrall your servant’s wits.
Wot. 'Time must now unite our hearts,
Not for any my deserts,
But because, methinks, it fits.
Hos.  Dearest treasure of my thought,
And yet wert thou to be bought
With my life, thou wert not dear.

* Sir Henry Wotton and Serjeant Hoskins riding on the way]
John Hoskins was made serjeant at law in the 21 of Jac. L
(Ath. Ozon. ii. 626. ed. Bliss) : but we may suppose that this
dialogue was written long before that date. In the account
of Hoskins and his works, Wood (ubi supra) informs us, “ He
was the most ingenious and admired poet of his time [!], and
therefore much courted by the ingenious men then living. . .
.. Twas he that polish’d Ben Johnson the poet and made him
speak clean [!], whereupon he ever after called our author
father Hoskyns,” &c. See also Chalmers’s Biog. Dict., and
Mr. Bolton Corney’s Cur. of Lit. Illustrated, Art. 1X. He died
in 1638. Of his poetry, very little has been printed : the
following lines are found in the Reliquie Wottoniane, ed. 1672 ;

« John Hoskins to his little child Benjamin from the Tower.

Sweet Benjamin, since thou art young,
And hast not yet the use of tongue,
Make it thy slave, while thou art free,
Imprison it, lest it do thee.”

Hoskins was sent to the Tower in 1614, for having made in one
of his speeches, while member of parliament, what Wood calls
“a desperate allusion to the Sicilian Vesper.”

B2



TO A NOBLE FRIEND IN HIS SICKNESS.

UNTIMELY feaver, rude insulting guest,

How didst thou with such unharmonious heat
Dare to distune his well-composed rest,

‘Whose heart so just and noble stroaks did beat ?

‘What if his youth and spirits wel may beare

More thick assaults and stronger siege then this?
‘We measure not his courage, but our fear,

Not what ourselves, but what the times may miss.
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Had not that bloud, which thrice his veines did yeild,
Been better treasur’d for some glorious day,

At farthest west to paint the liquid field,
And with new worlds his master’s love to pay?

But let those thoughts, sweet lord, repose a while,
Tend only now thy vigour to regain :

And pardon these poor rimes, that would beguile
‘With mine own grief some portion of thy pain.

THE CHARACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE.*

How happy is he born and taught,
That serveth not another’s will ;

* The character of a happy life] Mr. Collier (Memoirs of E.
Alleyn, p. 53.) has printed these verses from a copy in Ben
Jonson’s hand-writing found among the MSS. at Dulwich
College, which differs considerably from that in the Reliquie
Wottoniane.

“ Sir Edward [Henry] Wotton’s verses of a happie lyfe he
[Jonson] hath by heart.” B. Jonson’s Conversations with W.
Drummond, &c. p. 8, Shakespeare Soc. ed. Jonson’s visit
at Hawthornden was a short time previous to the 17th Jan.
1619 ; and it appears that these verses were composed several
years anterior to that period, as Mr. Collier also found
among the Dulwich MSS. a portion of the first stanza in
Alleyn’s hand-writing, upon a scrap of paper, on the back]of
which is a memorandum dated 1616. Memoirs of E. Alleyn,
p. 54.



Nor ruine make oppressors| great ;

* And simple truth his utmost skill] MS. Jon.,
“ And silly truth his highest skill.”
t Untide unto the world by care, &c.] MS. Jon.,

« Untied to the world with care
Of princes grace or vulgar breath,”

1 Who envies none that chance doth raise, &c.] MS. Jon.,
where this stanza is the fourth,

“ Who envieth none whome chance doth rayse,
Or vice; who never understood
How swordes give sleighter wounds than prayse,” &c.

* § rumors] MS. Jon., where this stanza is the third, * hu-

|| oppressors] MS. Jon., ‘ accusers.”
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‘Who God doth late and early pray,
More of his grace then gifts to lend,

And entertaines the harmless day
With a religious® book or friend !

This man is freedt from servile bands
Of hope to rise or feare to fall ;

Lord of himselfe, though not of lands,
And having nothing, yet hath all.

THIS HYMNI WAS MADE BY SIR H. WOTTON WHEN
HE WAS AN AMBASSADOUR AT VENICE, IN THE
TIME OF A GREAT SICKNESS THERE.

ETERNALL mover, whose diffused glory,

To shew our grovelling reason what thou art,
Unfolds itself in clouds of nature’s story,

‘Where man, thy proudest creature, acts his part,
Whom jyet, alas ! I know not why, we call
The world’s contracted sum, the little all ;

* religious] MS. Jon., “ well-chosen.”

t freed] MS. Jon., “free.”

I This hymn, &c.] Of uncertain date, as Wotton passed
many years at Venice, having been thrice ambassador to that
republic : according to Walton, he went there for the first time
“ about the year 1604.”



‘Where majesty doth sit, with mercy crown’d,
Where my redeemer lives, in whom alone

The errours of my wandring life are drown’d,
‘Where all the quire of heav’n resound the same,
That only thine, thine is the saving name.

Well, then, my soul, joy in the midst of pain ;

Thy Christ, that conquer’d hell, shall from above
With greater triumph yet return again,

And conquer his own justice with his love,
Commanding earth and seas to render those
Unto his blisse, for whom he paid his woes.

Now have I done, now are my thoughts at peace,
And now my joyes are stronger then my griefe ;
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I feel those comforts that shall never cease,
Future in hope, but present in beliefe :

Thy words are true, thy promises are just,

And thou wilt find thy dearly-bought in dust.

UPON THE SUDDEN RESTRAINT OF THE EARLE OF
SOMERSET, THEN FALLING FROM FAVOR.*

DazeL’p thus with height of place,
‘Whilst our hopes our wits beguile,

No man markes the narrow space
"T'wixt a prison and a smile.

Then, since Fortune’s favours fade,
You that in her armes doe sleep,

Learne to swim, and not to wade,
For the hearts of kings are deepe.

But if greatness be so blind
As to trust in towers of aire,
Let it be with goodness lin’d,
That at least the fall be faire.

* Upon the sudden restraint of the Earle of Somerset, &c.]
The murder of Sir Thomas Overbury having been discovered,
Somerset was arrested in his own house, Oct. 18th, 1615 (his
countess being secured at the same time), and sent to the
deancry of Westminster. See Carte’s Hist. of England, vol.
iv. 32.
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Then, though darkned, you shall say,
When friends faile, and princes frowne,
Vertue is the roughest way,
But proves at night a bed of downe.

ON HIS MISTRIS, THE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA.*

You meaner beauties of the night,
That poorly satisfie our eiest

* On his mistris, the Queen of Bohemia] “On that amisble
princess, Elizabeth, daughter of James L and wife of the
Elector Palatine, who was chosen King of Bohemia, Sept, 5,
1619. The consequences of this fatal election are well known:
Sir Henry Wotton, who in that and the following year was
employed in several embassies in Germany on behalf of this
unfortunate lady, seems to have had an uncommon attachment
to her merit and fortunes, for he gave away a jewel worth a
thousand pounds, that was presented to him by the Emperor,
¢ because it came from an enemy to his royal mistress the
Queen of Bohemia.’ ” [“for so,” says Walton in The Life of
Wotton, “ she was pleased he should always call her.”]—PErcy.

This poem, with several variations, is printed in The Sixt
Set of Bookes, Wherein are Anthemes for Versus and Chorus of
5. and 6. Parts; apt for Violls and Voyces: Newly composed by
Michaell Est, Batchelar of Musicke, and Master of the Choristers
of the Cathedrall Church in Litchfield, London, 1624 : it is found
also, much altered for the worse and with a wretched Second
Part, in Songs and Fancies, &c. Aberdeen, 1682 : and in the
sec. vol. of Percy’s Rel. of An. Eng. Poet., it is given from the
Reliquie Wottoniane, with some corrections from an old MS.
copy.

t our eies] Est’s Sixt Set, “mens eyes.”
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More by® your number then your light,
You common-people of the skies,
‘What are you when the moont shall rise ?

You curious chanters of the wood,}
That warble forth dame Nature’s layes,
Thinking your passions§ understood
By your weake| accents, what’s your praise
‘When Philomell her voyce shalq raise ?

You violets that** first apeare,
By your pure purpel mantels knowne,}t
Like the proud virgins of the yeare,
As if the spring were all your own,
‘What are you when the rose is blowne ?

* 3y] Est’s Sizt Set, “with,”

t moon] So Est’s Sizxt Set, and Percy’s Rel.—Rel. Wot.
“sun.”

1 You curious chanters of the wood, &c.] Est’s Sizt Set
(where, as also in Percy’s Rel, this stanza is the third),

« You wandring chaniers of the wood,
‘Who fill the eares with natures lays.”

§ passions] So Percy’s Rel., and Est’s Sizt Set.—Rel. Wot.
“ voyces.”

|| your weake] Est’s Sizt Set, “ weaker.”

q shal] Est's Sizt Set, “ doth.”

** that] Est's Sizt Set (where, as also in Percy’s Rel., this
stanza is the second), “which.”

+1 By your pure purpel mantels knowne, &c.] Est's Sizt Set,

“ By those your purple mantles known,
Much like proud,” &c.
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So when my mistris® shal be seene
In form and beauty of her mind,}
By vertue first, then choyce, a queen,
Tell me,} if she were§ not design’d
Th’ eclypse and glory of her kind ?

TEARS AT THE GRAVE OF SIR ALBERTUS MORTON
(WHO WAS BURIED AT SOUTHAMPTON) WEPT
BY SIR H. WOTTON.|

SILENCE, in truth, would speak my sorrow best,
For deepest wounds can least their feelings tel ;
Yet let me borrow from mine own unrest
But time to bid him, whom I lov’d, farwel.

* mistris] Est’s Sizt Set, * princesse.”
t In form and beauty of her mind] Percy’s Rel.,
« In sweetnesse of her looks and minde.”

1 Tell me] Est’s Sixt Set, “ O tell.”

§ were] Percy’s Rel, “ was.”

|| Tears at the grave of Sir Albertus Morton, &c.] Sir Al-
bertus Morton was nephew to Wotton ; and had acted as
his secretary at Venice. He was knighted in 1617. At the
time of his decease, he was one of the secretaries of state.
In a letter to Nicholas Pey, Sir Henry notices “ Sir Albertus
Morton his departure out of this world, who was dearer unto
me then mine owne being in it.” Rel. Wot. p. 507, ed. 1651,
where that letter stands without a date : in ed. 1672 itis dated
1626. According to Wood, the death of Sir Albertus took
place Nov. 1625. Ath. Oz. vol. ii. 524. ed. Bliss. I have read
some verses by Sir Albertus in a MS. collection of poems.
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O my unhappy lines! you that before
Have serv’d my youth to vent some wanton cries,
And now, congeal’d with grief, can scarce implore
Strength to accent,—here my Albertus lies.

This is the sable stone, this is the cave,

And womb of earth that doth his corps imbrace :
‘While others sing his praise, let me engrave

These bleeding numbers to adorn the place.

Here will I paint the characters of woe,
Here will I pay my tribute to the dead,

And here my faithfull tears in showrs shal flow
To humanize the flints whereon® I tread.

‘Where, though I mourn my matchlesse losse alone,
And none between my weaknesse judge and me,

Yet even these gentlet walles allow my mone,
‘Whose doleful echoes to my plaints agree.

But is he gon ? and live I ryming here,
As if some Muse would listen to my lay,
When all distun’d sit wailing} for their dear,
And bathe the banks where he was wont to play ?

* wheron] Walton’s Life of W., *on which.”
+ gentle] Ibid., « pensive.”
t wailing] Eds. “ waiting.”



CHARLES.}

You that on starres do looke,
Arrest not there your sight,
Though Nature’s fairest book,
And signed with propitious light ;

* Duwell thou in endlesse light, discharged soul, &c.] Walton’s

Life of W.,
“ Dwell then in endless bliss with happy souls,
Discharg'd from natures and from Fortune's trust,
‘Whilst on this fluid globe my hour glass rowls,
And runs the rest of my remaining dust.”

1 A short hymn upon the birth of Prince Charles] Afterwards
Charles the Second. He was born 29th May 1630, on which
day there was an eclipse of the moon, and, we are told, a star
visible about noon. Jonson and Corbet composed verses on
the same occasion.
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Our blessing now is more divine
Then planets that at noone did shine.

To thee alone be praise,

From whom our joy descends,
Thou cheerer of our days,

Of causes first, and last of ends ;
To thee this May we sing, by whom
Our roses from the lilies bloom.

Upon this royal flower,

Sprung from the chastest* bed,
Thy glorious sweetness shower ;

And first let myrtles crowne his head,
Then palms and lawrels wreath’d betweene,
But let the cypresse late be seen.

And so succeeding men,
When they the fulness see
Of this our joy, shall then
In consort joyn, as well as wee,
To celebrate his praise above,
That spreds our land with fruits of love.

* chastest] So Rel. Wot. ed. 1672.—First ed. “ chastesse.”



To this let all good hearts resound,
While diadems invest his head ;

Long may he live whose life doth bound
More then his lawes, and better lead
By high example then by dread !

Long may he round about him see
His roses and his lilies bloom ;

Long may his only dear and hee
Joy in ideas of their own
And kingdomes hopes so timely sown ;
Long may they both contend to prove
That best of crownes is such a love !

* An ode to the King, &c.] Charles the First visited Scotland,
and was crowned there, in 1633.
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ON A BANCK AS I SATE A-FISHING ;* A
DESCRIPTION OF THE SPRING.

AND now all nature seem’d in love:

The lusty sap began to move ;

New juice did stirre th’ embracing vines,
And birds had drawne their valentines.
The jealous trout, that low did lie,

Rose at a wel-dissembled flie :

There stood my friend, with patient skill
Attending of his trembling quill.
Already were the eaves possest

With the swift pilgrim’s daubed nest ;
The groves already did rejoyce

In Philomel’s triumphing voyce.

The showers were short, the weather mild,
The morning fresh, the evening smil'd.
Jone takes her neat-rub’d paile, and now
She trips to milk the sand-red cow,

17
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* On a banck as I sate a-fishing, &c.] Was probably composed
by Wotton during his later years ; for Walton, in Zhe Life of
Sir Henry, describing “ the employment of his time” after he
became Provost of Eton College, says, “ Nor did he forget
his innate pleasure of angling, which he would usually call
his idle time, not idly spext, saying often, he would rather live
five May months than forty Decembers;” and in the Epistle
Dedicatory before The Complete Angler he observes, “I re-
member Sir Henry Wotton (a dear lover of this art) has told
me that his intentions were to write a discourse of the art
and in praise of angling, and doubtless he had done so, if
death had not prevented him.”
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‘Where for some sturdy foot-ball swaine
Jone strokes a sillibub or twaine.

The fields and gardens were beset
With tulip, crocus, violet ;

And now, though late, the modest rose
Did more then halfe a blush disclose.
Thus all look’t gay, all full of chear,
To welcome the new-liveri’d yeare.

A TRANSLATION OF THE CIV. PSALM TO THE
ORIGINALL SENSE.

My soul, exalt the Lord with hymns of praise :
O Lord, my God, how boundless is thy might !
Whose throne of state is cloth’d with'glorious raies,
And round about hast roab’d thyself with light ;
‘Who like a curtain hast the heavens displaid,
And in the watery roofs thy chambers laid ;

‘Whose chariots are the thickned clouds above,
‘Who walk’st upon the winged winds below
At whose command the airie spirits move,
And fiery meteors their obedience show ;
‘Who on his base the earth didst firmly found,
And mad’st the deep to circumvest it round.

The waves that rise would drown the highest hill,
But at thy check they flie, and when they hear
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Thy thundring voice, they post to do thy will,
And bound their furies in their proper sphere,

‘Where surging flouds and valing ebs can tel

That none beyond thy marks must sink or swel.

Who hath dispos’d but thou the winding way
‘Where springs down from the steepy crags dobeat?
At which both foster’d beasts their thirsts alay,
And the wild asses come to quench their heat ;
‘Where birds resort, and, in their kind, thy praise
Among the branches chant in warbling laies.

The mounts are watered from thy dwelling-place ;
The barns and meads are fill'd for man and beast ;

‘Wine glads the heart, and oyl adorns the face,
Andbread the staffe whereon our strength doth rest;

Nor shrubs alone feel thy suffizing hand,

But even the cedars that so proudly stand.

So have the fowls their sundry seats to breed, -
The ranging stork in stately beeches dwels ;
The climing goats on hils securely feed,
The mining conies shroud in rockie cels;
Nor can the heavenly lights their course forget,
The moon her turns, or sun his times to set.

Thou mak’st the night to over-vail the day:
Then savage beasts creep from the silent wood,

Then lions whelps lie roaring for their prey,
And at thy powerfull hand demand their food ;



20 POEMS BY SIR HENRY WOTTON.

‘Who when at morn they all recouch again,
Then toiling man till eve pursues his pain.

O Lord, when on thy various works we look,
How richly furnish’d is the earth we tread !
Where in the fair contents of Nature’s book
‘We may the wonders of thy wisdom read ;
Nor earth alone, but, lo, the sea so wide,
‘Where, great and small, a world of creatures glide !

There go the ships that farrow out their way ;
Yea, there of whales enormous sights we see,
‘Which yet have scope among the rest to play,
And all do wait for their support on thee,
‘Who hast assign’d each thing his proper food,
And in due season dost dispence thy good.

They gather when thy gifts thou dost divide,
Their stores abound, if thou thy hand enlarge ;

Confus'd they are when thou thy beams dost hide,
In dust resolv’d, if thou their breath discharge;

Again, when thou of life renew’st the seeds,

The withered fields revest their chearfull weeds.

Be ever gloried here thy soveraign name,
That thou maist smile on all which thou hast made,
‘Whose frown alone can shake this earthly frame,
And at whose touch the hils in smoak shal vade:
For me, may, while I breathe, both harp and voice
In sweet inditement of thy hymns rejoice !
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Let sinners faile, let all profannesse cease ;—
His praise, my soul, his praise shal be thy peace.

A HYMN* TO MY GOD IN A NIGHT OF MY LATE
SICKNESS.

On thou great power; in whom I move,
For whom I live, to whom I die!
Behold me through thy beams of love,

‘Whilest on this couch of tears Ilye,
And cleanse my sordid soul within
By thy Christ’s bloud, the bath of sin.

* A hymn, &c.] Was sent to Isaac Walton with the follow-
_ ing letter, which is printed, without a date, in Rel. Wot. p. 513,
ed. 1651. “ My worthy friend,—Since I last saw you, I have
been confin’d to my chamber by a quotidian feaver, I thank
God, of more contumacie then malignitie. It had once left
me, as I thought; but it was only to fetch more company,
returning with a surcrew of those splenetick vapors that are
call’d hypocondriacal ; of which, most say, the cure is good
company ; and I desire no better physician then yourself. I
have in one of those fits endeavour'd to make it more easie
by composing a short hymn; and since I have apparelled my
best thoughts so Iightly as in verse, I hope I shall be pardond
a second vanitie, if I communicate it with such a friend as
yourself: to whom I wish a chearfull spirit, and a thankfull
heart to value it as one of the greatest blessings of our good
+ God; in whose dear love I leave you, remaining, your poor
friend to serve you, H. Wotton.,” This illness appears to
have been that which terminated in his death, Dec. 1639.


















