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1. What’s the same as As You Like it?

2. What’s different from As You Like it?

3. What’s been left out?

4. How do Lodge’s and Shakespeare’s respective forms shape their narratives?

There dwelled adjoining to the city of Bordeaux a knight of most honorable parentage, whom fortune had
graced with many favors, and nature honored with sundry exquisite qualities, so beautified with the
excellence of both, as it was a question whether fortune or nature were more prodigal in deciphering the
riches of their bounties. Wise he was, as holding in his head a supreme conceit of policy, reaching with
Nestor into the depth of all civil government; and to make his wisdom more gracious, he had that salem
ingenii and pleasant eloquence that was so highly commended in Ulysses: his valor was no less than his wit,
nor the stroke of his lance no less forcible than the sweetness of his tongue was persuasive; for he was for
his courage chosen the principal of all the Knights of Malta. This hardy knight, thus enriched with virtue
and honor, surnamed Sir John of Bordeaux, having passed the prime of his youth in sundry battles against
the Turks, at last (as the date of time hath his course) grew aged. His hairs were silver-hued, and the map
of age was figured on his forehead: honor sat in the furrows of his face, and many years were portrayed in
his wrinkled lineaments, that all men might perceive his glass was run, and that nature of necessity
challenged her due. Sir John, that with the Phoenix knew the term of his life was now expired, and could,
with the swan, discover his end by her songs, having three sons by his wife Lynida, the very pride of all his
forepassed years, thought now, seeing death by constraint would compel him to leave them, to bestow
upon them such a legacy as might bewray his love, and increase their ensuing amity. Calling, therefore, these
young gentlemen before him, in the presence of all his fellow Knights of Malta, he resolved to leave them
a memorial of all his fatherly care in setting down a method of their brotherly duties. Having, therefore,
death in his looks to move them to pity, and tears in his eyes to paint out the depth of his passions, taking
his eldest son by the hand, he began thus:
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SIR JOHN OF BORDEAUX' LEGACY HE GAVE TO HIS SONS
"O my sons, you see that fate hath set a period of my years, and destinies have determined the final end of
my days: the palm tree waxeth away-ward, for he stoopeth in his height, and my plumes are full of sick
feathers touched with age. I must to my grave that dischargeth all cares, and leave you to the world that
increaseth many sorrows: my silver hairs containeth great experience, and in the number of my years are
penned down the subtleties of fortune. Therefore, as I leave you some fading pelf to countercheck poverty,
so I will bequeath you infallible precepts that shall lead you unto virtue. First, therefore, unto thee Saladyne,
the eldest, and therefore the chiefest pillar of my house, wherein should be engraven as well the excellence
of thy father's qualities, as the essential form of his proportion, to thee I give fourteen ploughlands, with
all my manor houses and richest plate. Next, unto Fernandyne I bequeath twelve ploughlands. But, unto
Rosader, the youngest, I give my horse, my armor, and my lance, with sixteen ploughlands; for if the inward
thoughts be discovered by outward shadows, Rosader will exceed you all in bounty and honor. Thus, my
sons, have I parted in your portions the substance of my wealth, wherein if you be as prodigal to spend as
I have been careful to get, your friends will grieve to see you more wasteful than I was bountiful, and your
foes smile that my fall did begin in your excess. Let mine honor be the glass of your actions, and the fame
of my virtues the lodestar to direct the course of your pilgrimage. Aim your deeds by my honorable
endeavors, and show yourselves scions worthy of so flourishing a tree, lest, as the birds Halcyones, which
exceed in whiteness, I hatch young ones that surpass in blackness. Climb not, my sons: aspiring pride is a
vapor that ascendeth high, but soon turneth to smoke; they which stare at the stars stumble upon stones,
and such as gaze at the sun (unless they be eagle-eyed) fall blind. Soar not with the hobby,[1] lest you fall
with the lark, nor attempt not with Phaeton, lest you drown with Icarus. Fortune, when she wills you to fly,
tempers your plumes with wax; and therefore either sit still and make no wing, or else beware the sun, and
hold Daedalus' axiom authentical, medium tenere tutissimum. Low shrubs have deep roots, and poor cottages
great patience. Fortune looks ever upward, and envy aspireth to nestle with dignity. Take heed, my sons,
the mean is sweetest melody; where strings high stretched, either soon crack, or quickly grow out of tune.
Let your country's care be your heart's content, and think that you are not born for yourselves, but to level
your thoughts to be loyal to your prince, careful for the common weal, and faithful to your friends; so shall
France say, 'These men are as excellent in virtues as they be exquisite in features.' O my sons, a friend is a
precious jewel, within whose bosom you may unload your sorrows and unfold your secrets, and he either
will relieve with counsel, or persuade with reason: but take heed in the choice: the outward show makes
not the inward man, nor are the dimples in the face the calendars of truth. When the liquorice leaf looketh
most dry, then it is most wet: when the shores of Lepanthus are most quiet, then they forepoint a storm.
The Baaran leaf the more fair it looks, the more infectious it is, and in the sweetest words is oft hid the
most treachery. Therefore, my sons, choose a friend as the Hyperborei do the metals, sever them from the
ore with fire, and let them not bide the stamp before they be current: so try and then trust, let time be
touchstone of friendship, and then friends faithful lay them up for jewels. Be valiant, my sons, for cowardice
is the enemy to honor; but not too rash, for that is an extreme. Fortitude is the mean, and that is limited
within bonds, and prescribed with circumstance. But above all," and with that he fetched a deep sigh,
"beware of love, for it is far more perilous than pleasant, and yet, I tell you, it allureth as ill as the Sirens. O
my sons, fancy is a fickle thing, and beauty's paintings are tricked up with time's colors, which, being set to
dry in the sun, perish with the same. Venus is a wanton, and though her laws pretend liberty, yet there is
nothing but loss and glistering misery. Cupid's wings are plumed with the feathers of vanity, and his arrows,
where they pierce, enforce nothing but deadly desires: a woman's eye, as it is precious to behold, so is it
prejudicial to gaze upon; for as it affordeth delight, so it snareth unto death. Trust not their fawning favors,
for their loves are like the breath of a man upon steel, which no sooner lighteth on but it leapeth off, and
their passions are as momentary as the colors of a polype, which changeth at the sight of every object. My
breath waxeth short, and mine eyes dim: the hour is come, and I must away: therefore let this suffice,
women are wantons, and yet men cannot want one: and therefore, if you love, choose her that hath eyes of
adamant, that will turn only to one point; her heart of a diamond, that will receive but one form; her tongue
of a Sethin leaf, that never wags but with a south-east wind: and yet, my sons, if she have all these qualities,
to be chaste, obedient, and silent, yet for that she is a woman, shalt thou find in her sufficient vanities to
countervail her virtues. Oh now, my sons, even now take these my last words as my latest legacy, for my
thread is spun, and my foot is in the grave. Keep my precepts as memorials of your father's counsels, and
let them be lodged in the secret of your hearts; for wisdom is better than wealth, and a golden sentence
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worth a world of treasure. In my fall see and mark, my sons, the folly of man, that being dust climbeth with
Biares to reach at the heavens, and ready every minute to die, yet hopeth for an age of pleasures. Oh, man's
life is like lightning that is but a flash, and the longest date of his years but as a bavin's[2] blaze. Seeing then
man is so mortal, be careful that thy life be virtuous, that thy death may be full of admirable honors: so
shalt thou challenge fame to be thy fautor,[3] and put oblivion to exile with thine honorable actions. But,
my sons, lest you should forget your father's axioms, take this scroll, wherein read what your father dying
wills you to execute living." At this he shrunk down in his bed, and gave up the ghost.
John of Bordeaux being thus dead was greatly lamented of his sons, and bewailed of his friends, especially
of his fellow Knights of Malta, who attended on his funerals, which were performed with great solemnity.
His obsequies done, Saladyne caused, next his epitaph, the contents of the scroll to be portrayed out, which
were to this effect:
The Contents of the Schedule which Sir John of Bordeaux gave to his Sons
My sons, behold what portion I do give:
I leave you goods, but they are quickly lost;
I leave advice, to school you how to live;
I leave you wit, but won with little cost;
But keep it well, for counsel still is one,
When father, friends, and worldly goods are gone.
In choice of thrift let honor be thy gain,
Win it by virtue and by manly might;
In doing good esteem thy toil no pain;
Protect the fatherless and widow's right:
Fight for thy faith, thy country, and thy king,
For why? this thrift will prove a blessèd thing.
In choice of wife, prefer the modest-chaste;
Lilies are fair in show, but foul in smell:
The sweetest looks by age are soon defaced;
Then choose thy wife by wit and living well.
Who brings thee wealth and many faults withal,
Presents thee honey mixed with bitter gall.
In choice of friends, beware of light belief;
A painted tongue may shroud a subtle heart;
The Siren's tears do threaten mickle grief;
Foresee, my son, for fear of sudden smart:
Choose in thy wants, and he that friends thee then,
When richer grown, befriend thou him agen.
Learn with the ant in summer to provide;
Drive with the bee the drone from out thy hive:
Build like the swallow in the summer tide;
Spare not too much, my son, but sparing thrive:
Be poor in folly, rich in all but sin:
So by thy death thy glory shall begin.
Saladyne having thus set up the schedule, and hanged about his father's hearse many passionate poems,
that France might suppose him to be passing sorrowful, he clad himself and his brothers all in black, and
in such sable suits discoursed his grief: but as the hyena when she mourns is then most guileful, so Saladyne
under this show of grief shadowed a heart full of contented thoughts: the tiger, though he hide his claws,
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will at last discover his rapine: the lion's looks are not the maps of his meaning, nor a man's physnomy is
not the display of his secrets. Fire cannot be hid in the straw, nor the nature of man so concealed, but at
last it will have his course: nurture and art may do much, but that natura naturans, which by propagation is
ingrafted in the heart, will be at last perforce predominant according to the old verse:
Naturam expellas furca, tamen usque recurret.
So fared it with Saladyne, for after a month's mourning was passed, he fell to consideration of his father's
testament; how he had bequeathed more to his younger brothers than himself, that Rosader was his father's
darling, but now under his tuition, that as yet they were not come to years, and he being their guardian,
might, if not defraud them of their due, yet make such havoc of their legacies and lands, as they should be
a great deal the lighter: whereupon he began thus to meditate with himself:
SALADYNE'S MEDITATION WITH HIMSELF
"Saladyne, how art thou disquieted in thy thoughts, and perplexed with a world of restless passions, having
thy mind troubled with the tenor of thy father's testament, and thy heart fired with the hope of present
preferment! By the one thou art counselled to content thee with thy fortunes, by the other persuaded to
aspire to higher wealth. Riches, Saladyne, is a great royalty, and there is no sweeter physic than store. Avicen,
like a fool, forgot in his Aphorisms to say that gold was the most precious restorative, and that treasure was
the most excellent medicine of the mind. O Saladyne, what, were thy father's precepts breathed into the
wind? hast thou so soon forgotten his principles? did he not warn thee from coveting without honor, and
climbing without virtue? did he not forbid thee to aim at any action that should not be honorable? and what
will be more prejudicial to thy credit, than the careless ruin of thy brothers' welfare? why, shouldst not thou
be the pillar of thy brothers' prosperity? and wilt thou become the subversion of their fortunes? is there
any sweeter thing than concord, or a more precious jewel than amity? are you not sons of one father, scions
of one tree, birds of one nest, and wilt thou become so unnatural as to rob them, whom thou shouldst
relieve? No, Saladyne, entreat them with favors, and entertain them with love, so shalt thou have thy
conscience clear and thy renown excellent. Tush, what words are these, base fool, far unfit (if thou be wise)
for thy humor? What though thy father at his death talked of many frivolous matters, as one that doated
for age and raved in his sickness; shall his words be axioms, and his talk be so authentical, that thou wilt,
to observe them, prejudice thyself? No no, Saladyne, sick men's wills that are parole[1] and have neither
hand nor seal, are like the laws of a city written in dust, which are broken with the blast of every wind.
What, man, thy father is dead, and he can neither help thy fortunes, nor measure thy actions; therefore bury
his words with his carcase, and be wise for thyself. What, 'tis not so old as true,
Non sapit, qui sibi non sapit.
Thy brother is young, keep him now in awe; make him not checkmate[1] with thyself, for
Nimia familiaritas contemptum parit.
Let him know little, so shall he not be able to execute much: suppress his wits with a base estate, and though
he be a gentleman by nature, yet form him anew, and make him a peasant by nurture: so shalt thou keep
him as a slave, and reign thyself sole lord over all thy father's possessions. As for Fernandyne, thy middle
brother, he is a scholar and hath no mind but on Aristotle: let him read on Galen while thou riflest[1] with
gold, and pore on his book till thou dost purchase lands: wit is great wealth; if he have learning it is enough:
and so let all rest."
In this humor was Saladyne, making his brother Rosader his foot-boy, for the space of two or three years,
keeping him in such servile subjection, as if he had been the son of any country vassal. The young gentleman
bore all with patience, till on a day, walking in the garden by himself, he began to consider how he was the
son of John of Bordeaux, a knight renowned for many victories, and a gentleman famosed for his virtues;
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how, contrary to the testament of his father, he was not only kept from his land and entreated as a servant,
but smothered in such secret slavery, as he might not attain to any honorable actions.
"Ah," quoth he to himself, nature working these effectual passions, "why should I, that am a gentleman
born, pass my time in such unnatural drudgery? were it not better either in Paris to become a scholar, or in
the court a courtier, or in the field a soldier, than to live a foot-boy to my own brother? Nature hath lent
me wit to conceive, but my brother denied me art to contemplate: I have strength to perform any honorable
exploit, but no liberty to accomplish my virtuous endeavors: those good parts that God hath bestowed
upon me, the envy of my brother doth smother in obscurity; the harder is my fortune, and the more his
frowardness."
With that casting up his hand he felt hair on his face, and perceiving his beard to bud, for choler he began
to blush, and swore to himself he would be no more subject to such slavery. As thus he was ruminating of
his melancholy passions, in came Saladyne with his men, and seeing his brother in a brown study, and to
forget his wonted reverence, thought to shake him out of his dumps[1] thus:
"Sirrah," quoth he, "what is your heart on your halfpenny,[1] or are you saying a dirge for your father's soul?
What, is my dinner ready?"
At this question Rosader, turning his head askance, and bending his brows as if anger there had ploughed
the furrows of her wrath, with his eyes full of fire, he made this reply:
"Dost thou ask me, Saladyne, for thy cates?[1] ask some of thy churls who are fit for such an office: I am
thine equal by nature, though not by birth, and though thou hast more cards in the bunch,[2] I have as
many trumps in my hands as thyself. Let me question with thee, why thou hast felled my woods, spoiled
my manor houses, and made havoc of such utensils as my father bequeathed unto me? I tell thee, Saladyne,
either answer me as a brother, or I will trouble thee as an enemy."
At this reply of Rosader's Saladyne smiled as laughing at his presumption, and frowned as checking his
folly: he therefore took him up thus shortly:
"What, sirrah! well I see early pricks the tree that will prove a thorn: hath my familiar conversing with you
made you coy,[1] or my good looks drawn you to be thus contemptuous? I can quickly remedy such a fault,
and I will bend the tree while it is a wand. In faith, sir boy, I have a snaffle for such a headstrong colt. You,
sirs, lay hold on him and bind him, and then I will give him a cooling card for his choler."
This made Rosader half mad, that stepping to a great rake that stood in the garden, he laid such load upon[1]
his brother's men that he hurt some of them, and made the rest of them run away. Saladyne, seeing Rosader
so resolute and with his resolution so valiant, thought his heels his best safety, and took him to a loft
adjoining to the garden, whither Rosader pursued him hotly. Saladyne, afraid of his brother's fury, cried out
to him thus:
"Rosader, be not so rash: I am thy brother and thine elder, and if I have done thee wrong I'll make thee
amends: revenge not anger in blood, for so shalt thou stain the virtue of old Sir John of Bordeaux: say
wherein thou art discontent and thou shalt be satisfied. Brothers' frowns ought not to be periods of wrath:
what, man, look not so sourly; I know we shall be friends, and better friends than we have been,
for, Amantium ira amoris redintegratio est."
These words appeased the choler of Rosader, for he was of a mild and courteous nature, so that he laid
down his weapons, and upon the faith of a gentleman assured his brother he would offer him no prejudice:
whereupon Saladyne came down, and after a little parley they embraced each other and became friends;
and Saladyne promising Rosader the restitution of all his lands, "and what favor else," quoth he, "any ways
my ability or the nature of a brother may perform." Upon these sugared reconciliations they went into the
house arm in arm together, to the great content of all the old servants of Sir John of Bordeaux.
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Thus continued the pad[1] hidden in the straw, till it chanced that Torismond, king of France, had appointed
for his pleasure a day of wrastling and of tournament to busy his commons' heads, lest, being idle, their
thoughts should run upon more serious matters, and call to remembrance their old banished king; a
champion there was to stand against all comers, a Norman, a man of tall stature and of great strength; so
valiant, that in many such conflicts he always bare away the victory, not only overthrowing them which he
encountered, but often with the weight of his body killing them outright. Saladyne hearing of this, thinking
now not to let the ball fall to the ground, but to take opportunity by the forehead, first by secret means
convented[2] with the Norman, and procured him with rich rewards to swear that if Rosader came within
his claws he should never more return to quarrel with Saladyne for his possessions. The Norman desirous
of pelf—as Quis nisi mentis inops oblatum respuit aurum?—taking great gifts for little gods, took the crowns of
Saladyne to perform the stratagem.
Having thus the champion tied to his villainous determination by oath, he prosecuted the intent of his
purpose thus. He went to young Rosader, who in all his thoughts reached at honor, and gazed no lower
than virtue commanded him, and began to tell him of this tournament and wrastling, how the king should
be there, and all the chief peers of France, with all the beautiful damosels of the country.
"Now, brother," quoth he, "for the honor of Sir John of Bordeaux, our renowmed father, to famous that
house that never hath been found without men approved in chivalry, show thy resolution to be
peremptory.[1] For myself thou knowest, though I am eldest by birth, yet never having attempted any deeds
of arms, I am youngest to perform any martial exploits, knowing better how to survey my lands than to
charge my lance: my brother Fernandyne he is at Paris poring on a few papers, having more insight into
sophistry and principles of philosophy, than any warlike endeavors; but thou, Rosader, the youngest in
years but the eldest in valor, art a man of strength, and darest do what honor allows thee. Take thou my
father's lance, his sword, and his horse, and hie thee to the tournament, and either there valiantly crack a
spear, or try with the Norman for the palm of activity."
The words of Saladyne were but spurs to a free horse, for he had scarce uttered them, ere Rosader took
him in his arms, taking his proffer so kindly, that he promised in what he might to requite his courtesy. The
next morrow was the day of the tournament, and Rosader was so desirous to show his heroical thoughts
that he passed the night with little sleep; but as soon as Phoebus had vailed the curtain of the night, and
made Aurora blush with giving her the bezo les labres[1] in her silver couch, he gat him up, and taking his
leave of his brother, mounted himself towards the place appointed, thinking every mile ten leagues till he
came there.
But leaving him so desirous of the journey, to Torismond, the king of France, who having by force banished
Gerismond, their lawful king, that lived as an outlaw in the forest of Arden, sought now by all means to
keep the French busied with all sports that might breed their content. Amongst the rest he had appointed
this solemn tournament, whereunto he in most solemn manner resorted, accompanied with the twelve
peers of France, who, rather for fear than love, graced him with the show of their dutiful favors. To feed
their eyes, and to make the beholders pleased with the sight of most rare and glistering objects, he had
appointed his own daughter Alinda to be there, and the fair Rosalynde, daughter unto Gerismond, with all
the beautiful damosels that were famous for their features in all France. Thus in that place did love and war
triumph in a sympathy; for such as were martial might use their lance to be renowmed for the excellence
of their chivalry, and such as were amorous might glut themselves with gazing on the beauties of most
heavenly creatures. As every man's eye had his several survey, and fancy was partial in their looks, yet all in
general applauded the admirable riches that nature bestowed on the face of Rosalynde; for upon her cheeks
there seemed a battle between the Graces, who should bestow most favors to make her excellent. The blush
that gloried Luna, when she kissed the shepherd on the hills of Latmos, was not tainted with such a pleasant
dye as the vermilion flourished on the silver hue of Rosalynde's countenance: her eyes were like those lamps
that make the wealthy covert of the heavens more gorgeous, sparkling favor and disdain, courteous and yet
coy, as if in them Venus had placed all her amorets, and Diana all her chastity. The trammels of her hair,
folded in a caul[1] of gold, so far surpassed the burnished glister of the metal, as the sun doth the meanest
star in brightness: the tresses that folds in the brows of Apollo were not half so rich to the sight, for in her
hairs it seemed love had laid herself in ambush, to entrap the proudest eye that durst gaze upon their
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excellence: what should I need to decipher her particular beauties, when by the censure of all she was the
paragon of all earthly perfection? This Rosalynde sat, I say, with Alinda as a beholder of these sports, and
made the cavaliers crack their lances with more courage: many deeds of knighthood that day were
performed, and many prizes were given according to their several deserts.
At last, when the tournament ceased, the wrastling began, and the Norman presented himself as a challenger
against all comers, but he looked like Hercules when he advanced himself against Achelous, so that the fury
of his countenance amazed all that durst attempt to encounter with him in any deed of activity: till at last a
lusty franklin of the country came with two tall men that were his sons, of good lineaments and comely
personage. The eldest of these doing his obeisance to the king entered the list, and presented himself to the
Norman, who straight coped with him, and as a man that would triumph in the glory of his strength, roused
himself with such fury, that not only he gave him the fall, but killed him with the weight of his corpulent
personage: which the younger brother seeing, leaped presently into the place, and thirsty after the revenge,
assailed the Norman with such valor, that at the first encounter he brought him to his knees; which repulsed
so the Norman, that, recovering himself, fear of disgrace doubling his strength, he stepped so sternly to the
young franklin, that taking him up in his arms he threw him against the ground so violently, that he broke
his neck, and so ended his days with his brother. At this unlooked for massacre the people murmured, and
were all in a deep passion of pity; but the franklin, father unto these, never changed his countenance, but
as a man of a courageous resolution took up the bodies of his sons without show of outward discontent.
All this while stood Rosader and saw this tragedy; who, noting the undoubted virtue[1] of the franklin's
mind, alighted off from his horse, and presently sate down on the grass, and commanded his boy to pull
off his boots, making him ready to try the strength of this champion. Being furnished as he would, he
clapped the franklin on the shoulder and said thus:
"Bold yeoman, whose sons have ended the term of their years with honor, for that I see thou scornest
fortune with patience, and thwartest the injury of fate with content in brooking the death of thy sons, stand
awhile, and either see me make a third in their tragedy, or else revenge their fall with an honorable triumph."
The franklin, seeing so goodly a gentleman to give him such courteous comfort, gave him hearty thanks,
with promise to pray for his happy success. With that Rosader vailed bonnet to the king, and lightly leaped
within the lists, where noting more the company than the combatant, he cast his eye upon the troop of
ladies that glistered there like the stars of heaven; but at last, Love, willing to make him as amorous as he
was valiant, presented him with the sight of Rosalynde, whose admirable beauty so inveigled the eye of
Rosader, that forgetting himself, he stood and fed his looks on the favor of Rosalynde's face; which she
perceiving blushed, which was such a doubling of her beauteous excellence, that the bashful red of Aurora
at the sight of unacquainted Phaeton, was not half so glorious.
The Norman seeing this young gentleman fettered in the looks of the ladies drave him out of his memento[1]
with a shake by the shoulder. Rosader looking back with an angry frown, as if he had been wakened from
some pleasant dream, discovered to all by the fury of his countenance that he was a man of some high
thoughts: but when they all noted his youth and the sweetness of his visage, with a general applause of
favors, they grieved that so goodly a young man should venture in so base an action; but seeing it were to
his dishonor to hinder him from his enterprise, they wished him to be graced with the palm of victory.
After Rosader was thus called out of his memento by the Norman, he roughly clapped to him with so fierce
an encounter, that they both fell to the ground, and with the violence of the fall were forced to breathe; in
which space the Norman called to mind by all tokens, that this was he whom Saladyne had appointed him
to kill; which conjecture made him stretch every limb, and try every sinew, that working his death he might
recover the gold which so bountifully was promised him. On the contrary part, Rosader while he breathed
was not idle, but still cast his eye upon Rosalynde, who to encourage him with a favor, lent him such an
amorous look, as might have made the most coward desperate: which glance of Rosalynde so fired the
passionate desires of Rosader, that turning to the Norman he ran upon him and braved him with a strong
encounter. The Norman received him as valiantly, that there was a sore combat, hard to judge on whose
side fortune would be prodigal. At last Rosader, calling to mind the beauty of his new mistress, the fame of
his father's honors, and the disgrace that should fall to his house by his misfortune, roused himself and
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threw the Norman against the ground, falling upon his chest with so willing a weight, that the Norman
yielded nature her due, and Rosader the victory.
The death of this champion, as it highly contented the franklin, as a man satisfied with revenge, so it drew
the king and all the peers into a great admiration,[1] that so young years and so beautiful a personage should
contain such martial excellence; but when they knew him to be the youngest son of Sir John of Bordeaux,
the king rose from his seat and embraced him, and the peers entreated him with all favorable courtesy,
commending both his valor and his virtues, wishing him to go forward in such haughty deeds, that he might
attain to the glory of his father's honorable fortunes.
As the king and lords graced him with embracing, so the ladies favored him with their looks, especially
Rosalynde, whom the beauty and valor of Rosader had already touched: but she accounted love a toy, and
fancy a momentary passion, that as it was taken in with a gaze, might be shaken off with a wink, and
therefore feared not to dally in the flame; and to make Rosader know she affected him, took from her neck
a jewel, and sent it by a page to the young gentleman. The prize that Venus gave to Paris was not half so
pleasing to the Troyan as this gem was to Rosader; for if fortune had sworn to make him sole monarch of
the world, he would rather have refused such dignity, than have lost the jewel sent him by Rosalynde. To
return her with the like he was unfurnished, and yet that he might more than in his looks discover his
affection, he stepped into a tent, and taking pen and paper writ this fancy:
Two suns at once from one fair heaven there shined,
Ten branches from two boughs, tipped all with roses,
Pure locks more golden than is gold refined,
Two pearled rows that nature's pride encloses;
Two mounts fair marble-white, down-soft and dainty,
A snow-dyed orb, where love increased by pleasure
Full woeful makes my heart, and body fainty:
Her fair (my woe) exceeds all thought and measure.
In lines confused my luckless harm appeareth,
Whom sorrow clouds, whom pleasant smiling cleareth.
This sonnet he sent to Rosalynde, which when she read she blushed, but with a sweet content in that she
perceived love had allotted her so amorous a servant.
[…]
Corydon having thus made them merry, as they were in the midst of their jollity, word was brought in to
Saladyne and Rosader that a brother of theirs, one Fernandyne, was arrived, and desired to speak with them.
Gerismond overhearing this news, demanded who it was.
"It is, sir," quoth Rosader, "our middle brother, that lives a scholar in Paris; but what fortune hath driven
him to seek us out I know not."
With that Saladyne went and met his brother, whom he welcomed with all courtesy, and Rosader gave him
no less friendly entertainment; brought he was by his two brothers into the parlor where they all sate at
dinner. Fernandyne, as one that knew as many manners as he could[1] points of sophistry, and was as well
brought up as well lettered, saluted them all. But when he espied Gerismond, kneeling on his knee he did
him what reverence belonged to his estate, and with that burst forth into these speeches:
[Footnote 1: knew.]
"Although, right mighty prince, this day of my brother's marriage be a day of mirth, yet time craves another
course; and therefore from dainty cates rise to sharp weapons. And you, the sons of Sir John of Bordeaux,
leave off your amours and fall to arms; change your loves into lances, and now this day show yourselves as
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valiant as hitherto you have been passionate. For know, Gerismond, that hard by at the edge of this forest
the twelve peers of France are up in arms to recover thy right; and Torismond, trooped with a crew of
desperate runagates,[1] is ready to bid them battle. The armies are ready to join; therefore show thyself in
the field to encourage thy subjects; and you, Saladyne and Rosader, mount you, and show yourselves as
hardy soldiers as you have been hearty lovers; so shall you, for the benefit of your country, discover the
idea of your father's virtues to be stamped in your thoughts, and prove children worthy of so honorable a
parent."
[Footnote 1: vagabonds, renegades.]
At this alarm, given him by Fernandyne, Gerismond leaped from the board, and Saladyne and Rosader
betook themselves to their weapons.
"Nay," quoth Gerismond, "go with me; I have horse and armor for us all, and then, being well mounted,
let us show that we carry revenge and honor at our falchions' points."
Thus they leave the brides full of sorrow, especially Alinda, who desired Gerismond to be good to her
father. He, not returning a word because his haste was great, hied him home to his lodge, where he delivered
Saladyne and Rosader horse and armor, and himself armed royally led the way; not having ridden two
leagues before they discovered where in a valley both the battles were joined. Gerismond seeing the wing
wherein the peers fought, thrust in there, and cried "Saint Denis!" Gerismond laying on such load upon his
enemies, that he showed how highly he did estimate of a crown. When the peers perceived that their lawful
king was there, they grew more eager; and Saladyne and Rosader so behaved themselves, that none durst
stand in their way, nor abide the fury of their weapons. To be short, the peers were conquerors, Torismond's
army put to flight, and himself slain in battle. The peers then gathered themselves together, and saluted
their king, conducted him royally into Paris, where he was received with great joy of all the citizens. As
soon as all was quiet and he had received again the crown, he sent for Alinda and Rosalynde to the court,
Alinda being very passionate for the death of her father, yet brooking it with the more patience, in that she
was contented with the welfare of her Saladyne.
Well, as soon as they were come to Paris, Gerismond made a royal feast for the peers and lords of his land,
which continued thirty days, in which time summoning a parliament, by the consent of his nobles he created
Rosader heir apparent to the kingdom; he restored Saladyne to all his father's land and gave him the
Dukedom of Nameurs; he made Fernandyne principal secretary to himself; and that fortune might every
way seem frolic, he made Montanus lord over all the forest of Arden, Adam Spencer Captain of the King's
Guard, and Corydon master of Alinda's flocks.
*****
Here, gentlemen, may you see in Euphues' Golden Legacy, that such as neglect their fathers' precepts, incur
much prejudice; that division in nature, as it is a blemish in nurture, so 'tis a breach of good fortunes; that
virtue is not measured by birth but by action; that younger brethren, though inferior in years, yet may be
superior to honors; that concord is the sweetest conclusion, and amity betwixt brothers more forceable
than fortune. If you gather any fruits by this Legacy, speak well of Euphues for writing it, and me for
fetching it. If you grace me with that favor, you encourage me to be more forward; and as soon as I have
overlooked my labors, expect the Sailor's Calendar.
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1. What genre preceded Prose Romance and what superseded it? What are the
advantages and disadvantages of this popular genre?

2. How useful is source studies in understanding a work of art?
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Week 3: The Renaissance Pastoral

Pieter Bruegel, Landscape with the Flight into Egypt, Courtauld Institute, London, Oil on Board1563, 37.1 ×
55.6 cm

1. What is the pastoral in literature and art?
Our inclination to stillness and tranquillity is seldom much lessened by long
knowledge of the busy and tumultuary part of the world. In childhood we turn our
thoughts to the country, as to the region of pleasure; we recur to it in old age as a
port of rest, and perhaps with that secondary and adventitious gladness, which
every man feels on reviewing those places, or recollecting those occurrences, that
contributed to his youthful enjoyments, and bring him back to the prime of life,
when the world was gay with the bloom of novelty, when mirth wantoned at his
side, and hope sparkled before him.
Samuel Johnson, The Rambler (1750)
2. Do you agree with Johnson?
3. What is the use of the pastoral nowadays?
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Christopher Marlowe, The Passionate Shepherd to His Love (pub. 1599)
Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove,
That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields,
Woods, or steepy mountain yields.
And we will sit upon the Rocks,
Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow Rivers to whose falls
Melodious birds sing Madrigals.
And I will make thee beds of Roses
And a thousand fragrant posies,
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle;
A gown made of the finest wool
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull;
Fair lined slippers for the cold,
With buckles of the purest gold;
A belt of straw and Ivy buds,
With Coral clasps and Amber studs:
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Come live with me, and be my love.
The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing
For thy delight each May-morning:
If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me, and be my love.
Walter Raleigh, The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd (1600)
If all the world and love were young,
And truth in every Shepherd’s tongue,
These pretty pleasures might me move,
To live with thee, and be thy love.
Time drives the flocks from field to fold,
When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold,
And Philomel becometh dumb,
The rest complains of cares to come.
The flowers do fade, and wanton fields,
To wayward winter reckoning yields,
A honey tongue, a heart of gall,
Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.
Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of Roses,
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten:
In folly ripe, in reason rotten.
Thy belt of straw and Ivy buds,

12

The Coral clasps and amber studs,
All these in me no means can move
To come to thee and be thy love.
But could youth last, and love still breed,
Had joys no date, nor age no need,
Then these delights my mind might move
To live with thee, and be thy love.

Homework
Compare and contrast the two poems above.
•
•

Remember to prove your arguments with close textual analysis
Remember to pay attention to the rhetorical features of each poem
(400-600 words)

Phillip Sidney, Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, Chapter 2:
The house it selfe was built of faire and strong stone, not affecting so much any exraordinarie kinde of
finenes, as an honorable representing of a firme statelines. The lightes, doores and staires, rather directed
to the vse of the guest, then to the eye of the Artificer: and yet as the one cheefely heeded, so the other
not neglected; each place handsome without curiositie, and homely without lothsomnes: not so daintie as
not to be trode on, nor yet slubberd vp with good felowshippe: all more lasting then beautifull, but that
the consideration of the exceeding lastingnesse made the eye beleeue it was exceeding beautifull. The
seruants not so many in number, as cleanlie in apparell, and seruiceable in behauiour, testifying euen in
their countanaunces, that their maister tooke aswell care to be serued, as of the[m] that did serue. One of
them was forth-with readie to welcome the shepheards, as men, who though they were were poore, their
master greatly fauoured: and vnderstanding by them, that the young man with whrm was to be much
accounted of, for that they had seene tokens of more then common greatnes, how so euer now eclipsed
with fortune
Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, Chapter 3:
This countrie Arcadia among all the prouinces of Greece, hath euer beene had in singular reputation:
partly for the sweetnesse of the ayre, and other natural benefites, but principally for the well tempered
minds of the people, who (finding that the shining title of glorie so much affected by other nations, doth
in deed helpe little to the happinesse of life) are the onely people, which as by their Iustice and pruidence
geue neither cause nor hope to their neyghbours to annoy them, so are they not sturred with false praise
to trouble others quiet, thinking it a small reward for the wasting of their owne liues in rauening, that
their posteritie should long liue after saie, they had done so. Euen the Muses seeme to approue their good
determinatio[n], by chosing this countrie for their chiefe repairing place, & by bestowing their perfections
so largely here, that the very shepheards haue their fancies lifted to so high conceits, as the learned of
other nations are content both to borrow their names, and imitate their cunning.
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Week 4 Biblical Allusion
Define the following:
1. Archetype =
2. Allegory =
3. Allusion =

Peter Paul Rubens, Cain Killing Abel, Courtauld Institute of Art, London, Oil on Canvas, 131.2 cm/94.2
cm
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1. What is a biblical allusion?

2. How useful is the analysis of biblical allusions?

3. Are such allusions relevant in a secular age?

He [Jesus] said moreover, A certain man had two sons,
12 And

the younger of them said to his father, Father, give me the portion of the goods that falleth to me.
So he divided unto them his substance.
13 So

not many days after, when the younger son had gathered all together, he took his journey into a far
country, and there he wasted his goods with riotous living.
14 Now

when he had spent all, there arose a great dearth throughout that land, and he began to be in
necessity.
15 Then
16 And

he went and clave to a citizen of that country, and he sent him to his farm, to feed swine.

he would fain have filled his belly with the husks that the swine ate: but no man gave them him.

17 [e]Then

he came to himself, and said, How many hired servants at my father’s have bread enough, and I
die for hunger?
18 I

will rise and go to my father, and say unto him, Father, I have sinned against [f]heaven, and before thee,

19 And

am no more worthy to be called thy son: make me as one of thine hired servants.

20 So

he arose and came to his father, and when he was yet a great way off, his father saw him, and had
compassion, and ran and fell on his neck, and kissed him.
21 [g]And

the son said unto him, Father, I have sinned against heaven, and before thee, and am no more
worthy to be called thy son.
22 Then

the father said to his servants, Bring forth the best robe, and put it on him, and put a ring on his
hand, and shoes on his feet,
23 And
24 For

bring the fat calf, and kill him, and let us eat, and be merry:

this my son was dead, and is alive again: and he was lost, but he is found. And they began to be merry.
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25 [h]Now

the elder brother was in the field, and when he came and drew near to the house, he heard melody,
and dancing,
26 And

called one of his servants, and asked what those things meant.

27 And

he said unto him, Thy brother is come, and thy father hath killed the fat calf, because he hath received
him safe and sound.
28 Then

he was angry, and would not go in: therefore came his father out, and entreated him.

29 But

he answered, and said to his father, Lo, these many years have I done thee service, neither brake I at
anytime thy commandment, and yet thou never gavest me a kid that I might make merry with my friends.
30 But

when this thy son was come, which hath devoured thy goods with harlots, thou hast for his sake
killed the fat calf.
31 And

he said unto him, Son thou art ever with me, and all that I have, is thine. It was meet that we should
make merry, and be glad: for this thy brother was dead, and is alive again: and he was lost, but he is found.
(Geneva Bible Luke 15.11-31)

Afterward the man knew Eve his wife which [a]conceived and bare Cain, and said, I have obtained a
man [b]by the Lord.
2 And

again she brought forth his brother Abel, and Abel was a keeper of sheep, and Cain was a tiller of
the ground.
3¶

And in process of time it came to pass, that Cain brought an [c]oblation unto the Lord of the fruit of the
ground.
4 And

Abel also himself brought of the firstfruits of his sheep, and of the fat of them, and the Lord had
respect unto Abel, and to his offering,
5 But

unto Cain and to his offering he had no [d]regard: wherefore Cain was exceedingly wroth and his
countenance fell down.
6 Then

the Lord said unto Cain, Why art thou wroth? and why is thy countenance cast down?

7 If

thou do well, shalt thou not be [e]accepted? and if thou doest not well, sin lieth at the [f]door: also unto
thee his [g]desire shall be subject, and thou shalt rule over him.
8¶

Then Cain spake unto Abel his brother. And when they were in the field, Cain rose up against Abel his
brother, and slew him.
9 Then

the Lord said unto Cain, Where is Abel thy brother? Who answered, I cannot tell. [h]Am I my
brother’s keeper?
10 Again

he said, What hast thou done? the [i]voice of thy brother’s blood crieth unto me, from the earth.
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11 Now

therefore thou art cursed [j]from the earth, which hath opened her mouth to receive thy brother’s
blood from thine hand.
12 When

thou shalt till the ground, it shall not henceforth yield unto thee her strength: a [k]vagabond and a
runagate shalt thou be in the earth.
13 Then

Cain said to the Lord, [l][m]My punishment is greater than I can bear.
(Geneva Genesis 4.1-13)
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Week 5: The Renaissance Cult of Melancholy

Albrecht Dürer, Melancholia I, Minneapolis Institute of Art, 1514.
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1. What is melancholy?

2. How does Shakespeare represent melancholia in As You Like it?

Albrecht
Durer, Melancholia
Minneapolis
Institute
of Art,of1514.
3.
Summarise
below the I,basic
progression
of ideas
Donne’s and Milton’s poems.
John Donne, A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning (https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44131/avalediction-forbidding-mourning)

John Donne, ‘A Valediction: Forbidding Morning’ (Circa. 1612)
As virtuous men pass mildly away,
And whisper to their souls to go,
Whilst some of their sad friends do say
The breath goes now, and some say, No:
So let us melt, and make no noise,
No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;
'Twere profanation of our joys
To tell the laity our love.
Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears,
Men reckon what it did, and meant;
But trepidation of the spheres,
Though greater far, is innocent.
Dull sublunary lovers' love
(Whose soul is sense) cannot admit
Absence, because it doth remove
Those things which elemented it.
But we by a love so much refined,
That our selves know not what it is,

Inter-assured of the mind,
Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss.
Our two souls therefore, which are one,
Though I must go, endure not yet
A breach, but an expansion,
Like gold to airy thinness beat.
If they be two, they are two so
As stiff twin compasses are two;
Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show
To move, but doth, if the other do.
And though it in the center sit,
Yet when the other far doth roam,
It leans and hearkens after it,
And grows erect, as that comes home.
Such wilt thou be to me, who must,
Like th' other foot, obliquely run;
Thy firmness makes my circle just,
And makes me end where I begun.

John Milton, ‘Il Penseroso’ (1632)
Hence vain deluding Joys,
The brood of Folly without father bred,
How little you bested,
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys;

Dwell in some idle brain,
And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess,
As thick and numberless
As the gay motes that people the sunbeams,
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Or likest hovering dreams,
The fickle pensioners of Morpheus' train.
But hail thou goddess, sage and holy,
Hail divinest Melancholy,
Whose saintly visage is too bright
To hit the sense of human sight;
And therefore to our weaker view,
O'er-laid with black, staid Wisdom's hue;
Black, but such as in esteem,
Prince Memnon's sister might beseem,
Or that starr'd Ethiop queen that strove
To set her beauty's praise above
The sea nymphs, and their powers offended.
Yet thou art higher far descended,
Thee bright-hair'd Vesta long of yore,
To solitary Saturn bore;
His daughter she (in Saturn's reign,
Such mixture was not held a stain)
Oft in glimmering bow'rs and glades
He met her, and in secret shades
Of woody Ida's inmost grove,
While yet there was no fear of Jove.
Come pensive nun, devout and pure,
Sober, stedfast, and demure,
All in a robe of darkest grain,
Flowing with majestic train,
And sable stole of cypress lawn,
Over thy decent shoulders drawn.
Come, but keep thy wonted state,
With ev'n step, and musing gait,
And looks commercing with the skies,
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes:
There held in holy passion still,
Forget thyself to marble, till
With a sad leaden downward cast,
Thou fix them on the earth as fast.
And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet,
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet,
And hears the Muses in a ring,
Aye round about Jove's altar sing.
And add to these retired Leisure,
That in trim gardens takes his pleasure;
But first, and chiefest, with thee bring
Him that yon soars on golden wing,
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne,
The cherub Contemplation;
And the mute Silence hist along,
'Less Philomel will deign a song,
In her sweetest, saddest plight,
Smoothing the rugged brow of night,
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke,
Gently o'er th' accustom'd oak.
Sweet bird that shunn'st the noise of folly,
Most musical, most melancholy!
Thee, chauntress, oft the woods among,

I woo to hear thy even-song;
And missing thee, I walk unseen
On the dry smooth-shaven green,
To behold the wand'ring Moon,
Riding near her highest noon,
Like one that had been led astray
Through the heav'ns wide pathless way;
And oft, as if her head she bow'd,
Stooping through a fleecy cloud.
Oft on a plat of rising ground,
I hear the far-off curfew sound,
Over some wide-water'd shore,
Swinging slow with sullen roar;
Or if the air will not permit,
Some still removed place will fit,
Where glowing embers through the room
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom,
Far from all resort of mirth,
Save the cricket on the hearth,
Or the bellman's drowsy charm,
To bless the doors from nightly harm.
Or let my lamp at midnight hour,
Be seen in some high lonely tow'r,
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear,
With thrice great Hermes, or unsphere
The spirit of Plato, to unfold
What worlds, or what vast regions hold
The immortal mind that hath forsook
Her mansion in this fleshly nook:
And of those dæmons that are found
In fire, air, flood, or under ground,
Whose power hath a true consent
With planet, or with element.
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy
In sceptr'd pall come sweeping by,
Presenting Thebes', or Pelop's line,
Or the tale of Troy divine,
Or what (though rare) of later age,
Ennobled hath the buskin'd stage.
But, O sad Virgin, that thy power
Might raise Musæus from his bower,
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing
Such notes as, warbled to the string,
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek,
And made Hell grant what love did seek.
Or call up him that left half told
The story of Cambuscan bold,
Of Camball, and of Algarsife,
And who had Canace to wife,
That own'd the virtuous ring and glass,
And of the wond'rous horse of brass,
On which the Tartar king did ride;
And if aught else, great bards beside,
In sage and solemn tunes have sung,
Of tourneys and of trophies hung,
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Of forests, and enchantments drear,
Where more is meant than meets the ear.
Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career,
Till civil-suited Morn appear,
Not trick'd and frounc'd as she was wont,
With the Attic boy to hunt,
But kerchief'd in a comely cloud,
While rocking winds are piping loud,
Or usher'd with a shower still,
When the gust hath blown his fill,
Ending on the rustling leaves,
With minute-drops from off the eaves.
And when the Sun begins to fling
His flaring beams, me, goddess, bring
To arched walks of twilight groves,
And shadows brown that Sylvan loves,
Of pine, or monumental oak,
Where the rude axe with heaved stroke,
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt,
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt.
There in close covert by some brook,
Where no profaner eye may look,
Hide me from Day's garish eye,
While the bee with honied thigh,
That at her flow'ry work doth sing,
And the waters murmuring
With such consort as they keep,
Entice the dewy-feather'd sleep;
And let some strange mysterious dream,
Wave at his wings, in airy stream

Of lively portraiture display'd,
Softly on my eye-lids laid.
And as I wake, sweet music breathe
Above, about, or underneath,
Sent by some spirit to mortals good,
Or th' unseen Genius of the wood.
But let my due feet never fail
To walk the studious cloister's pale,
And love the high embowed roof,
With antique pillars massy proof,
And storied windows richly dight,
Casting a dim religious light.
There let the pealing organ blow,
To the full-voic'd quire below,
In service high, and anthems clear,
As may with sweetness, through mine ear,
Dissolve me into ecstasies,
And bring all Heav'n before mine eyes.
And may at last my weary age
Find out the peaceful hermitage,
The hairy gown and mossy cell,
Where I may sit and rightly spell
Of every star that Heav'n doth shew,
And every herb that sips the dew;
Till old experience do attain
To something like prophetic strain.
These pleasures, Melancholy, give,
And I with thee will choose to live.

Robert Burton, Excerpt: ‘Love Melancholy’ in The Anatomny of Melancholy (1621-28)

1. Summarise Burton’s argument, addressing some of the rhetorical features he
employs.
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Every Lover admires his Mistress, though she be very deformed of her self, ill-favored, wrinkled, pimpled,
pale, red, yellow, tand, tallow-faced, have a swoln Juglers platter face, or a thin, lean, chitty face, have clouds
in her face, be crooked, dry, bald, goggle-eyd, blear-ey'd, or with staring eys, she looks like a squis'd cat,
hold her head still awry, heavy, dull, hollow-eyed, black or yellow about the eyes, or squint-eyed, sparrowmouthed, Persean hook-nosed, have a sharp Fox nose, a red nose, China flat, great nose, nare simo patuloque,
a nose like a promontory, gubber-tushed, rotten teeth, black, uneven, brown teeth, beetle browed, a Witches
beard, her breath stink all over the room, her nose drop winter and summer, with a Bavarian poke under
her chin, a sharp chin, lave eared, with a long cranes neck, which stands awry too, pendulis mammis, her dugs
like two double jugs, or else no dugs, in that other extream, bloody-faln-fingers, she have filthy, long unpared
nailes, scabbed hands or wrists, a tand skin, a rotten carkass, crooked back, she stoops, is lame, splayfooted, as slender in the middle as a cow in the wast, gowty legs, her ankles hang over her shooes, her feet stink,
she breed lice, a meer changeling, a very monster, an aufe imperfect, her whole complexion savours, an
harsh voyce, incondite gesture, vile gate, a vast virago, or an ugly tit, a slug, a fat fustilugs, a trusse, a long
lean rawbone, a skeleton, a sneaker (si qua latent meliora put a) and to thy judgement looks like a merd in a
lanthorn, whom thou couldst not fancy for a world, but hatest, loathest, and wouldst have spit in her face,
or blow thy nose in her bosome, remedium amoris to another man, a dowdy, a slut, a scold, a nasty, rank,
rammy, filthy, beastly quean, dishonest peradventure, obscene, base, beggerly, rude, foolish, untaught,
peevish, Irus daughter, Thirsite sister, Grobians scholler, if he love her once, he admires her for all this, he
takes no notice of any such errours, or imperfections of body or mind. * Ipsa hæc --- delectant, veluti Balbinum
Polypus Agnæ, he had rather have her then any woman in the world. If he were a King, she alone should be
his Queen, his Empress. O that he had but the wealth and treasure of both the Indies to endow her with, a
carrack of Diamonds, a chain of Pearl, a cascanet of Jewels (a pair of calf-skin gloves of four pence a pair
were fitter) or some such toy, to send her for a token, she should have it with all his heart; he would spend
myriads of crowns for her sake. Venus her self, Panthea, Cleopatra, Tarquins Tanaquil, Herods Mariamne, or
* Mary of Burgundy if she were alive, would not match her.
[…]
To thy thinking she is a most loathsome creature; and as when a countrey fellow discommended once that
exquisite Picture of Helena, made by Zeuxis, * for he saw no such beauty in it; Nichomachus a love-sick
spectator replyed, Sume tibi meos oculos & deam existimabis, take mine eyes, and thou wilt think she is a
Goddess, dote on her forthwith, count all her vices, vertues; her imperfections, infirmities, absolute and
perfect: If she be flat-nosed, she is lovely; if hook-nosed, kingly; if dwarfish and little, pretty; if tall, proper
and man-like, our brave British Bunduica; if crooked, wise; if monstrous, comely; her defects are no defects
at all, she hath no deformities. Immo nec ipsum amicæ stercus fœtet, Though she be nasty fulsome,
as Sostratu's bitch, or Parmeno's sow: thou hadst as live have a snake in thy bosome, a toad in thy dish, and
callest her witch, divel, hag, with all the filthy names thou canst invent; he admires her on the other side,
she is his Idoll, Lady, Mistris, r Venerilla, Queen, the quintessence of beauty, an Angel, a Star, a Goddess.
Every cloth she wears, every fashion pleaseth him above measure; her hand, O quales digitos, quas habet illa
manus! pretty foot, pretty coronets, her sweet carriage, sweet voyce, tone, O that pretty tone, her divine and
lovely looks, her every thing, lovely, sweet, amiable, and pretty, pretty, pretty. Her very name (let it be what
it will) is a most pretty pleasing name; I beleeve now there is some secret power and vertue in names, every
action, sight, habit, gesture; he admires, whether she play, sing, or dance, in what tyres soever she goeth,
how excellent it was, how well it became her, never the like seen or

Week 6: Hamlet
1. What sort of melancholy does Hamlet suffer from?

2. What are the similarities between Hamlet and Jacques?

HAMLET
O, that this too too solid flesh would melt
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew!
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God!
How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable,
Seem to me all the uses of this world!
Fie on't! ah fie! 'tis an unweeded garden,
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
Possess it merely. That it should come to this!
But two months dead: nay, not so much, not two:
So excellent a king; that was, to this,
Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!
Must I remember? why, she would hang on him,
As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on: and yet, within a month-Let me not think on't--Frailty, thy name is woman!-A little month, or ere those shoes were old
With which she follow'd my poor father's body,
Like Niobe, all tears:--why she, even she-O, God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason,
Would have mourn'd longer--married with my uncle,
My father's brother, but no more like my father
Than I to Hercules: within a month:
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,
She married. O, most wicked speed, to post
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!
It is not nor it cannot come to good:
But break, my heart; for I must hold my tongue.

(Hamlet, I.2.129-158)

HAMLET
To be, or not to be, that is the question,
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;
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No more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;
To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life;
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,
The insolence of office and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
But that the dread of something after death,
The undiscover'd country from whose bourn
No traveller returns, puzzles the will
And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native hue of resolution
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry,
And lose the name of action.--Soft you now!
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons
Be all my sins remember'd.
(Hamlet, III.1.58-92)
GUILDENSTERN
What should we say, my lord?
HAMLET
Why, any thing, but to the purpose. You were sent
for; and there is a kind of confession in your looks
which your modesties have not craft enough to colour:
I know the good king and queen have sent for you.
ROSENCRANTZ
To what end, my lord?
HAMLET
That you must teach me. But let me conjure you, by
the rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy of
our youth, by the obligation of our ever-preserved
love, and by what more dear a better proposer could
charge you withal, be even and direct with me,
whether you were sent for, or no?
ROSENCRANTZ
[Aside to GUILDENSTERN] What say you?
HAMLET
[Aside] Nay, then, I have an eye of you.--If you
love me, hold not off.
GUILDENSTERN
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My lord, we were sent for.
HAMLET
I will tell you why; so shall my anticipation
prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the king
and queen moult no feather. I have of late--but
wherefore I know not--lost all my mirth, forgone all
custom of exercises; and indeed it goes so heavily
with my disposition that this goodly frame, the
earth, seems to me a sterile promontory, this most
excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave
o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted
with golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to
me than a foul and pestilent congregation of vapours.
What a piece of work is a man! how noble in reason!
how infinite in faculty! in form and moving how
express and admirable! in action how like an angel!
in apprehension how like a god! the beauty of the
world! the paragon of animals! And yet, to me,
what is this quintessence of dust? man delights not
me: no, nor woman neither, though by your smiling
you seem to say so.
ROSENCRANTZ
My lord, there was no such stuff in my thoughts.
HAMLET
Why did you laugh then, when I said 'man delights not me'?
ROSENCRANTZ
To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what
lenten entertainment the players shall receive from
you: we coted them on the way; and hither are they
coming, to offer you service.
HAMLET
He that plays the king shall be welcome; his majesty
shall have tribute of me; the adventurous knight
shall use his foil and target; the lover shall not
sigh gratis; the humourous man shall end his part
in peace; the clown shall make those laugh whose
lungs are tickled o' the sere; and the lady shall
say her mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt
for't. What players are they?
ROSENCRANTZ
Even those you were wont to take delight in, the
tragedians of the city.
HAMLET
How chances it they travel? their residence, both
in reputation and profit, was better both ways.
ROSENCRANTZ
I think their inhibition comes by the means of the
late innovation.
HAMLET
Do they hold the same estimation they did when I was
in the city? are they so followed?
ROSENCRANTZ
No, indeed, are they not.
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Week 7: Custom and Cross-Dressing
1. Summarise Edmund’s argument.

EDMUND
Thou, nature, art my goddess; to thy law
My services are bound. Wherefore should I
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit
The curiosity of nations to deprive me,
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base?
When my dimensions are as well compact,
My mind as generous, and my shape as true,
As honest madam's issue? Why brand they us
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base?
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take
More composition and fierce quality
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed,
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,
Got 'tween asleep and wake? Well, then,
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land:
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund
As to the legitimate: fine word,--legitimate!
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed,
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
Shall top the legitimate. I grow; I prosper:
Now, gods, stand up for bastards!
Montaigne, ‘Of Custom’, Trans. John Florio (http://www.luminarium.org/renascenceeditions/montaigne/)

1. What is an essay?
2. What does the word “custom” mean to you?

3. Highlight 5 or 6 main points of Montaigne’s argument – do you agree?

4. Homework: What does Shakespeare say about custom in As You Like it (write
approx. 300 words)?
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CHAPTER XXII: OF CUSTOME, AND HOW A RECEIVED LAW
SHOULD NOT EASILY BE CHANGED
Y opinion is that hee conceived aright of the force of custome that first invented
this tale; how a country woman having enured herselfe to cherish and beare a
young calfe in her armes, which continuing, shee got such a custome, that when he
grew to be a great oxe, shee carried him still in her armes. For truly Custome is a
violent and deceiving schoole-mistris. She by little and little, and as it were by
stealth, establisheth the foot of her authoritie in us; by which mild and gentle
beginning, if once by the aid of time it have setled and planted the same in us, it
will soone discover a furious and tyrannicall countenance unto us; against which
we have no more the libertie to lift so much as our eies; wee may plainly see her
upon every occasion to force the rules of Nature: Vsus efficacissimus rerum omnium magister: (PLIN. Epist.
xx) Use is the most effectuall master of all things. I beleeve Platoes den mentioned in his common-wealth, and
the Physitians that so often quit their arts reason by authoritie; and the same King who by meanes of her,
ranged his stomacke to be nourished with poyson; and the mayden that Albe rt mentioneth to have
accustomed her-selfe to live upon spiders: and now in the new-found world of the Indians, there were
found divers populous nations, in farre differing climates, that lived upon them; made provision of then,
and carefully fed them; as also of grass-hoppers, pissemires, lizards, and nightbats; and a toad was sold for
six crownes in a time that all such meats were scarce amongst them, which t hey boyle, rost, bake, and
dresse with divers kinds of sawces. Others have beene found to whom our usuall flesh and other meats
were mortall and venomous. Consuetudinis magna est vis; Pernoctant venatores in nive, in montibus uri se patiuntur:
Pugiles clæstibus contusi, ne ingemiseunt quidem. (CIC. Tusc. Qu. ii.) 'Great is the force of custome: Huntsmen wil watch
all night in snow, and endure to bee scorched on the hils: Fencers brused with sand-bags or cudgels, doe not so much as
groane.' These forrein examples are not strange, if wee but consider what we ordinarily finde by travell, and
how custome quaileth and weakeneth our customary senses. We need not goe seeke what our neighbours
report of the Cataracts of Nile; and what Philosophers deeme of the celestiall musicke, which is, that the
bodies of it's circles, being solid smooth, and in their rowling motion, touching and rubbing one against
another, must of necessitie produce a wonderfull harmonie: by the changes and entercaprings of which,
the revolutions, motions, cadences, and carols of the asters and planets, are caused and transported. But
that universally the hearing senses of these low world's creatures, dizzied and lulled asleepe, as those of
the ægyptians are, by the continuation of that sound, how loud and great soever it be, cannot sensibly
perceive or distinguish the same. Smiths, Millers, Forgers, Armorers, and such other, could not possibly
endure the noise that commonly rings in their eares, if it did pierce them as it doth us. My perfumed
Jerkin serveth for my nose to smell unto, but after I have worne it three or foure daies together, not I, but
others have the benefit of it. This is more strange, that notwithstanding long intermissions, custome may
joyne and establish the effect of her impression upon our senses; as they prove that dwell neere to bells or
steeples. I have my longing neere unto a tower, where both evening and morning a very great bell doth
chime Ave Marie and Coverfew, which jangling doth even marke the tower to shake; at first it troubled
me much, but I was soone acquainted with it, so that now I am nothing offended with it, and many times
it cannot waken me out of my sleeps. Plato did once chide a child for playing with nuts, who answered
him, 'Thou chidest me for a small matter.' 'Custome,' replied Plato, 'is no small matter.' I finde that our
greatest vices make their first habit in us from our infancie, and that our chiefe government and education
lieth in our nurses hands. Some mothers thinke it good sport to see a childe wring off a chickens necke,
and strive to beat a dog or cat. And some fathers are so fond-foolish, that they will conster as a good
Augur or fore-boding of a martiall minde to see their sonnes misuse a poore peasant, or tug a lackey, that
doth not defend himselfe; and impute it to a ready wit, when by some wily disloyaltie, or crafty deceit,
they see them cousin and over-reach thei r fellowes: yet are they the true seeds or roots of cruelty, of
tyranny, and of treason. In youth they bud, and afterward grow to strength, and come to perfection by
meanes of custome. And it is a very dangerous institution, to excuse so base and vile inclinations, with the
weaknesse of age, and lightnesse of the subject. First, it is nature that speaketh, whose voice is then
shriller, purer, and more native, when it is tender, newer, and youngest. Secondly, the deformity of the
crime consisteth not in the difference betweene crownes and pins; it depends of it selfe. I finde it more
just to conclude thus: why should not hee as well deceive one of a crowne as he doth of a pinne? than as
commonly some doe, saying, alas, it is but a pinne; I warrant you, he will not doe so with crownes. A man
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would carefully teach children to hate vices of their owne genuity, and so distinguish the deformity of
them, that they may not only eschew them in their actions, but above all I hate them in their hearts: and
what colour soever they beare, the very conceit may seeme odious unto them, I know well, that because
in my youth I have ever accustomed my selfe to tread a plaine-beaten path, and have ever hated to
entermeddle any manner of deceipt of cousoning-craft, even in my childish sports (for truly it is to be
noted, that Childrens playes are not sports, and should be deemed as their most serious actions); there is
no pastime so slight, that inwardlie I have not a naturall propension and serious care, yea extreme
contradiction, not to use any deceipt. I shuffle and handle the cards as earnestly for counters, and keepe
as strict an accompt, as if they were double duckets, when playing with my wife or children, it is
indifferent to mee whether I win or lose, as I doe when I play in good earnest. How and wheresoever it
be, mine owne eies will suffice to keepe me in office; none else doe watch mee so narrowly; not that I
respect more . It is not long since in mine owne house, I saw a little man, who at Nantes was borne
without armes, and hath so well fashioned his feet to those services his hands should have done him, that
in truth they have almost forgotten their naturall office. In all his discourses he nameth them his hands:
he carveth any meat, he chargeth and shoots off a pistole, be threads a needle, he soweth, he writeth, puts
off his cap, combeth his head, plaieth at cards and dice; shuffleth and handleth them with as great
dexteritie as any other man that hath perfect use of his hands: the monie I have sometimes given him he
hath carried away with his feet, as well as any other could doe with his hands. I saw another, being a
Child, that with the bending of his feet (because he had no hands) would brandish a two-hand-sword and
manage a Hol-bard, as nimbly as any man could doe with his hands: he would cast them in the aire, then
receive them againe, he would throw a Dagger, and make a whip to yarke and lash, as cunningly as any
Carter in France. But her effects are much better discovered in the strange impressions which it worketh
in our mindes where it meetes not so much resistance. What cannot she bring to passe in our judgements
and in our conceits? Is there any opinion so fantastical, or conceit so extravagant (I omit to speake of the
grosse imposture of religions, wherewith so many great nations and so many worthy and sufficient men
have beene besotted, and drunken: For, being a thing beyond the compasse of our humane reason, it is
more excusable if a man that is not extraordinarily illuminated thereunto by divine favour, doe lose and
miscarrie himselfe therein), or of other opinions, is there any so strange, that custome hath not planted
and established by lawes in what regions soever it hath thought good? And this ancient exclamation is
most just: Non pudet physiumc, id est speculatorem venatoremque naturæ, ab animis consuetudine imbutis quæ rere
testimonium veritatis?(CIC. Nat. Deor. 1. i.) 'Is it not a shame for a naturall Philosopher, that is the watchman and
hunts-man of nature, to seeke the testimonie of truth from mindes endued and double dide with custome?' I am of opinion,
that no fantasie so mad can fall into humane imagination, that meetes not with the example of some
publike custome, and by consequence that our reason doth not ground and bring to a stay. There are
certaine people that turne their backs towards those they salute, and never looke him in the face whom
they would honour or worship. 'There are others, who when the King spitteth, the most favoured Ladie
in his court stretcheth forth her hand; and in another countrey, where the noblest about him, stoope to
the ground to gather his ordure in some fine linnen cloth. Let us here by the way insert a tale. A French
Gentleman was ever wont to blow his nose in his hand (a thing much against our fashion), maintaining
his so doing; and who in wittie jesting was very famous. He asked m e on a time, what privilege this filthie
excrement had, that we should have a daintie linnen cloth or handkercher to receive the same; and which
is worse, so carefully fold it up, and keepe the same about us, which should be more loathsome to ones
stomacke than to see it cast away, as we doe all our other excrements and filth. Mee thought he spake not
altogether without reason: and custome had taken from me the discerning of this strangenesse, which
being reported of another countrie we deeme so hideous. Miracles are according to the ignorance wherein
we are by nature, and not according to natures essence; use brings the sight of our judgement asleepe.
The barbarous heathen are nothing more strange to us than we are to them: nor with more occasion, as
every man would avow, if after he had travelled through these farre-fetcht examples, hee could stay
himselfe upon the discourses and soundly conferre them. Humane reason is a tincture in like weight and
measure, infused into all our opinions and customes what form soever they be of: infinite in matter:
infinite in diversitie. But I will returne to my theme. There are certaine people, where, except his wife and
children, no man speaketh to the King but through a trunke. Another nation, where virgins shew their
secret parts openly, and married women diligently hide and cover them. To which custome, this fashion,
used in other places, hath some relation: where chastitie is nothing regarded but for marriage sake; and
maidens may at their pleasure lie with whom they list; and being with childe, they may without feare of
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accusation, spoyle and cast their chitdren with certaine medicaments, which they have only for that
purpose. And in another country, if a Merchant chance to marrie, all other Merchants that are bidden to
the wedding are bound to lie with the bride before her husband, and the more they are in number, the
more honour and commendation is hers for constancie and capacitie; the like if a gentleman or an officer
marrie; and so of all orders: except it be a day-labourer, or some other of base condition for then must
the Lord or Prince lie with the bride amongst whom (notwithstanding this abusive custom) loyaltie in
married women is highly regarded, and held in speciall account during the time they are married. Others
there are where publike brothel-houses of men are kept, and where open mart of marriages are ever to be
had: where women goe to the warres with their hushands, and have place, not onely in fight, but also in
command, where they doe not onely weare jewels at their noses, in their lip and cheekes, and in their toes,
but also big wedges of gold through their paps and buttocks, where when they eat they wipe their fingers
on their thighs, on the bladder of their genitories, and the soles of their feet; where not children, but
brethren and nephewes inherit; and in some places, the nephewes onely, except in the succession of the
Prince. Where to order the communitie of goods, which amongst them is religiously observed, certaine
Soveraigne Magistrats have the generall charge of husbandry and tilling of the lands, and of the
distribution of the fruits, according to every mans need: where they howle and weepe at their childrens
deaths, and joy and feast at their old mens decease. Where ten or twelve men be all in one bed with all
their wives; where such women as lose their hushands , by any violent death, may marrie againe, others
not: where the condition of women is so detested that they kill all the maiden children as soon as they are
borne, and to supply their naturall need, they buy women of their neighbours. Where men may at their
pleasure, without alleaging any cause, put away their wives, but they (what just reason soever they have)
may never put away their husbands. Where husbands may lawfully sell their wives, if they be barren.
Where they cause dead bodies first to be boyled, and then to be brayed in a morter, so long till it come to
a kind of pap, which afterward they mingle with their wine, and so drinke it. Where the most desired
sepulcher that some wish for, is to bee devoured of dogges, and in some places of birds. Where some
thinke that blessed soules live in all liberty, in certaine pleasant fields stored with al commodities, and that
from them proceeds that Eccho which we heare. Where they fight in the water, and shoot execeeding
true with their bowes as they are swimming. Where in signe of subjection men must raise their shoulders
and stoope with their heads, and put off their shoes when they enter their Kings houses. Where Eunuchs
that have religious women in keeping, because they shall not be loved, have also their noses and lips cut
off. And Priests that that they may the better acquaint themselves with their Demons, and take their
Oracles, put out their eyes. Where every man makes himself a God of what be pleaseth: the hunter of a
Lion or a Fox; the fisher, of a certaine kinde of Fish; and frame themselves Idols of every humane action
or passion: the Sunne, the Moone, and the earth are their chiefest Gods: the forme of swearing is, to
touch the ground, looking upon the Sunne, and where they eat both flesh and fish raw. Where the
greatest oath is to sweare by the name of some deceased man that hath lived in good reputation in the
countrie, touching his grave with the hand. Where the new-yeares gifts that Kings send unto Princes their
vassals every yeare, is some fire, which when it is brought, all the old fire is cleane put out: of which new
fire all the neighbouring people are bound upon paine, læse majestatis, to fetch for their uses. When the
King (which often cometh to passe) wholly to give himselfe unto devotion, giveth over his charge, his
next successor is bound to doe like, and convayeth the right of the Kingdome unto the third heire. Where
they diversifie the forme of policie according as their affaires seeme to require; and where they depose
their Kings when they thinke good, and appoint them certaine ancicnt grave men to undertake and weald
the Kingdoms government, which sometimes is also committed to the communaltie. Where both men
and women are equally circumcised, and alike baptised. Where the souldier, that in one or divers combats
hath presented his King with seven enemies heads, is made noble. Where some live under that so rare
and unsociable opinion of the mortalitie of soules. Where women are brought abed without paine or
griefe. Where women on both their legs weare greaves of Copper: and if a louse bite them, they are
bound by duty of magnanimitie to bite it againe: and no maid dare marrie, except she have first made
offer of her Virginitie to the King. Where they salute one another laying the forefinger on the ground,
and then lifting it up toward heaven: where all men beare burthens upon their head, and women on their
shoulders. Where women pisse standing, and men cowring. Where in signe of true friendship they send
one another some of their owne bloud, and offer incense to men which they intend to honour, as they
doe to their Gods: where not only kindred and consanguinitie in the fourth degree, but in any furthest
off, can by no means be tolerated in marriages: where children sucke till they be four, and sometimes
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twelve years old, in which place they deeme it a dismal thing to give a childe sucke the first day of his
birth. Where fathers have the charge to punish their male children, and mothers only maidchildren, and
whose punishment is to hang them up by the feet and so to smoke them. Where women are circumcised:
where they eat all manner of herbes, without other distinction but to refuse those that have ill savour:
where all things are open, and how faire and rich soever their houses be, they have neither doors nor
windowes, nor any chests to locke: yet are all theeves much more severely punished there than anywhere
else; where, as monkies do, they kill lice with their teeth, and thinke it a horrible matter to see them crusht
between their nailes; where men as long as they live never cut their haire nor paire their nailes: another
place where they onely paire the nailes of their right hand, and those of the left are never cut, but very
curiously maintained: where they endeavour to cherish all the haire growing on the right side, as long as it
will grow, and very often shave away that of the left side: where in some Provinces neere unto us some
women cherish their haire before, and other some that behinde, and shave the contrarie: where fathers
lend their children, and husbands their wives to their guests, so that they pay ready money: where men
may lawfully get their mothers with childe: where fathers may he with their daughters and with their
sonnes: where in solemne assemblies and banquets, without any distinction of blood or alliance, men will
lend one another their children. In some places men feed upon humane flesh, and in others, where it is
deemed an office of pietie in children to kill their fathers at a certaine age: in other places fathers appoint
what children shall live and be preserved, and which die and be cast out, whilest they are yet in their
mothers wombe: where old husbands lend their wives to young men, for what use soever they please: In
other places, where al women are common without sinne or offence: yea in some places, where for a
badge of honour they weare as many frienged tassels, fastened to the skirt of their garment, as they have
laine with severall men. Hath not custome also made a severall common-wealth of women? hath it not
taught them to manage Armies? to levie Armies, to marshall men, and to deliver battles? And that which
strict-searching Philosophie could never perswade the wisest, doth she not of her owne naturall instinct
teach it to the grosest headed vulgar? For we know all nations, where death is not only condemned, but
cherished: where children of seven years of age, without changing of countenance, or showing any signe
of dismay, endured to be whipped to death; where riches and worldly pelfe was so despised and holden
so contemptible, that the miserablest and neediest wretch of a Citie would have scorned to stoope for a
purse full of gold. Havo we not heard of divers most fertile regions, plenteously yeelding al maner of
necessary victuals, where neverthelesse the most ordinary cates and daintiest dishes were but bread,
water-cresses, and water? Did not custome worke this wonder in Chios, that during the space of seven
hundred yeres it was never found or heard of that any woman or maiden had her honor or honestie called
in question? And to conclude, there is nothing in mine opinion, that either she doth not, or cannot: and
with reason doth Pindarus, as I have heard say, call her the Queen and Empresse of all the world. He that
was met beating of his father answered, 'It was the custome of his house; that his father had so beaten his
grandfather, and he his great-grandfather;' and pointing to his sonne, said, 'This child shall also beat mee
when he shall come to my age.' And the father, whom the sonne haled and dragged through thicke and
thinne in the street, commanded him to stay at a certaine doore: for himself had dragged his father no
further: which were the bounds of the hereditarie and injurious demeanours the children of that family
were wont to shew their fathers. 'By custome,' saith Aristotle, 'as often by sicknesse, doe we see women
tug and teare their haires, bite their nailes, and eat cole and earth and more by custome than by nature
doe men meddle and abuse themselves with men.' The laws of conscience, which we say to proceed from
nature, rise and proceed of custome; every man holding in special regard and inward veneration the
opinions approved, and custo mes received about him, cannot without remorse leave them, nor without
applause applie himselfe unto them: when those of Creet would in former ages curse any man, they
besought the Gods to engage him in some bad custome. But the chiefest effect of her power is to seize
upon us, and so to entangle us, that it shall hardly lie in us to free ourselves from her hold-fast, and come
into our wits againe, to discourse and reason of her ordinances; verily, because we sucke them with the
milke of our birth , and forasmuch as the worlds visage presents itselfe in that estate unto our first view, it
seemeth we are borne with a condition to follow that course. And the common imaginations we finde in
credit about us, and by our fathers seed infused in our soule, seeme to be the generall and naturall.
Whereupon it followeth, that whatsoever is beyond the compasse of custome, wee deeme likewise to bee
beyond the compasse of reason, God knowes how for the most part, unreasonably. If as we, who study
ourselves, have learned to doe, every man that heareth a just sentence, would presently consider, how it
may in any sort belonging unto his private state, each man should finde that this is not so much a good
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word as a good blow to the ordinary sottishnesse of his judgment. But men receive the admonitions of
truth and her precepts, as directed to the vulgar, and never to themselves; and in liew of applying them to
their maners, most men most foolish ly and unprofitably apply them to their memorie. But let us returne
to customes soveraignty: such as are brought up to libertie, and to command themselves, esteeme all
other forme of policie as monstrous and against nature. Those that are enured to, Monarchie doe the like.
And what facilitie soever fortune affoordeth them to change, even when with great difficultie they have
shaken off the importunitie of a tutor, they run to plant a new one with semblable difficulties because
they cannot resolve themselves to hate tutorship. It is by the meditation of custome that every man is
contented with the place where nature hath setled him; and the savage people of Scotland have nought to
do with Touraine; nor the Scithians with Thessalie. Darius demanded of certaine Græcians, 'For what
they would take upon them the Indians custome, to eat their deceased fathers.' (For such was their maner,
thinking they could not possibly give them a more noble and favourable tomb than in their owne bowels.)
They answered him, 'That nothing in the world should ever bring them to embrace so inhumane a
custome.' But having also attempted to perswade the Indians to leave their fashion and take the Græcians,
which was to burne their corpes, they were much more astonished thereat. Every man doth so,
forsomuch as custome doth so bleare us that we cannot distinguish the true visage of things.
Nil adeo magnum, nec tam mirabile quicquam
Principio, quod non minuant mirarier omnes
Paulatim . -- (LUCRET. 1. ii, 1037)
Nothing at first so wondrous is, so great,
But all, t'admire, by little slake their heat.
Having other times gone about to endeare and make some one of our observations to be of force, and
which was with resolute auctoritie received in most parts about us, and not desiring, as most men doe,
onely to establish the same by the force of lawes and examples, but having ever bin from her beginning, I
found the foundation of it so weake that myselfe, who was to confirme it in others, had much adoe to
keepe my countenance. This is the receipt by which Plato undertaketh to banish the unnaturall and
preposterous loves of his time, and which hee esteemeth soveraigne and principall: To wit, that publike
opinion may condemne them; that Poets, and all men else may tell horrible tales of them. A receit by
meanes whereof the fairest daughters winne no more the love of their fathers, nor brethren most
excellent in beautie the love of their sisters. The very fables of Thyestes, of Oedipus, and of Macareus,
having with the pleasures of their songs infused this profitable opinion in the tender conceit of children.
Certes, chastitie is an excellent virtue, the commoditie whereof is very well knowne; but to use it, and
according to nature to prevaile with it, is as hard as it is easie, to endeare it and to prevaile with it
according to custome, to lawes and precepts. The first and universall reasons are of a hard perscrutation.
And our Masters passe them over in gleaning, or in not daring so much as to taste them, at first sight cast
themselves headlong into the libertie or sanctuarie of custome. Those that will not suffer themselves to
be drawne out of his original source, do also commit a greater error, and submit themselves to savage
opinions: witnesse Chrysippus; who in so many severall places of his compositions, inserted the small
accompt he made of conjunctions, how incestuous soever they were. Hee that will free himselfe from this
violent prejudice of custome, shall find divers things received with an undoubted resolution, that have no
other anker but the hoarie head and frowning wimples of custom, which ever attends them: which maske
being pulled off, and referring all matters to truth and reason, he shall perceive his judgment, as it were
overturned, and placed in a much surer state. As for example, I will then aske him, what thing can be
more strange than to see a people bound to follow lawes he never understood? Being in all his
domesticall affaires, as marriages, donations, testaments, purchases, and sales, necessarily bound to
customary rules, which forsomuch as they were never written nor published in his owne tongue, he
cannot understand, and whereof he must of necessity purchase the interpretation and use. Not according
to the ingenious opinion of Isocrates, who counselled his King 'to make the Trafikes and negotiations of
his subjects free, enfranchize and gameful, and their debates, controversies, and quarrels burthensome,
and charged with great subsidies and impositions.' But according to a prodigious opinion, to make open
sale, and trafficke of reason itselfe, and to give lawes a course of merchandize, is very strange. I commend
fortune for that (as our historians report) it was a Gentleman of Gaskonie, and my Countriman, that first
opposed himselfe against Charles the great, at what time he went about to establish the Latine and
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Imperiall lawes amongst us. What is more barbarous than to see a nation, where by lawful custome the
charge of judging is sold, and judgments are paid for with readie monie; and whore justice is lawfully
denied him that hath not wherewithall to pay for it; and that this merchandize hath so great credit, that in
a politicall government there should be set up a fourth estate of Lawyers, breath-sellers, and pettifoggers,
and joyned to the three ancient states, to wit, the Clergy, the Nobility, and the Communaltie; which
fourth state having the charge of lawes, and sometimes auctoritie of goods and lives, should make a body,
apart and severall from that of Nobilitie, whence double lawes must follow, those of honour and those of
justice; in many things very contrarie do those as rigorously condemne a lie pocketed up, as these a lie
revenged: by the law and light of armes he that putteth up an injurie shall be degraded of honour and
nobilitie; and he that revengeth himselfe of it, shall by the civill Law incurre a capitall punishment. Hee
that shall addresse himselfe to the lawes to have reason for some offence done unto his honour,
dishonoureth himself. And who doth not so, is by the Lawes punished and chastised. And of these. so
different parts, both neverthelesse having reference to one head; those having peace, these war
committed to their charge; those having the gaine, these the honour; these knowledge, these vertue ;
those reason, these strength; those the word, these action; those justice, these valour; those reason, these
force; those a long gowne, and these a short coat, in partage and share. Touching indifferent things, as
clothes and garments, whosoever will reduce them to their true end, which is the service and commodity
of the bodie, whence dependeth their originall grace and comlines, for the most fantasticall to my humour
that may be imagined, amongst others I will give them our square caps; that long hood of plaited velvet,
that hangs over our womens head, with his parti-coloured traile, and that vaine and unprofitable modell
of a member which we may not so much as name with modestie, whereof notwithstanding we make
publike shew and open demonstration. Those considerations do neverthelesse never distract a man of
understanding from following the common guise. Rather, on the contrary, mee seemeth that all severall,
strange, and particular fashions proceed rather of follie or ambitious affectation than of true reason: and
that a wise man ought inwardly to retire his minde from the common presse, and hold the same liberty
and power to judge freely of all things, but for outward matters he ought absolutely to follow the fashions
and forme customarily received. Publike society hath nought to do with our thoughts; but for other
things, as our actions, our travel, our fortune, and our life, that must be accomodated and left to its
service and common opinions: as that good and great Socrates, who refused to save his life by disobeying
the magistrate, yea a magistrate most wicked and unjust. For that is the rule of rules, and generall law of
lawes, for every man to observe those of the place wherein he liveth.
-- Gnom. Graec. vii.
Lawes of the native place,
To follow, is a grace.
Loe here some of another kind. There riseth a great doubt whether any so evident profit may be found in
the change of a received law, of what nature soever, as there is hurt in removing the same; forsomuch as a
well-setled policie may be compared to a frame or building of divers parts joyned together with such a
ligament as it is impossible to stirre or displace one, but the whole body must needes be shaken, and shew
a feeling of it. The Thurians Law-giver instituted that 'whosoever would goe about, either to abolish any
one of the old Lawes, or attempt to establish a new, should present himself before the people with a rope
about his necke, to the end, that if his invention were not approved of all men, he should presently be
strangled.' And he of Lacedemon laboured all his life to get an assured promise of his citizens, that they
would never infringe any one of his ordinances. That Ephore or Tribune, who so rudely cut off the two
strings that Phrinis had added unto musicke, respecteth not whether musicke be better or no with them,
or whether the accords of it be better filled, he hath sufficient reason to condemne them, because it is an
alteration of the old forme. It is that which the old rustie sword of justice of Marseille did signify. I am
distasted with noveltie, what countenance soever it shew; and I have reason so to be, for I have seene
very hurtfull effects follow the same. That which so many yeares since doth so presse us, hath not yet
exploited all. But some alleage, with apparance, that by accident it hath produced and engendered all, yea,
both the mischiefes and ruines that since are committed without against it; it is that a man should blame
and finde faulte with.
Heu patior telis vulnera facta meis. -- OVID. Epist, Phyl. 48.
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Alas I suffer smart
Procured by mine owne dart.
Those which attempt to shake an estate, are commonly the first overthrowne by the fall of it: he that is
first mover of the same, reapeth not alwayes the fruit of such troubles; he beats and troubleth the water
for others to fish in. The contexture and combining of this monarchie and great building, having bin
dismist and disolved by it, namely in her old yeares, giveth as much overture and entrance as a man will to
like injuries. Royall Majestie doth more hardly fall from the top to the middle, than it tumbleth downe
from the middle to the bottom. But if the inventors are more damageable, the imitators are more vicious,
to cast themselves into examples, of which they have both felt and punished the horror and mischiefe.
And if there be any degree of hon our, even in ill doing, these are indebted to others for the glory of the
invention and courage of the first attempt. All sorts of new licentiousnesse doe haply draw out of this
originall and fruitfull source, the images and patterns to trouble our commonwealth. We may reade in our
very lawes, made for the remedie of the first evill, the apprentisage and excuse of all sorts of wicked
enterprise: And in favour of publike vices, they are named with new and more pleasing words for their
excuses, bastardizing and allaying their true titles: yet it is to reforme our consciences and our
conceits, Honesta oratio est (TEREN. Andria Act. i. sc. i.) - 'It is an honest speech and well said.' But the
best pretence of innovation or noveltie is most dangerous: Adeo nihil motum ex antiquo probabile est. (TIT.
LIV. xxxiv. 54.) So nothing moved out of the first place is allowable.' Yet, me seemeth (if I may speake
boldly) that it argueth a great selfe-love and presumption for a man to esteeme his opinions so far, that
for to establish them a man must be faine to subvert a publike peace, and introduce so many inevitable
mischiefes, and so horrible a corruption of manners, as civill warres and alterations of a state bring with
them, in matters of such consequence, and to bring them into his owne countrie. Is it not ill husbanded
to advance so many certaine and knowne vices, for to combate contested and debatable errors? Is ther e
any worse kinde of vices than those which shocke a man's owne conscience and naturall knowledge? The
Senate durst give this defeate in payment about the controversies betweene it and the people for the
mysterie of their religion: Ad deos id magis quam ad se pertinere: ipsos visuros, ne sacra sua polluantur: (TIT. LIV.
x. 6.) 'That that did rather belong to the Gods than to them, and the Gods should looke to it, that their
due rites were not polluted.' Agreeing with that, which the Oracle answered those of Delphos, in the
Median warre, fearing the invasions of the Persians. They demanded of that God what they should doe
with the treasures consecrated to his temple, whether hide or cary them away: who answered them, that
they should remove nothing, but take care of themselves, for he was able to provide for all things that
were fit for him. Christian religion hath all the markes of extreme justice and profit, but none more
apparent than the exact commendation of obedience due unto magistrate, and manute ntion of policies:
what wonderfull example hath divine wisdome left us, which to establish the: wel-fare of humane kinde,
and to conduct this glorious victorie of hers against death and sinne, would not do it but at the mercy of
our politik order, and hath submitted the progresse of it, and the conduct of so high and worthie effect,
to the blindnesse and injustice of our observations and customes, suffering the innocent bloud of so
many her favored elect to run, and allowing a long losse of yeares for the ripening of this inestimable
fruit? There is much difference betweene the cause of him that followeth the formes and lawes of his
countrie, and him that undertaketh to governe and change them. The first alleageth for his excuse,
simplicitie, obedicnce, and example; whatsoever he doth cannot be malice, at the most it is but ill
lucke. Quis est enim, que non moveat clarissimis monumentis testata consignataque antiquitas? (CIC. Div. 1. i.) 'For
who is he whom antiquitie will not move, being witnessed and si gned with former monuments?' Besides
that which Isocrates saith that defect hath more part in moderation, than hath excesse. The other is in
much worse case. For he that medleth with causing and changing, usurpeth the authoritie of judging: and
must resolve himselfe to see the fault of what he hunteth for, and the good of what he bringeth in. This
so vulgar consideration hath confirmed me in my state, and restrained my youth, that was more rash,
from burthening my shoulders with so filthie a burthen, as to make my selfe respondent of so important a
science. And in this to dare, what in sound judgement I durst not in the easiest of those wherein I had
been instructed, and wherein the rashnesse of judging is of no prejudice. Seeming most impious to me, to
goe about to subject publike constitutions and unmoveable observances, to the instabilitie of a private
fantasie (private reason is but a private jurisdiction) and to undertake that on divine lawes, which no
policie would tolerate in civill law. Wherein although man's reason have much more commerce, yet are
they soveraignly judges of their judges: and their extreme sufficiencie serveth to expound custome and
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extend the use that of them is received, and not to divert and innovate the same. If at any time divine
providence hath gone beyond the rules to which it hath necessary constrained us, it is not to give us a
dispensation from them. They are blowes of her divine hand, which we ought not imitate, but admire: as
extraordinarie examples, markes of an expresse and particular avowing of the severall kinds of wonders,
which for a testimonie of her ominpotencie it offereth us, beyond our orders and forces, which it is follie
and impietie to goe abont to represent, and which we onght not follow but contemplate with admiration,
and meditate with astonishment. Acts of her personage, and not of ours. Cotta protesteth very
opportunely; Quum de religione agitur, T. Coruncanium, P. Scipionem, P. Scævolam, Pontifices maximos, non Zenonem,
aut Cleanthem, aut Chrysippum sequor: (1 CIC. De. Nat. 1. iii. c. 2.) 'When we talke of religion, I follow Titus
Coruncanium, Publius Scipio, P. Scævola, and the professors of religion, not Zeno, Cleanthes, or Chrysippus.' May God
know it in our present quarell, wherein are a hundred articles, yea, great and deepe articles, to be removed
and alterd, although many there are who may boast to have exactly survaid the reasons and foundations
of one and another faction. It is a number, if it be a number, that should have no great meane to trouble
us. But whither goeth all this other throng? Under what colours doth it quarter itselfe? It followeth of
theirs, as of other weake and ill applied medicines, the humors that it would have purged in us, it hath
enflamed, exasperated, and sharpned, by her conflict, and still do remaine in our bodies. It could not by
reason of her weaknesse purge us, but hath rather weakned us; so that we cannot now void it, and by her
operation we reap nothing but long, continuall, and intestine griefes and aches, yet is it, that fortune, ever
reserving her authoritie above our discourses, doth sometimes present us the urgent necessitie, that lawes
must need yeeld her some place: And when a man resisteth the increase of an innovation, brought in by v
iolence, to keepe himselfe each-where and altogether in rule and bridle against those that have the keyes
of fields, to whom all things are lawfull, that may in any sort advance their desseigne, that have not law,
nor order, but to follow their advantage, it is a dangerous obligation and prejudiciall inequalitie.
Aditum nocendi perfido prostat fides. -- SEN. Oed. act. iii. sc. 1.
Trust in th' untrustee, may
To hurt make open way .
For so much as the ordinarie discipline of an estate, th at hath his perfect health, doth not provide for
these extraordinarie accidents, it presupposeth a bodie holding it selfe in his principall members and
offices, and a common consent to observe and obey it. Lawfull proceeding is a cold, dull, heavie, and
forced proceeding: and is not like to hold out against a licentious and unbridled proceeding. It is yet, as all
men know, a reproach to those two great personages, Octavius and Cato, in their civill warres: the one of
Scilla, the other of Cæsar, because they rather suffered their countrie to incur all extremities, than by her
lawes to aid her, or to innovate anything. For truly in these last necessities, where nothing is left to take
hold by, it were. Peradventure better to shrug the shoulders, stoope the head, and somewhat yeeld to the
stroke, than beyond possibilitie to make head and resist, and be nothing the better, and give violence
occasion to trample all underfoot: and better were it to force the lawes to desire but what they may, since
they may not what they would. So did he that ordained them to sleepe foure and twentie houres: And he
who for a time removed one day from the Calendar: And another who of the moneth of June made a
second May. The Lacedemonians themselves, so strict observers of their countries ordinances, being
urged by their Lawes, which precisely forbid and inhibited to chuse one man twice to be their Admirall,
and on the other side their affaires necessarily requiring that Lysander should once more take that charge
upon him, they created one Aracus Admirall, but instituted Lysander superintendent of all maritime
causes. And with the same sutteltie, one of their Ambassadors being sent to the Athenians for to obtaine
the change of some ordinance, Pericles alleaging that it was expresly forbid to remove the table wherein a
law had once beene set downe, perswaded him but to turne, for that was not forbidden. It is that whereof
Plutarke commendeth Philopæmen, who being borne to command, could not onely command according
to the lawes, but the lawes themselves, whensoever publike necessitie required it.
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Week 8: Sonnets
Petrachan Sonnet (1304-1374)
Doth any maiden seek the glorious fame (A)
Of chastity, of strength, of courtesy? (B)
Gaze in the eyes of that sweet enemy (B)
Whom all the world doth as my lady name! (A)
How honour grows, and pure devotion's flame, (A)
How truth is joined with graceful dignity, (B)
There thou may'st learn, and what the path may be (B)
To that high heaven which doth her spirit claim; (A)
There learn soft speech, beyond all poet's skill, (C)
And softer silence, and those holy ways (D)
Unutterable, untold by human heart. (E)
But the infinite beauty that all eyes doth fill, (C)
This none can copy! since its lovely rays (D)
Are given by God's pure grace, and not by art. (E)

Spenserian Sonnet (1569-1599)
My love is like to ice, and I to fire: (A)
how comes it then that this her cold so great (B)
is not dissolv'd through my so hot desire, (A)
but harder grows, the more I her entreat? (B)
Or how comes it that my exceeding heat (B)
is not delayed by her heart frozen cold, (C)
but that I burn much more in boiling sweat, (B)
and feel my flames augmented manifold? (C)
What more miraculous thing may be told (C)
that fire, which all thing melts, should harden ice: (D)
and ice which is congealed with senseless cold, (C)
should kindle fire by wonderful device? (D)
Such is the pow'r of love in gentle mind (E)
that it can alter all the course of kind. (E)
Shakespearen Sonnet (1564-1616)
Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? (A)
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: (B)
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, (A)
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date; (B)
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, (C)
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d; (D)
And every fair from fair sometime declines, (C)
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d; (D)
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, (E)
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st; (F)
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade, (E)
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When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st: (F)
So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, (G)
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. (G)

In groups, write your own sonnets:
1. Petrarchan
2. Spencerian
3. Shakespearean
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Week 9: The Paradoxical Wisdom of Folly
1. Can folly be wise? If so, how?
2. What’s the difference between invective and the serio ludere?
The Praise of Folly is an introduction to reason’s unsystematic self-reflection on its problematic realization. The
criticism of reason, which is the motive of this work, refers already to the advanced forms of self-critical reason of
the present....What Brandt, with the whole authority of the author of the Narrenschiff, proclaims as a vain
outrage to be fought against, Erasmus lets Stultitia say. (Schweppenhäuser, ‘Narrenschelte und Pathos
der Vernunft. Zum Narrenmotiv bei Sebastian Brandt und Erasmus von Rotterdam’,
Neophilologus, 71 (1987), 559–574; trans. SH)
3. What is the status of folly these days?
4. What is a mock-encomium?

Erasmus, Praise of Folly, Trans. Chaloner 1535.
PART 1. The Universality of Folly
For I am here (as ye see) the distributrix and dealer of all felicitee, named moria in Greeke, in Latine Stultitia,
in Englishe Folie. But aye, what neded me to vtter thus muche? as if I bare not signes enough in my face,
and countinance, what maner person I am: Or as if some one contending that I were Minerua, or Sophia,
might not straight with my onely look be comforted, though I helde my talke, whiche is no lying mirror of
the mind’s disposion. For in me (ye must thinke) is no place for settyng of colours as I can not saie one
thyng, and thynke an other: but on all sydes I dooe resemble my selfe. So that not so muche as they can
dissemble me, who take vpon theim most semblant of wysedome, and walke lyke Asses in Lyons skynnes.
That although they counterfeit what they can, yet on some side their longe eares pearyng foorth, dooe
discouer them to comeof Midas progenie. The unkindest kynde of men living, who being indeed the very
standerd bearers of my band, woulde seeme yet afore folke to be so ashamed of my name, as not seldome
they cast it in others teethe for a great reproche. Such men therefore, that in deede are archdoltes (i.e. cheif
fools), and would be taken yet for sages and philosophers, maie I not aptly call them foolelosophers?
PART 2. Satirical Attack on “foolosophers” and “self-love”
[Theologians are] a neste of men [...] crabbed and waspelike [...] propped up with their owne Arrogance
and Selfliking, as if they dwelled amonges the sterres, or loked downe from aloft, and in a manner took
compassion uppon other silly men like wormes creeping by the grounde. Namely whiles thei are hedged in
on all sides, with such a gard of Magistral deffinicions, conclusions, corollaries, explicite and implicite
propositions [...] [and if the apostles, Stultitia comments, met them they would have] need to be enstructed
by a new spirit, in case vpon these matters they were compelled to argue with this new kinde of doctors
PART 3. Holy Folly?
yet inasmuche as the life of good Christians is naught els than a continuall meditacion or certaine shadow
as it were of that life to come, it chanceth, that they yet liuyng, haue for theyr coumforte permission at
sometymes to discerne a taste or sauour of that hieghest rewarde behight vnto theim: Whiche saied smacke
or sente, be it but a little droppe in respecte of that large flowyng well of eternall felicitee, yet surely it
surpasseth, and incomparablie excedeth all other bodily pleasures, yea although all the delices of all men
were wholy ioigned and put in one. So muche are spiritu∣all thynges to be preferred before flesshely thinges,
and the inuisible before the other visible. Those who to tast of this saied felicitee, they are subiecte to a
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certaine passion muche lyke vnto madnesse or witrauyng, whan rauisshed so in the sprite, or beyng in a
traunce,thei dooe speake certaine things not hangyng one with another, nor after any earthly facion.
Influence on As You Like It?
And first, who is he but will confesse Childhode, the
first age of man, to be most gracious and acceptable
unto all folk? for else, what is it in younge babes thatwe
dooe kiss so, we do colle so, we dooe cherisshe so, that
a verie enemie is moued to spare and succour this age,
unles it be the allurement of Folie? whiche, natures
circumspection, even purposedly, hath adioigned to
children, to the ende that with some reputacion of
pleasure, thei might supple the trauaile of there
bringers up, and prouoke the beneuolence of suche as
tende vnto theim. The next age than that succedeth
hereto, I meane Youthe, how acceptable (I praie you)
is it to all folk? how is eche inclined to it? how willingly
dooeth euery wight set it forwarde? how diligently
dooe all men put to theyr healpyng hand: And wherof
(trow ye) procedeth this grace of Youthe, but of me
onely? through whose benefite, a younge man
knowethleast, and therfore taketh least thought. Take
me for a lier, unless as soone as be waxeth elder,
beginnyng throughe experience and disciplines to
sauour of Manhode, than in continent the floure of his
beautie decaieth, his myrth fadethe, his grace waxeth
colde, his strength diminissheth, so that the farther,
and farther he is retired from me, the lesse, and lesse
he liueth, vntillat last, tedious olde age dooe crepe
vpon hym, not onelyvrkesome to others, but hatefull
also to him selfe: whiche Olde age (on my conscience)
no mortall man wold endure to bide out, if I again
taking compassion at their so great labours and
encombrances, did not som∣what releue the same.
That like as these good of the poetes, are wont with
some transformacion or likenessetournyng, to succour
men readie to perisshe, so I also (that in me lyeth) dooe
revoke such aged men as are at death’s door, and next
the pitte, backe againe vnto childhode? Wherupon, it
is not causeles, that folk call theim twyse children.
Now and if some woulde aske me how I dooe
transforme theim so, I will not hyde so mucheas that
from you. For I bringe them to the fountaine of my
mayden Obliuion.
(PF, Trans. Chaloner, 1535)

All the world's a stage,
And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.
(AULI, II.4)

Compose a mock-encomium of your own
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Robert Armin, A Nest of Ninnies (1608)
By and by enters my artificiall Foole in his old cloaths, making wry mouthes, dauncing, & looking a
squint: who when Iack beheld, sodainely he flew at him, and so violent|ly beate him, that all the Table
rose, but could scarce get him off: well, off he was at length, the Knight caused the broken ones to be by
themselues. My poore Minstrell with a fall had his head broke to the skull against the ground, his face
scratcht, that which was worst of all his left eye put out, and withall so sore brused, that he could neyther
stand nor goe: the knight caused him to bée laide with the Pyper, who was also hurt in the like conflict,
who lackt no good looking to, because they miscarryed in the Knights seruice: but euer after Iack Oates
could not endure to heare any talke of another Foole to be there, and the Knight durst not make such a
motion. The Pyper and the Min|strel being in bed together, one cryed O his backe and face: the other, O
his face and eye: the one cryed O his Pype: the other, O his fiddle, Good musicke or broken consorts
they agrée well together: but when they were well, they were contented for their paines: they had both
money and the knights fauour. Here you haue heard the difference twixt a Flat foole naturall, and a flat
foole artificiall, one that did his kinde, and the other who foolishly followed his owne minde: on which
two is written this Rime.
Naturall Fooles, are prone to selfe conceipt:
Fooles artificiall, with their wits lay wayte
To make themselues Fooles, liking the disguise,
To feede their owne mindes, and the gazers eyes.
Hee that attempts daunger, and is free,
Hurting himselfe; being well cannot see:
Must with the Fidler heere weare the Fooles coates,
And bide his pennance sign'd him by Iack Oates.
All such say I, that vse flat Foolerie,
Beare this, beare more; this flat Fooles companie.
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These quoth the world, are pretty toyes: I quoth the Phylosopher, but marke the applyance. By Iack Oates
is Morrally meant, many discribed like him, though not Fooles naturall yet most artificiall, they carde
hence what their Parents spin, and doe such Apish tricks, that rapine, ruine and a thousand
inconueniences follow. By the knight is meant maintainers of Foolery: by the Hall, the Inne where the
cards of vanity causeth many to be bewitcht as appeares in the seruing men, who busie in others braules
are as easily made friends as they were set together by the eares. By the second is meant reach at Stars,
ayming at honour, lighting somtime on the eare of memory, but ill taken because badly ment, is rewarded
with a deserued whipping. By the third is cald to question most that musically fret their time out in idle
baubling, and will become artificiall Fooles to outhraue Fooles indéede, but stick often in their owne
quick-sands, and are got out with repentance. But the fourth and last shewes the deuouring of deuotions
dyet, how euer come by yet they will stand vp to the arme-pits in daunger rather then to lacke their wils,
to slacke or rebate the edge of their appetites: with this the world a little humde and haide, said shée was
not pleased that such liued and did promise some amendment, but desired to sée further.
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Sebastian Brant, Stultifera Navis (The Ship of Fools, Cawood edition 1570)

Here begynneth the prologe.
22

Amonge the people of euery regyon
And ouer the worlde, south north eest and west
Soundeth godly doctryne in plenty and foyson
Wherin the grounde of vertue and wysdome doth rest
Rede gode and bad, and kepe the to the best
Was neuer more plenty of holsome doctryne
Nor fewer people that doth therto enclyne
We haue the Bybyll whiche godly doth expresse
Of the olde testament the lawes mysticall
And also of the newe our erour to redresse
Of phylosophy and other artes liberall
With other bokes of vertues morall
But thoughe suche bokes vs godly wayes shewe
We all ar blynde no man wyll them ensue
Banysshed is doctryne, we wander in derknes
Throughe all the worlde: our selfe we wyll not knowe
Wysdome is exyled, alas blynde folysshenes
Mysgydeth the myndes of people hye and lowe
Grace is decayed, yll governaunce doth growe
Both prudent Pallas and Minerua are slayne
Or els to heuyn retourned are they agayne
Knowledge of trouth, Prudence, and iust Symplicite
Hath vs clene left: For we set of them no store.
Our Fayth is defyled loue, goodnes, and Pyte:
Honest maners nowe ar reputed of: no more.
Lawyers ar lordes: but Justice is rent and tore.
Or closed lyke a Monster within dores thre.
For without mede: or money no man can hyr se.
Al is disordred: Vertue hathe no rewarde.
Alas, Compassion: and Mercy bothe ar slayne.
Alas, the stony hartys of pepyl ar so harde
That nought can constrayne theyr folyes to refrayne
But styl they procede: and eche other meyntayne.
So wander these foles: incresinge without nomber.
That al the worlde they vtterly encomber.
Blasphemers of Chryst; Hostlers; and Tauerners:
Crakars and bosters with Courters auenterous,
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Bawdes and Pollers with comon extorcioners
Ar taken nowe adayes in the worlde moste glorious.
But the gyftes of grace and al wayes gracious
We haue excluded. Thus lyue we carnally:
Utterly subdued to al lewdnes and Foly.
Thus is of Foles a sorte almost innumerable.
Defilynge the worlde with syn and Vylany.
Some thynkinge them self moche wyse and commendable
Thoughe al theyr dayes they lyue vnthryftely.
No goodnes they perceyue nor to no goode aplye.
But if he haue a great wombe, and his Cofers ful
Than is none holde wyser bytwene London and Hul.
But to assemble these Foles in one bonde.
And theyr demerites worthely to note.
Fayne shal I Shyppes of euery maner londe.
None shalbe left: Barke, Galay, Shyp, nor Bote.
One vessel can nat brynge them al aflote.
For yf al these Foles were brought into one Barge
The bote shulde synke so sore shulde be the charge.
The sayles ar hawsed, a pleasant cole dothe blowe.
The Foles assembleth as fast as they may dryue.
Some swymmeth after: other as thycke doth rowe
In theyr small botes, as Bees about a hyue
The nomber is great, and eche one doth stryue
For to be chefe as Purser and Capytayne
Quarter mayster, Lodesman or els Boteswayne.
They ron to our shyp, eche one doth greatly fere
Lyst his slacke paas, sholde cause hym byde behynde
The wynde ryseth, and is lyke the sayle to tere
Eche one enforseth the anker vp to wynde
The se swellyth by planettes well I fynde
These obscure clowdes threteneth vs tempest
All are nat in bed whiche shall haue yll rest
We are full lade and yet forsoth I thynke
A thousand are behynde, whom we may not receyue
For if we do, our nauy clene shall synke
He oft all lesys that coueytes all to haue
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From London Rockes almyghty god vs saue
For if we there anker, outher bote or barge
There be so many that they vs wyll ouercharge
Ye London Galantes, arere, ye shall nat enter
We kepe the streme, and touche nat the shore
In Cyte nor in Court we dare nat well auenter
Lyst perchaunce we sholde displeasure haue therfore
But if ye wyll nedes some shall haue an ore
And all the remenaunt shall stande afar at large
And rede theyr fautes paynted aboute our barge.
Lyke as a myrrour doth represent agayne
The fourme and fygure of mannes countenaunce
So in our shyp shall he se wrytyn playne
The fourme and fygure of his mysgouernaunce
What man is fautles, but outher ignoraunce
Or els wylfulnes causeth hym offende:
Than let hym nat disdayne this shyp, tyll he amende.
And certaynly I thynke that no creature
Lyuynge in this lyfe mortall in transytory
Can hym self kepe and stedfastly endure
Without all spot, as worthy eternall glory
But if he call to his mynde and memory
Fully the dedys both of his youthe and age
He wyll graunt in this shyp to kepe some stage
But who so euer wyll knowlege his owne foly
And it repent, lyuynge after in sympylnesse
Shall haue no place nor rowme more in our nauy
But become felawe to pallas the goddesse
But he that fyxed is in suche a blyndnesse
That thoughe he be nought he thynketh al is well
Suche shall in this Barge bere a babyll and a bell
These with other lyke may eche man se and rede
Eche by themselfe in this small boke ouerall
The fautes shall he fynde if he take good hede
Of all estatis as degres temporall
With gyders of dignytees spirituall
Bothe pore and riche, Chorles and Cytezyns
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For hast to lepe a borde many bruse theyr shynnys
Here is berdles youth, and here is crokyd age
Children with theyr faders that yll do them insygne
And doth nat intende theyr wantones to swage
Nouther by worde nor yet by discyplyne
Here be men of euery science and doctryne
Lerned and vnlerned man mayde chylde and wyfe
May here se and rede the lewdenes of theyr lyfe.
Here begynneth the foles and first inprofytable bokes.

I am the firste fole of all the hole nauy
To kepe the pompe, the helme and eke the sayle
For this is my mynde, this one pleasoure haue I
Of bokes to haue grete plenty and aparayle
I take no wysdome by them: nor yet auayle
Nor them preceyue nat: And then I them despyse
Thus am I a foole and all that sewe that guyse
That in this shyp the chefe place I gouerne
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By this wyde see with folys wanderynge
The cause is playne, and easy to dyscerne
Styll am I besy bokes assemblynge
For to haue plenty it is a plesaunt thynge
In my conceyt and to haue them ay in honde
But what they mene do I nat vnderstonde
But yet I haue them in great reuerence
And honoure sauynge them from fylth and ordure
By often brusshynge, and moche dylygence
Full goodly bounde in pleasaunt couerture
Of domas, satyn, or els of veluet pure
I kepe them sure ferynge lyst they sholde be lost
For in them is the connynge wherin I me bost.
But if it fortune that any lernyd men
Within my house fall to disputacion
I drawe the curtyns to shewe my bokes then
That they of my cunnynge sholde make probacion
I kepe nat to fall in altercacion
And whyle they comon my bokes I turne and wynde
For all is in them, and no thynge in my mynde.
Tholomeus the riche causyd longe agone
Ouer all the worlde good bokes to be sought
Done was his commaundement anone
These bokes he had and in his stody brought
Whiche passyd all erthly treasoure as he thought
But neuertheles he dyd hym nat aply
Unto theyr doctryne, but lyued unhappely.
Lo in lyke wyse of bokys I haue store
But fewe I rede, and fewer understande
I folowe nat theyr doctryne nor theyr lore
It is ynoughe to bere a boke in hande
It were to moche to be it suche a bande
For to be bounde to loke within the boke
I am content on the fayre couerynge to loke

27

Why sholde I stody to hurt my wyt therby
Or trouble my mynde with stody excessyue
Sythe many ar whiche stody right besely
And yet therby shall they neuer thryue
The fruyt of wysdom can they nat contryue
And many to stody so moche are inclynde
That utterly they fall out of theyr mynde
Eche is nat lettred that nowe is made a lorde
Nor eche a clerke that hath a benefyce
They are nat all lawyers that plees doth recorde
All that are promotyd are nat fully wyse
On suche chaunce nowe fortune throwys hir dyce
That thoughe one knowe but the yresshe game
Yet wolde he haue a gentyllmannys name
So in lyke wyse I am in suche case
Thoughe I nought can I wolde be callyd wyse
Also I may set another in my place
Whiche may for me my bokes excercyse
Or else I shall ensue the comon gyse
And say concedo to euery argument
Lyst by moche speche my latyn sholde be spent
I am lyke other Clerkes whiche so frowardly them gyde.
That after they ar onys come vnto promocion
They gyue them to plesour theyr stody set asyde.
Theyr Auaryce couerynge with fayned deuocion.
Yet dayly they preche: and haue great derysyon
Against the rude Laymen: and al for Couetyse.
Though theyr owne Conscience be blynded wt that vyce.
But if I durst trouth playnely vtter and expresse.
This is the special cause of this Inconuenyence.
That greatest foles, and fullest of lewdnes
Hauynge least wyt: and symplest Science
Ar fyrst promoted: and haue greatest reuerence
For if one can flater, and bere a hawke on his Fyst
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He shalbe made Person of Honyngton or of Clyst.
But he that is in Stody ay ferme and diligent.
And without al fauour prechyth Chrystys lore
Of al the Comontye nowe adayes is sore shent.
And by Estates thretened to Pryson oft therfore.
Thus what auayle is it, to vs to Stody more:
To knowe outher scripture, trouth, wysedom, or vertue
Syns fewe, or none without fauour dare them shewe.
But O noble Doctours, that worthy ar of name:
Consyder our olde faders: note wel theyr diligence:
Ensue ye theyr steppes: obtayne ye such fame,
As they dyd lyuynge: and that by true Prudence.
Within theyr hartys they planted theyr scyence
And nat in plesaunt bokes. But nowe to fewe suche be.
Therefore in this Shyp let them come rowe with me.
The Enuoy of Alexander Barclay Translatour exortynge the foles accloyed with this vice to
amende theyr foly.
Say worthy doctours and Clerkes curious:
What moueth you of Bokes to haue such nomber.
Syns dyuers doctrines throughe way contrarious.
Doth mannys mynde distract and sore encomber.
Alas blynde men awake, out of your slomber
And if ye wyl nedys your bokes multyplye
With diligence endeuer you some to occupye.
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Fool’s Cap Map of the World (ca. 1590)
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Week 10: Poetics
1. What is Touchstone talking about in his “much virtue in if” speech?

2. Summarise Aristotle’s argument from the Poetics. Do you agree with him?
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1. Summarise Sidney’s arguments about 1. Comedy; 2. poetry and history and 3.
philosophy.

2. How serious is he being? Why might a writer like Sidney, Erasmus or Shakespeare use
the seriocomic mode?

Philip Sidney, An Apologie for Poetry (1595)
On Comedy
No, perchance, it is the comic; whom naughty play-makers and stage-keepers have justly made odious. To
the arguments of abuse, I will after answer; only thus much now is to be said, that the comedy is an imitation
of the common errors of our life, which he representeth in the most ridiculous and scornful sort that may
be; so as it is impossible that any beholder can be content to be such a one. Now, as in geometry, the
oblique must be known as well as the right, and in arithmetic, the odd as well as the even; so in the actions
of our life, who seeth not the filthiness of evil, wanteth a great foil to perceive the beauty of virtue. This
doth the comedy handle so, in our private and domestical matters, as, with hearing it, we get, as it were, an
experience of what is to be looked for, of a niggardly Demea, of a crafty Davus, of a flattering Gnatho, of
a vain-glorious Thraso; and not only to know what effects are to be expected, but to know who be such,
by the signifying badge given them by the comedian of his own faults lie so behind his back, that he seeth
not himself to dance in the same measure, whereto yet nothing can more open his eyes than to see his own
actions contemptibly set forth; so that the right use of comedy will, I think, by nobody be blamed.
And much less of the high and excellent tragedy, that openeth the greatest wounds, and showeth forth the
ulcers that are covered with tissue; that maketh kings fear to be tyrants, and tyrants to manifest their
tyrannical humours; that with stirring the effects of admiration and commiseration, teacheth the uncertainty
of this world, and upon how weak foundations gilded roofs are builded.
On History and Poetry
So, then, the best of the historians is subject to the poet; for, whatsoever action or faction, whatsoever
counsel, policy, or war stratagem the historian is bound to recite, that may the poet, if he list, with his
imitation, make his own, beautifying it both for farther teaching, and more delighting, as it please him:
having all, from Dante’s heaven to his hell, under the authority of his pen. Which if I be asked, What poets
have done so? as I might well name some, so yet, say I, and say again, I speak of the art, and not of the
artificer. Now, to that which commonly is attributed to the praise of history, in respect of the notable
learning which is got by marking the success, as though therein a man should see virtue exalted, and vice
punished: truly, that commendation is peculiar to poetry, and far off from history; for, indeed, poetry ever
sets virtue so out in her best colours, making fortune her well-waiting handmaid, that one must needs be
enamoured of her. Well may you see Ulysses in a storm, and in other hard plights; but they are but exercises
of patience and magnanimity, to make them shine the more in the near following prosperity. And, on the
contrary part, if evil men come to the stage, they ever go out (as the tragedy writer answered to one that
misliked the show of such persons) so manacled, as they little animate folks to follow them. But history
being captive to the truth of a foolish world, in many times a terror from well-doing, and an encouragement
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to unbridled wickedness. For see we not valiant Miltiades rot in his fetters? the just Phocion and the
accomplished Socrates put to death like traitors? the cruel Severus live prosperously? the excellent Severus
miserably murdered? Sylla and Marius dying in their beds? Pompey and Cicero slain then when they would
have thought exile a happiness? See we not virtuous Cato driven to kill himself, and rebel Cæsar so
advanced, that his name yet, after sixteen hundred years, lasteth in the highest honour?
I conclude, therefore, that he excelleth history, not only in furnishing the mind with knowledge, but in
setting it forward to that which deserves to be called and accounted good: which setting forward, and
moving to well-doing, indeed, setteth the laurel crowns upon the poets as victorious; not only of the
historian, but over the philosopher, howsoever, in teaching, it may be questionable. For suppose it be
granted, that which I suppose, with great reason, may be denied, that the philosopher, in respect of his
methodical proceeding, teach more perfectly than the poet, yet do I think, that no man is so much … as to
compare the philosopher in moving with the poet. And that moving is of a higher degree than teaching, it
may by this appear, that it is well nigh both the cause and effect of teaching; for who will be taught, if he
be not moved with desire to be taught? And what so much good doth that teaching bring forth (I speak
still of moral doctrine) as that it moveth one to do that which it doth teach. For, as Aristotle saith, it is not
γνῶσις but πράξις [SH: not knowledge but practice] the fruit: and how πράξις can be, without being moved to
practise, it is no hard matter to consider.
On Philosophy and Poetry
The philosopher showeth you the way, he informeth you of the particularities, as well of the tediousness
of the way and of the pleasant lodging you shall have when your journey is ended, as of the many byturnings that may divert you from your way; but this is to no man, but to him that will read him, and read
him with attentive, studious painfulness; which constant desire whosoever hath in him, hath already passed
half the hardness of the way, and therefore is beholden to the philosopher but for the other half. Nay,
truly, learned men have learnedly thought, that where once reason hath so much over-mastered passion, as
that the mind hath a free desire to do well, the inward light each mind hath in itself is as good as a
philosopher’s book: since in nature we know it is well to do well, and what is well and what is evil, although
not in the words of art which philosophers bestow upon us; for out of natural conceit the philosophers
drew it; but to be moved to do that which we know, or to be moved with desire to know, “
Now, [40] therein, of all sciences (I speak still of human and according to the human conceit), is our poet
the monarch. For he doth not only show the way, but giveth so sweet enchanting skill of music; and with
a tale, forsooth, he cometh unto you with a tale which holdeth children from play, and old men from the
chimney-corner; [41] and, pretending no more, doth intend the winning of the mind from wickedness to
virtue; even as the child is often brought to take most wholesome things, by hiding them in such other as
have a pleasant taste; which, if one should begin to tell them the nature of the aloes or rhubarbarum they
should receive, would sooner take their physic at their ears than at their mouth; so it is in men (most of
them are childish in the best things, till they be cradled in their graves); glad they will be to hear the tales of
Hercules, Achilles, Cyrus, Æneas; and hearing them, must needs hear the right description of wisdom,
valour, and justice; which, if they had been barely (that is to say, philosophically) set out, they would swear
they be brought to school again. That imitation whereof poetry is, hath the most conveniency to nature of
all other; insomuch that, as Aristotle saith, those things which in themselves are horrible, as cruel battles,
unnatural monsters.
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Week 11: Prologues and Epilogues
1. What is the purpose of a prologue or an epilogue?

2. What is the purpose of Rosalind’s Epilogue?

Folly’s “Epilogue”
Howbeit if ought shall seeme vnto you to haue been saied of me more knappisshely than became me, or
with more word{is} than neded, thynke I praie you, that I was the spea∣ker, beyng bothe Folie, and a
woman. Yet for all that remembre the Greeke prouerbe, that oftentimes a foole maie speake to purpose, vnlesse
perchance ye thinke that this ma∣keth no whitte for women. I perceiue ye loke for an Epiloge or knotte of
my tale, but than sure ye are verie fooles, if ye wene that I yet remembre what I haue spoken, after suche a
rable∣ment of word{is} powred foorth. The old prouerbe saieth, I hate a talebearer from the boorde: But I saie,
I hate hym that remem∣breth what he hath sayd. Fare ye well therfore, clappe your hand{is} in to∣ken of gladnesse,
liue carelesse, and drinke all out, ye the trustie seruant{is} & solemne mi∣nisters of Folie.

PROLOGUE
Two households, both alike in dignity,
In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes
A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life;
Whose misadventured piteous overthrows
Do with their death bury their parents' strife.
The fearful passage of their death-mark'd love,
And the continuance of their parents' rage,
Which, but their children's end, nought could remove,
Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage;
The which if you with patient ears attend,
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend.
(Romeo and Juliet, ‘Prologue’)
Chorus
O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend
The brightest heaven of invention,
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene!
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels,
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword and fire
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Crouch for employment. But pardon, and gentles all,
The flat unraised spirits that have dared
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth
So great an object: can this cockpit hold
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram
Within this wooden O the very casques
That did affright the air at Agincourt?
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may
Attest in little place a million;
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt,
On your imaginary forces work.
Suppose within the girdle of these walls
Are now confined two mighty monarchies,
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder:
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts;
Into a thousand parts divide on man,
And make imaginary puissance;
Think when we talk of horses, that you see them
Printing their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth;
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times,
Turning the accomplishment of many years
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply,
Admit me Chorus to this history;
Who prologue-like your humble patience pray,
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.

Chorus
Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen,
Our bending author hath pursued the story,
In little room confining mighty men,
Mangling by starts the full course of their glory.
Small time, but in that small most greatly lived
This star of England: Fortune made his sword;
By which the world's best garden be achieved,
And of it left his son imperial lord.
Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown'd King
Of France and England, did this king succeed;
Whose state so many had the managing,
That they lost France and made his England bleed:
Which oft our stage hath shown; and, for their sake,
In your fair minds let this acceptance take.

(Henry V, Prologue)

(Henry V, Epilogue)
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