




























































































































































































518 THOMAS DEKKER

L. Mayor. Tell me, good honest fellow, where he is,
And thou shalt see what I'll bestow on thee.

Firk. Honest fellow? No, sir; not so, sir; my profession is the
gentle craft; I care not for seeing, I love feeling; let me feel it here;
aurium tenus, ten pieces of gold; genuum tenus, ten pieces of silver;
and then Firk is your man—{aside] in a new pair of stretchers®

L. Mayor. Here is an angel, part of thy reward,

Which I will give thee; tell me where he is.

Firk. No point. Shall I betray my brother? No! Shall I prove
Judas to Hans? No! Shall I cry treason to my corporation? No, I
shall be firked and yerked then. But give me your angel; your
angel shall tell you.

Lincoln. Do so, good fellow; 'tis no hurt to thee.

Firk. Send simpering Syb away.

L. Mayor. Huswife, get you in. Exit Sysiv.

Firk. Pitchers have ears, and maids have wide mouths; but for
Hans Prauns, upon my word, to-morrow morning he and young
Mistress Rose go to this gear, they shall be married together, by
this rush, or else turn Firk to a firkin of butter, to tan leather withal.

L. Mayor. But art thou sure of this?

Firk. Am 1 sure that Paul’s steeple is a handful higher than
London Stone,’ or that the Pissing-Conduit’ leaks nothing but pure
Mother Bunch?® Am I sure I am lusty Firk? God’s nails, do you
think I am so base to gull you?

Lincoln. Where are they married? Dost thou know the church?

Firk. 1 never go to church, but I know the name of it; it is a
swearing church—stay a while, ’tis—ay, by the mass, no, no,—'tis—
ay, by my troth, no, nor that; ’tis—ay, by my faith, that, that, ’tis,
ay, by my Faith’s Church under Paul’s Cross. There they shall be
knit like a pair of stockings in matrimony; there they’ll be inconie.’

Lincoln. Upon my life, my nephew Lacy walks
In the disguise of this Dutch shoemaker.

Firk. Yes, forsooth.

Lincoln. Doth he not, honest fellow?

Firk. No, forsooth; I think Hans is nobody but Hans, no spirit.

3 Stretchers of the truth, lies. & A stone which marked the center from which the
old Roman roads radiated. 7 A small conduit near the Royal Exchange. & Mother
Bunch was a well-known ale-wife. % A pretty sight.






520 THOMAS DEKKER

ACTV
ScenNk 1. [A4 room in Eyre’s house]

Enter Eyre, Marcery, Hans, and Rose

Eyre. This is the morning, then; stay, my bully, my honest Hans,
is it not?

Hans. This is the morning that must make us two happy or
miserable; therefore, if you—

Eyre. Away with these ifs and ands, Hans, and these et caeteras!
By mine honour, Rowland Lacy, none but the king shall wrong thee.
Come, fear nothing, am not I Sim Eyre? Is not Sim Eyre lord mayor
of London? Fear nothing, Rose: let them all say what they can;
dainty, come thou to me—laughest thou?

Marg. Good my lord, stand her friend in what thing you may.

Eyre. Why, my sweet Lady Madgy, think you Simon Eyre can for-
get his fine Dutch journeyman? No, vah! Fie, I scorn it, it shall
never be cast in my teeth, that I was unthankful. Lady Madgy, thou
had’st never covered thy Saracen’s head with this French flap, nor
loaden thy bum with this farthingale, (’tis trash, trumpery, vanity);
Simon Eyre had never walked in a red petticoat, nor wore a chain of
gold, but for my fine journeyman’s Portuguese—And shall I leave
him? No! Prince am I none, yet bear a princely mind.

Hans. My lord, ’tis time for us to part from hence.

Eyre. Lady Madgy, Lady Madgy, take two or three of my pie-
crust-eaters, my buff-jerkin varlets, that do walk in black gowns at
Simon Eyre’s heels; take them, good Lady Madgy; trip and go, my
brown queen of periwigs, with my delicate Rose and my jolly Row-
land to the Savoy; see them link’d, countenance the marriage; and
when it is done, cling, cling together, you Hamborow turtle-doves.
I'll bear you out, come to Simon Eyre; come, dwell with me, Hans,
thou shalt eat minced-pies and marchpane.! Rose, away, cricket; trip
and go, my Lady Madgy, to the Savoy; Hans, wed, and to bed; kiss,
and away! Go, vanish!

Marg. Farewell, my lord.

Rose. Make haste, sweet love.

1 A sweetmeat made of sugar and almonds.
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894 PHILIP MASSINGER

Which, when they would deceive, most courtiers practise;
Yet being a man, (for, sure, to style you more

Would relish of gross flattery,) I am forc’d,

Against my confidence of your worth and virtues,

To doubt, nay, more, to fear.

Lov. So young, and jealous!

All. Were you to encounter with a single foe,
The victory were certain; but to stand
The charge of two such potent enemies,

At once assaulting you, as wealth and beauty,
And those too seconded with power, is odds
Too great for Hercules.

Love. Speak your doubts and fears,
Since you will nourish them, in plainer language,
That I may understand them.

All. What’s your will,
Though I lend arms against myself, (provided
They may advantage you,) must be obeyed.

My much-lov’d lord, were Margaret only fair,
The cannon of her more than earthly form,
Though mounted high, commanding all beneath it,
And ramm’d with bullets of her sparkling eyes,
Of all the bulwarks that defend your senses
Could batter none, but that which guards your sight.
But when the well-tun’d accents of her tongue
Make music to you, and with numerous' sounds
Assault your hearing, (such as if Ulysses,
Now liv’d again, howe’er he stood the Syrens,
Could not resist,) the combat must grow doubtful
Between your reason and rebellious passions.
Add this too; when you feel her touch, and breath
Like a soft western wind when it glides o’er
Arabia, creating gums and spices;
And, in the van, the nectar of her lips,
Which you must taste, bring the battalia on,
Well arm’d, and strongly lin’d* with her discourse,
And knowing manners, to give entertainment;—

1 Rhythmical. % Reinforced.





































































































































































