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And gave you credit %o converse with
orbweba
Here ginee your misiress’ death hath
broke up howse,
Face. You might talk softlier, raseal.
Bim. No, you scarab,
I'll thunder you in pieces. 1 will teach
you i
How to bewars to tempt & Fury again
That carsies tempest in his hand and
vidoe.
Face. The place has made you walisnt.
Bue. Mo, your elothes.
Thou vermin, have | ta'en thes out of
dung,
Bo poor, so wretched, when no living
thing
Would keep thes company but a speder
ar worsa?
Rauised thes from brooms, and dust, and
wal ring-pots,
SHuohlivgd thes, and erolfed thes, and
fized thee
I' the third region, called our stafe of

grocel
Wrought thee to sprd, to qm'nlmm:rms.
with pains
Would twice have won me the ,umer:-h
ophers’ work?
Put thee in words and fashion? BMade
theee fit
For more than ordinary fellowships?
Giv'n thee thy oaths, thy guarreling
dimensiona?
Thy rules to cheat at horse race, cockpit,
cards,
Dvice, or whatever gallant tincture ® ¢lse?
Muade thee a second in mine own great
art?
And have [ this for thank?
rebel?
Do wou fiy out ' the projeciiond 8
Would you be gone now?
Iiotr. Gentlemen, what mean you? 80
Wil you mar all?
Bon. Slave, thou hadst had no name—
Diors. Will yvou undo yourselves with
civil war?
Bup. Never been known, past equi diba-

Rum,

The heat of horse dung, under ground,
in oallars,

} Involination to gallaniry.

¥ (b thee completion of the experimeni.

Do you

THE ALCHEMIST ) I,
U an alehouse darker than deaf John'
been lost

To all rmankind but laundresses
tapsters,
Had not I bean.
Do, Do you know who hears
sovereign
Ficr. Sirrah—
Dove., Nay, peneral, I thought
were ¢ivil,
Face. T shall turm desperate, i you
thus loud.
Bue. And hang thysell, T care not.
Face. Hang thee, collier,
And sll thy pots and pans! In pie
T will,
Binee thou hast moved me—
¥ (hoLL. i}, this'll o"erthrow
Face. Writs thee up bawd in Paol's ¢
all thy tricks
O ooa'ning with a hollow eoal,
serapings,
dearching for things lost, with a sieve
shoars,
Erecting figures in your rows of &
Apd taking in of shadows with a
Told ® in red leiters, and & fsce cub
Lhis
Worse than Gamalie]l Hatsey's.?
DrovLr. Are you
Hn' you your senses, masters?
Facs. I will have
A book, bat barely reckoning thy
postures,
2hall prove a true philosophers’ slons
jrtibers,
Suw. Away, you trencher-rasesl!
Fare. Ok, vou dog
This vofuil of all prisons—
Do, Will you
Your own destrostions, pentlemen?
Face, Btill spewed
For Iving too heavy o the baskets
Bue.

Farm, Bawd!

| fonson Frequently encloses in
pamsages that pre sside or nre incdsniel @
min medbon.

"5t Pal's Cathedril, & oommon
place for all Londom,

b & method of divinsiban.

W,

T A highwayman hanged im 1605,

¥ Taking more than his share of the p
fiooad.
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8o,
Facs.
Sun,

Cowherd!
Conjurer!
Cutpurse!
Face. Witeh!
Doww. O me!
We are ruined, lost! Ha' you no more

To your reputstions?
judgment? “Slight,!
Hsve yot some care of me, o' your
republic 110
Facs. Away, this brach!* I'll bring thee,
rogue, within
The statute of sorcery, tricesimo tertio
Of Harry the Eight* ay, and perhaps
thy neck
Within & noose, for laund'ring ¢ gold and
barbing * it.
Dour. Youll bring your head within a
coxcomb,* will you?

Where's your

She cateheth out Pace kis sword, and breaks
Subtic’s glass.
And you, sir, with your menstrue’’
Gather it up.
*Sdeath, you abominable pair of stink-
ards,
Leave off your barking, and grow one

ajain,
Or, by the light that shines, I'll eut your

throats,
I'll not be made a prey unto the mar-
shal * 120

For ne'er a snarling dogbolt * o' you both.

Hs’ you together cozened all this while

And all the world, and shall it now be
said

Yo' have made most courteous shift to
cozen yourselves?—

(To Face] You will secuse him? You
will bring him in

Within the statute? Who shall take your
word—

A whoreson, upstart, apocryphal cap-
tain,

Whom not & Puritan in Blackfriars will
trust

1Ry God's light, a mild oath. Cf. also Od's

precious, "Slid, ote. T Bitoh.
*In the thirtythird year of Henry the
Eighth, i.c., 1541.

" Swoating.” 1.,

' Clippéng.

¢ Fool's cap.

washing in soid.
7 Salvent.
* Prison warden,

¥ Useloss serow; hones, n worthless thing.
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So much as for & feather?—{To Subtle.]
And you too

Will give the cause, forsooth? You will
insult, " 130

And clsim s primacy in the divisons?

You must be chief, as if you only had

The poulder to project ' with, and the
work

Were not begun out of equality?

The veater ¥ tripartite? All things in

common?

Without priority? ’Sdeath, you per-
petual eurs,

Fall to your couples again, and cozen
kindly

And heartily and lovingly, as you should,
And lose not the beginning of a term
Or, by this hand, I shall grow factious

too 140
And take my part and quit you.
Face. 'Tis his fault;

He ever murmurs, and objects his pains,
And says the weight of sll lies upon
him.
Sus, Why, 20 it does.
Dows. How does it? Do not we
Sustain our parts?
Sus. Yes, but they are not equal.
Dotr. Why, if your part exceed today, I
bope
Ours may tomorrow matceh it,
Sun, Ay, they may.
Dott. “May,” murmuring mastifi? Ay,
snd do, Death on me!
Help me to thrattle * him.
[Strives to choke him.)
Sun, Dorothy! Mistress Dorothy!
(d's precious, T1l do anything. What
do you mean? 150
DoLL. Beeause o' your fermentation snd
abation?
Sun. Not I, by beaven—
Dots. Your Sol and Luna—{To Face.)
Help me!
Sus. Would I were hanged then! I
conform mysell.
Dour. Will you, sir?
quickly. Swear.
Sum, What should I swear?

Do so then, and

» Behave insobeatly.
U Apply the elixir to the metal to be trans-

muted. 11 Venture.
¥ A term of court, when Loodos was crowded
with vimtors. 1 Throttle.
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L. Ta leave vour fastion, sir,
And labor kindly in the eommune * wark.
Sun, Let me not hreathe f [ meant sught

cabide,
1 anly wsed those speeches as & Bpur
To him.
Do
Do W
Face, 'Shd, prove today who shall shark ®
Duemt.
Bum.
Dot Yes, and wo
Hire,

1 hope we need no Bpurs, sir.

. ]
rk close and friendly.
"Slight, the kuot
Shall grow the stronger for this hreach,
wilth me. [They shake Ramada,]
Mowt. Why, =0, my good baboons! Hhall
we o make
A sort® of sober, seurvy, prectse naigh-
Toors,#
That scarce have smiled twice sin' the
king camse in,®
A foast of laughter at our follies? Rascals,
Would run themselves from birestl Lo e
e Fide?
Or you t' have but a hole to thrust your
heads in,
For which you should pay ear-rent.! No,

Ll i
And may Deon Provost® ride a-fensting *
lomg 150
In his old wvelvet jerkin and shaind
penrls,
My noble sovercign and waorthy general,
Fre we contribute s mow crowel W garier
To kis most worstod worship.

Hure. Rayal Dall!
Spoken like Claridiana, ' and thyself.
Faos. For which at sapper thou shalt sit

in triwmph,

And not be styled Doll Common, but
Toll Froper,

Doll Singalar. The longest cut  at
niglhit

Shall drsw thee for his Doll Particular.

[A bell mings.]

V Cmumat- i [ ., the Pariisns.

? Awindle, oo@ofi. b m 100G

¥ el & J g, caried san bawd

¥ [ lome your ekes in the pillory

B[ ¢, tho hamgman. |
was ihe elothes ol the criminsl,

F Theving

I & worsted Farn, with & pun on e,

i Herndne of the romance, Tha Mirror af

K mighdhood

THE ALCHEMIST
Syp, Who's that?

yart of whosy parquisibes

Ome rings. To
window, Doll. Pray heaven
The master do not trouble us
quarter,
Facs. O, fear not him. While
one & week
(" the plagee, he's safe from thinki
toward London.
Beside, he's busy at his hopwarde o
1 had & letter from him. If ke do,
He'll send such word for siring o'
Teiase
As you shall have sufficient time to g
ik,
Though wa hreak up a fortnight, "t
mather.
Bym. Who ia it, Doell?
Dott. A fine young quodl
Face.
M:.‘I lawyer's cherk I lighted on

might
In Holbom st the Dagger. He w
'|'|.'r.|.1.'El
(1 tald you of him) s famshar,'
Ty rifke 1 with at horsea andl win
Diope. 0, kot him in.

there di

i

Bum. Htay. Who ehall
Face. Cret
Your robes on; 1 will meet him,

EOAn ot
Dol And wlhat shall I do?
Not be seen; away!—[Exil

FacE,

Hpsdr ¥ou VeTy reservisl,
Bun. Eanough. |
Face. [Shouting to Subdle.|

w" you, 6iF,
1 pray you let hie know that 1 was
His namee 58 Dijper.— [Pretends fo
1 would gladly have gtayed, ba

Acr I Bexss il
Dapper, Faee, Subtle.

[Dar.] Captain, T am betere,
Fack  Wha's that?—He's come, 1
doctar.—
Good faith, sir, [ was going SWaY.
Dar. In
I am very sorry, eaptain.
Face.
Bure T should mest Yo,
11 Codling. & green apple; here &h
young MR v Hafe, bold &
1 Familine apirit. v aa il

But I



