Ralph Roister Poister

The “Short” Verson (Researched and Edited by Rose de Le Mans)
© 1993, The Golden Stag Players

A Comedy
By Nicholas Uddl

CHARACTERS

Ralph Roister Doister

Matthew Merrygreek

Gawyn Goodluck, affianced to Dame Custance
Trisam Trusty, hisfriend

Dobinet Doughty, servant to Raph Roister Doister
Tom Truepenny, servant to Dame Custance
Sim Suresby, servant to Goodluck

Scrivener

Dame Christian Custance, awidow
Margery Mumblecrust, her nurse

Tibet Talkapace,

Annot Alyface, her maidens

ACT |

Prologue Welcome be ye to another Golden Stag Production --
Here stand | once again to make introduction.
Ralph Roiger Doigter we present you this day,
Honest and truly, ‘tis a period play!
We bring thisto you, in origina strength

(Rose comes out and whispersin ear)
Wi, afew songs were cut, because of the length.
(Rose comes out again ...)

All right, dl the songs we had to throw out!
But the words remain true, have ye no doublt!

(Rose comes out a final time)

*Sigh* Fine, fine! So the play would not dog

Near two hours were rid from this didogue.

So the abridged Roister DOister you' |l enjoy, we hope.
We did-eth our best, must you then COPE!

(Exeunt)
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(Enter "the parasite” Matthew Merrygreek.)

Aslong liveth the merry man, they say,

As doth the sorry man, and longer by aday;

Y et the grasshopper, for dl his summer piping,
Sarveth in winter with hungry griping.

Thislesson mugt | practise, or dse erelong,

With me, Matthew Merrygree, it will be wrong.

My living lieth here, and there, of God's grace
Sometime with this good man, sometime in that place,
Sometime | hang on Hankyn Hoddydody's deeve,
But this day, on Ralph Roister Doigter's, by his leave.
For truly of al men heismy chief banker

Both for meat and money, and my chief sheet-anchor.
But marvel | see him not dl this same day;

I will seek him out -- But, [o! he cometh this way.

| have yond espied him sadly coming,

And inlove, for twenty pound, by his glumming.

(Enter Ralph Roister Doister.)

Come, desth, when thou wilt, | am weary of my lifel

(to the audience) | told you, I, we should woo another wife!
Why did God make me such agoodly person?

Heisin by the week. We shdl have sport anon.

And whereis my trusty friend, Matthew Merrygreek?

| will make as| saw him not. He doth me seek.

| have him espied, methinketh; yond is he.
Ho! Matthew Merrygreek, my friend, aword with thee!

I will not hear him, but make as| had haste.

Farewell, dl my good friends! The time away doth waste,
And the tide, they say, tarrieth for no man!

Thou must with thy good counsd hep meif thou can.

God keep thee, worshipful Master Roister Doister!
And farewell the lusty Magter Roister Doigter!
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| must needs speak with thee aword or twain.

Within amonth or two | will be here again.
Negligence in greet affairs, ye know, may mar al.

Attend upon me now, and well reward thee | shall.
| have taken my leave, and the tide is well spent.
| die except thou help! | pray thee, be content.

Then, to serve your turn, | will some painstake,
And let dl mine own affairs done for your sake.

My whole hope and trust resteth only in thee.
Then can ye not do amiss, whatever it be.

Upon thy comfort | will dl thingswel handle.
So, lo! that isabreast to blow out acandle!

But what isthis great matter, | would fain know?
We shdl find remedy therefore, | trow.

Do yelack money? Yeknow mine old offers,

Y e have aways akey to my purse and coffers.

| thank thee! Had ever man such afriend?
Yegive unto me; | must needsto you lend.

Nay, | have money plenty dl thingsto discharge.
(aside) That knew | right well when | made offer so large.

But it is no such matter.

Wha isit than?
Areyein danger of debt to any man?

Tut! | owe nought!

What then?
Fear ye imprisonment?
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No.

No, | wist, ye offend not so to be shent?.
What isit? Hath any man threstened you to best?

What is he that durst have put mein that heet?

He that beateth me -- by Hisarmdl -- shdl well find,
That | will not be far from him, nor run behind.

That thing know al men ever snceye overthrew
Thefdlow of the lion which Hercules dew.

But what isit, then?

Of love | make my moan.

Ah, thisfoolish lovel Wilt neer let us done?
| would meddle no more, since | find al so unkind.

Yea, but | cannot so put love out of my mind.
But isyour love -- tell mefird, in any wise --
In the way of marriage, or of merchandise?

If it may otherwise than lawful be found,

Y e get none of my help for a hundred pound.
No, by my troth; | would have her to my wife.

Then are ye agood man, and God save your life!
And what, or who is she, with whom ye are in love?

A woman, whom | know not by what means to move.
Whét is her name?

Mistress -- ah --

Fie, fie, for shamel

Love ye, and know not whom but "her, yond,” "awoman"?

We shdl then get you awife | cannot tell when.

The fair woman that supped with us yesternight;
And | heard her name twice or thrice, and had it right.

1 shent] Disgraced.
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Y ea, ye may see ye neer take me to good cheer with you;
If ye hed, | could have told you her name now.

| was to blame indeed; but the next time, perchance --
And she dwelleth in this house.

What! Christian Custance?
| hear she isworth athousand pound and more.

Y eg, but learn this one lesson of me afore;

An hundred pound of marriage-money, doubtless,
Is ever thirty pound sterling, or somewhat less,

So that her thousand pound, if she be thrifty,

Is much near about two hundred and fifty,
Howbeit, wooers and widows are never poor!

Issheawidow? | love her better therefore.
But | hear she hath made promise to another.
He shdl go without her, an he were my brother.

| have heard say -- | am right well advised --
That she hath to Gawyn Goodluck promised.

What isthat Gawyn Goodluck?
A merchant man.

Shall he speed afore me? Nay, Sir, by sweet Saint Annel
Ah, sr, "Backare?," quoth Mortimer to his sow.

| will have her mine own sdif, | make God avow.

For, | tell thee, sheisworth athousand pound!

Y et afitter wife for your maship might be found.
Such agoodly man as you might get one with land,
Besides pounds of gold a thousand, and a thousand,
Y our most goodly personage is worthy of no less.

| am sorry God made me so comely, doubtless;
For that maketh me eachwhere so highly favored,
And al women on me so enamoured.

2 Backard Backup
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"Enamoured,” quoth you? Have ye spied out that?
As, gr, marry, now | see you know what is whét.
"Enamoured,” ka? Marry, S, say that again!

But | thought not ye had marked it so plain.

Y es, eachwhere they gaze dl upon me and Sare.

Yea, Mdkin, | warrant you as much as they dare.
But now to your widow, whom you love so hot.

By Cock, thou sayest truth! | had amost forgot.
What if Chrigtian Custance will not have you? whet?

Have me? yes, | warrant you, never doubt of that,
I know she loveth me, but she dare not speak.

Indeed, right meet it were somebody should it bresk.2

She looked on me twenty times yesternight,
And laughed o --

That she could not St upright?

No, faith could she not.

No, even such athing | cast.*

But, for wooing, thou knowest, women are shamefast.
But and she knew my mind, | know she would be glad,

And think it the best chance that ever she had.

To her, then, like aman, and be bold forth to Sart,
Wooers never speed well that have afalse heart.

What may | best do?
S, remain ye awhile here;

Ere long one or other of her house will appear.
(exit)

3 should it break] Makeknown.

4 cast] Guessed,
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(WithRoister Doister inthe background, enter Margery Mumblecrust, spinning onthedistaff,
and Tibet Talkapace, sewing.)

If this distaff were spun, Margery Mumblecrust --
Where good stale deis, will drink no water, | trust.
Dame Custance hath promised us good ae and white bread --

If she keep not promise | will beshrew her head!
But it will be stark night before | shal have done.

| will land here awhile, and tak with them anon.

| hear them speak of Custance, which doth my heart good;
To hear her name spoken doth even comfort my blood.
Sit down to your work, Tibet, like agood girl.

Nurse, meddle you with your spindle and your whirl!

No haste but good, Madge Mumblecrust; for whip and whur®,
The old proverb doth say, never made good fur.

Wi, yewill st down to your work anon, | trugt.

Soft fire maketh sweet malt, good Madge Mumblecrust.
And sweet mat maketh jolly good de for the nones®
Which will dide down the lane without any bones.

Thejolliest wench thet ere | heard! little mouse!
May | not rgjoice that she shdl dwell in my house?

(To Margery Mumblecrust)
So, srrah, now this gear” beginneth for to frame.

Thanksto God, though your work stand till, your tongue is not lame!

And, though your teeth be gone, both so sharp and so fine,
Y et your tongue can run on pattens as well as mine.

% whip and whur] Hurry.

® nones] afternoon.

7 gear] business.
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Y e were not nought named Tib Talkapace.

Doth my tak grieve you? Alack, God save your grace!
| hold a groat® ye will drink anon for this gear.

And | will pray you the stripes for me to beer.

| hold a penny, ye will drink without a cup.

Wherein s0 €er ye drink, | wot ye drink al up.

(Enter Annot Alyface, knitting.)

By Cock! and well sawed, my good Tibet Talkapace!
And €en aswdl knit, my nown Annot Alyface!

See what a sort she keepeth that must be my wife.
Shdl not I, when | have her, lead amerry life?

Welcome, my good wench, and st here by me just.

And how doth our old beldame here, Madge Mumblecrust?
Chide, and find faults, and threaten to complain.

To make us poor girls shent®, to her issmdl gain.

| did neither chide, nor complain, nor thresten.

It would grieve my heart to see one of them besten.

| did nothing but bid her work and hold her peace.

8 hold a groat] wager.
9 shent] Ashamed.
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So would I, if you could your clattering cease;

But the devil cannot make old trot* hold her tongue.
Thisdeeveisnot willing to be sawed, | trow.

A amdl thing might make me dl in the ground to throw!
If ye do so again, well, | would advise you nay.

In good sooth, one stop more, and | make holiday.
Ah, each finger is athumb today methink,

| carenot to let dl aone, choose it svim or sink.
(She casts down her work.)

Thereit lieth! Theworst isbut acurried coat.'

Tut, | am used thereto; | care not a groat!

Have we done sewing since? Thenwill | inagain.
Here | found you, and here | leave both twain.
(She goes out.)

And | will not be long after, Tib Talkapace.
(Spying Roister Doister.)

What is the matter?

Y ond stood aman dl this space,
And hath heard al that ever we spake together.

Marry! the more lout he for his coming hither!

And the less good he can, to listen maidens talk!

| care not an | go bid him hence for to walk.

It were well done to know what he maketh here away.
Now might | spesk to them, if | wist what to say.

Nay, we will go both off, and see what heiis.
(Advancing.) Onethat hath heard dl your talking, iwis.

The more to blame you! a good thrifty husband®?
Would e sawhere have had some better mattersin hand.

10 old trot] old crone

1 curried coat] beating.
12 good thrifty husband] housekeeper.
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| did it for no harm, but for good love | bear

To your dame mistress Custance, | did your talk hear.
And, migtress nurse, | will kiss you for acquaintance.
(Eagerly.) | comeanon, Sir.

Faith, | would our dame Custance saw this gear!

I mugt first wipedl clean, yea, | must.

Il ‘chieveit, doting fool, but it must be cust!®®

God yidd you, sir! Chad™ not so much i-chotte™ not whan®,
Ne'er since chwas born, chwine, of such agay gentleman!*’

I will kissyou too, maiden, for the good will | bear you.
No, forsooth, by your leave, ye shdl not kiss me!
Y es, be not afeared; | do not disdain you awhit.

Why should | fear you? | have not so little wit,
Yeare but aman, | know very well.

Why, then?

Forsooth, for | will not, | use not to kiss men.

| would fain kiss you too, good maiden, if | might.
What should that need?

But to honor you, by thislight!
| useto kissdl themthat | love, so God | vow.

Yesq, g, | pray you, when did ye last kiss your cow?

Y e might be proud to kissme, if ye were wise.

13 cust] kissed.
14 Chad] | had.

15 j-chotte] | know.

%8 not whan] not when.

' Ne'er ... gentleman!] Not since| washorn, | believe, of such alively gentleman.
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What promotion were therein?

Nurse is not so nice.

W, | have not been taught to kissing and licking.

Yet | thank you, mistress nurse, ye made no sticking.*®
I will not gtick for a kiss with such aman as you!

They that lust!®® | will again to my sewing now.

(Enter Annot Alyface.)

Tidings, ho! tidingd Dame Custance greeteth you well.
Whom? me?

You, Sr? No, sr; | do no such taetell.

But, and she knew me here --

Tibet Takapace, Y our mistress, Custance, and mine, must spesk with your grace.

With me?
Y e must comeinto her, out of al doubts.

And my work not haf done! A mischief on dl loutd
(They go out.)

Ah, good sweet nurse!

A good sweset gentleman!

What?

Nay, | cannot tdll, ar; but what thing would you?

How doth sweet Custance, my heart of gold, tell me how?

18 gticking] objection.

19 |ust!] like.
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She doth very well, sr, and commends me to you.
Tome?

Yeq, to you, Sir.

Tome? Nurse, tel meplain, To me?

Yea

That word maketh me dive again!

She commended me to one last day, whoeer it was.
That was €en to me and none other, by the Mass.

| cannot tell you surdly, but oneit was.

It was | and none other. This cometh to good pass.
| promise thee, nurse, | favour her.

E'en so, Sir.

Bid her sue to mefor marriage.

E'en so, Sir.

And surdly for thy sake, she shall speed.
E'en so, Sir.

| shall be contented to take her.

E'en so, Sir.

But at thy request, and for thy sake.

E'en so, Sir.

And, come, hark in thine ear what to say.
(Hetellsher agreat, long talein her ear.) E'en o, Sir.

(Enter Merrygreek, and Dobinet Doughty.)
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(Pretending to believe Roister Doister isin love with the old woman.)

God be a your wedding! Be ye sped aready?
| did not suppose that your love was so greedy.
| perceive now ye have chose of devotion;

And joy ye, lady, of your promotion!

Tush, fool, thou are decelved; thisis not she.

Wl, mock much of her, and keep her wdll, | viseye.
| will take no charge of such afair piece keeping.

What aleth thisfdlow? He driveth me to weeping.

What! weep on the wedding day? Be merry, woman!
Though | say it, ye have chose a good gentleman.

K ock's nowns®! what meanest thou man? tut awhistlel?

(Continuing to mock him.)
Ah, gr, be good to her; sheisbut gristle! Ah, sweet lamb and cony!

Tut, thou are deceived!

Weep no more, lady; ye shdl be wdll received.
Up with some merry noise, Sirs, to bring home the bride!

Gog'sams, knave! Art thou mad? | tel thee thou art wide?.
Then ye intend by night to have her home brought.

| tell thee, no!

How then?

'Tis neither meant nor thought.

What shdl we then do with her?

Ah, foolish harebrain! Thisis not shel

2 Kock’s nowns!] God' swounds!

2 whistl€] trifle.

22 thou art wide] thou art mistaken.



Raph Roister Doister - by Nicholas Udall -- as Produced by the Golden Stag Players

Page 15

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Mumblecrust
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Nois? Why then, unsaid again!
And what young girl is this with your maship so bold?

A grl?
Yeq; | dare say; scarce yet threescore year old.
This sameisthe fair widow's nurse, of whom ye wot.>

Is she but anurse of ahouse? Hence home old trot!
Hence at oncel

No! no!

What! an please your maship,
A nurse tak so homely with one of your worship?

| will haveit so; it ismy plessure and will.

Then | am content. Nurse, come again; tarry ill.
What! shewill hdp forward this my suit for her part.
Then ist mine own pigsny*, and blessing on my heart.
Thisis our begt friend, man!

Then teach her what to say.

| am taught already.

Then go, make no delay!

Y et hark, one word in thine ear.

Back, grs, from histail!

Back, villand  Will ye be privy of my counsal?

Back, sirs! so! | told you afore ye would be shent.®

2 wot] know.

24 pigsny] darling.

25 ghent] put to shame.
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She shdl have thefirst day awhole peck of argent.
A peck? Nomine Patris! have ye so much to spare?

Y eg, and a cart-load thereto, or else wereit bare,
Besides other movables, household stuff, and land.

Have ye lands too?

An hundred marks.

Y ea, a thousand!

And have ye cattle too? and sheep too?

Yea, afew.

Heis ashamed the number of them to show.

E'en round about him, as many as thousand sheep goes,
As he and thou, and | too have fingers and toes.

And how many years old be you?

Forty at least.

Y eg, and thrice forty to them!

Nay, now thou dost jest.
| am not so old; thou misreckonest my years.

| know that; but my mind was on bullocks and steers.
And what shal | show her your mastership's name is?
Nay, she shal make suit ere she know that, iwis.

Y et let me somewhat know.

Thisis he, understand,
That killed the Blue Spider in Blanchepowder [and.

Yeag Jeud William! Zeelaw! Did he zo? law!
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Y eg, and the last ephant that ever he saw;
As the beast passed by, he start out of a busk,?®
And €en with pure strength of arms plucked out his great tusk.

O Lord! My heart quaketh for fear!
Heistoo sore!

Thou makest her too much afeard. Merrygreek, no more!
Thistae would ‘fear my sweetheart Custance right evil.

Nay, let her take him, nurse, and fear not the devil!

Now, nurse, take this same | etter here to thy mistress;
And asmy trust isin thee, ply my business

It shall be done.

Who makeit?

| wrote it, each whit.
Then neads it no mending.
No, no!

No; | know your wit;
| warrant it well.

It shdl be ddlivered.
But, if ye speed, shdl | be considered?

Whough! dost thou doubt of that?

What shdl | have?

A hundred times more than thou canst devise to crave.
Shdl | have some new gear? for my old isall spent.
Theworg kitchen wench shdl go in ladies raiment.

Yea?

% pusk] bush.
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And the worgt drudge in the house shdll go better
Than your mistress doth now.

Then | trudge with your letter. (Exit)

Now, may | repose me, Custance is mine own.
Let ussing and play homeward, that it may be known.

But are you sure that your letter iswell enough?
| wrote it mysdf!

Then go we to dinner!
(They go out.)

(Enter Christian Custance and Margery Mumblecrust.)
Who took thee this letter, Margery Mumblecrust?

A lusty gay bachelor took it me of trust,?’
And if ye seek to him he will 'low?® your doing.

Y ea, but where learned he that manner of wooing?

If to sue to him you will any painstake,
He will have you to hiswife, he saith, for my sske.

Some wise gentleman, belike! | am bespoken,
And | thought, verily, this had been some token

From my dear spouse Gawyn Goodluck; whom, when him please,

God luckily send home to both our hearts ease.
A jolly manitis, | wot wel by report.

And would have you to him for marriage resort.
Best open the writing, and see what it doth speak.
At thistime, nurse, | will neither read nor break.?®

He promised to give you awhole peck of gold.

Perchance lack of a pint, when it shal be dl told!

27 took ot me of trusf] gaveit tomeintrust.

2 ‘| ow] approve.
2 break.] open.
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Mumblecrust | would take a gay rich husband, an | were you.

Dame Custance  Ingood sooth, Madge, €en so would |, if | were thou.
But no more of thisfond talk now, let usgoin.
And see thou no more move mefally to begin.
Nor bring me no more letters for no man's plessure,
But thou know from whom.

Mumblecrust | warrant ye shdl be sure!
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ACT Il

Doughty

Mumblecrust

Doughty
Mumblecrust
Doughty

Mumblecrust

Doughty

Mumblecrust

Doughty

Mumblecrust

(Enter Dobinet Doughty.)

Whereisthe house | go to? before or behind?

| know not where, nor when, nor how | shal it find.
And now an | sent to Dame Christian Custance;

But | fear it will end with amock for pastance.®

| bring her aring, with atoken in aclout,*

And, by al guess, this sameis her house out of doulbt.
| know it now perfect, | am in my right way.

And lo yond the old nurse that was with uslast day!

(Enter Margery Mumblecrust.)

| was ne'er so shook up afore since | was born.

That our misiress could not have chid, | would have sworn;
And | pray to God | dig, if | meant any harm,

But for my life-time, this shdl be to me acharm!

God you save and see, nurse! And how isit with you?
Marry, agrest ded theworseit is, for such as thou!

For me? Why s0?

Why, were not thou one of them, say,
That sang and played here with the gentleman last day?

Y es, and he would know if you have for him spoken,
And prays you to ddiver thisring and token.

Now, by the toker® that God tokened, brother,

| will deliver no token, one nor other!

| have once been so shent for your master's pleasure,
As| will not be again for dl histreasure.

He will thank you, woman.

| will none of histhank.
(Exit.)

%0 pastance] pastime.

3L dlout] pieceof cloth.

%2 pastance] pastime.
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Doughty | weert® | am a prophet! this gear®* will prove blank!
But what! should I home again without answer go?
It were better go to Rome on my head than so.
| will tarry here this month, but some of the house
Shdl take it of me; and then | care not alouse.
But yonder cometh forth awench -- or alad;
If he have not one Lombard's® touch, my luck is bad.
(Enter Tom Truepenny.)
Truepenny | am clean lost for lack of merry company!
We 'gree not haf well within, our wenchesand I.
They will command like misiresses; they will forbid,
If they be not served, Truepenny must be chid.
Doughty Whether isit better that | spesk to him firgt,
Or hefirg to me?it is good to cast the worst.
If | begin firgt, he will smdl dl my purpose;
Otherwise, | shdl not need anything to discolse.
Truepenny What boy have we yonder? | will seewhat heis.
Doughty He cometh to me. It is hereabout, iwis.
Truepenny Wouldest thou aught, friend, that thou lookest so about?
Doughty Y ea; but whether ye can help me or no, | doulbt,
| seek to one migtress Custance house, here dweling.
Truepenny It is my mistress ye seek to, by your teling.
Doughty Isthere any of that name here but she?
Truepenny Not onein al the whole town that | know, perdie.
Doughty A widow sheis, | trow?
Truepenny And what an she be?
Doughty But ensured® to an husband?
33 ween| believe.

34 gear] business.

35 Lombard] The Lombardswere bankersinthe Middle Ages.

36 ensured] engaged.
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Truepenny
Doughty

Truepenny

Talkapace
Alyface
Truepenny
Talkapace
Alyface

Truepenny

Alyface
Talkapace
Doughty
Alyface
Talkapace

Doughty

Y ea, S0 think we.

And | dwell with her husband that trusteth to be.

In faith, then must thou needs be welcome to me.
Let usfor acquaintance shake hands togither;

And whateer thou be, heartily welcome hither.
(Enter Tibet Talkapace and Annot Alyface.)
Well, Truepenny, never but flinging! **

And frisking!

Well, Tibet and Annoat, till swinging and whisking!
But ye roil abroad.®®

In the street, everywhere!

Where are ye twain, in chambers, when ye meet me there?
But come hither, fools; | have one now by the hand,
Servant to him that must be our mistress husband,
Bid him welcome.

To metruly ishe wecome!

Forsooth, and as | may say, heartily welcome!

| thank you, mistress maids.

| hope we shdll better know.

And when will our new master come.

Shortly, | trow.

87 flinging] rushing around.

38 swinging and whisting] dashing abot.
%9 roil abroad] gad about.
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Talkapace

Truepenny

Alyface
Truepenny
Alyface
Talkapace

Doughty

Talkapace
Truepenny

Talkapace

Alyface

| would it were to-morrow; for till he resort,

Our midtress, being awidow, hath smadl comfort,
And | heard our nurse speak of an husband to-day
Reedy for our mistress, arich man and agay;

And we shdl go in our French hoods every day,

In our slk cassocks, | warrant you, fresh and gay,
In our trick ferdegews and biliments® of gold;
Bravein our suits of change, seven double fold.
Then shall ye see Tibet, Srs, tread the moss so trim.
Nay, why said | "tread"? ye shdl see her glide and swim,
Not lumperdee clumperdee like our spanid Rig.

Marry, then, prick-me-dainty*, come toast me afig!
Who shdl then know our Tib Takapace, trow ye?

And why not Annot Alyface asfine as she?

And what? had Tom Truepenny afather, or none?
Then our pretty newcome man will look to be one.
Will you now in with us unto our misiress go?

| have firgt for my master an errand or two.

But | have here from him atoken and ring,

They shdl have most thank of her that firgt doth it bring.
Marry, that will I!

See, an Tibet snatch not now!

And why may not I, S, get thanks as well as you?
(Exit.)

Yet get ye not dl; we will go with you both,
And have part of your thanks, be ye never so loth!

(Exuent Annot and Truepenny.)

0 ferdegews and biliments] farthingales and headdresses.

4L prick-me-dainty] my fair lady.
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Dame Custance

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Talkapace
Truepenny
Alyface

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Talkapace
Dame Custance
Talkapace
Dame Custance
Alyface

Dame Custance

Alyface

So my hands arerid of it; | care for no more.
| may now return home; o durst | not afore,
(Exit.)

(Enter Dame Custance, Tibet Talkapace, Annot Alyface, and Truepenny.)

Nay, come forth al threel and come hither, pretty maid!
Will not so many forewarnings make you afraid?

Y es, forsooth.

But Hill be arunner up and down?
Still be abringer of tidings and tokens to town?

No, forsooth, mistress.

Isdl your delight and joy
In whisking and ramping abroad like a tomboy?

Forsooth, these were there too, Annot and Truepenny.
Y ea, but ye alone took it, ye cannot deny.

Y eg, that ye did.

But if | had not, ye twain would.

You greet caf! ye should have more wit, so ye should!
But why should any of you take such things in hand?

Because it came from him that must be your husband.
How do ye know that?

Forsooth, the boy did say so.

What was his name?

We asked not.

Did ye? no?

Heisnot far gone, of liklihood.
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Truepenny
Dame Custance

Truepenny

Dame Custance

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Truepenny

| will see,

If thou cangt find him in the sregt, bring him to me.
Yes.

(He goes out.)

Wdl, ye naughty girls, if ever | perceive

That henceforth you do letters or tokens receive
That to bring unto me from any person or place,
Except ye first show me the party face to face,
Either thou, or thou, full truly aoy* thou shalt.

Pardon this, and the next time powder*® mein !
| shdl makedl girls by you twain to beware.

If ever | offend again, do not me spare.

But if ever | see that fase boy any more

By your mistress-ship's licence, | tell you afore,

| will rather have my coat twenty times swinged,*
Than on the naughty wag not to be avenged.

Good wenches would not so ramp abroad idly.

But keep within doors, and ply their work ernestly.

If one would spesk with methat isaman likely,

Y e shdl have right good thank to bring me work quickly;
But otherwise with messages to come in post

From henceforth, | promise you, shdl be to your cost.
Get you in to your work!

Y es, forsooth.

Hence, both twain;

And let me see you play me such a part again!
(Re-enter Truepenny.)

Midtress, | have run past the far end of the siret,
Yet can | not yonder crafty boy see nor mest.

* aby] pay.

43 powder ] preserve.

4 swinged] whipped.
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Dame Custance

Truepenny

Dame Custance
Truepenny

Dame Custance

No?

Yet | looked as far beyond the people
Asone may see out of the top of Paul's steeple.

Hencein at doors, and let me no more be vexed!

Forgive me this one fault, and lay on for the next.
(Exit.)

Now will I in too; for | think, so God me mend,
Thiswill prove some foolish matter in the end! (Exit.)
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ACT I

Talkapace

Merrygreek
Talkapace
Merrygreek

Talkapace

Merrygreek

Talkapace

Merrygreek

Talkapace
Merrygreek
Talkapace

Merrygreek

(Merrygreek. Enter Tibet Talkapace.)

Ah, that I might but oncein my life have asght

Of him that mede usdl s0ill shent; by thislight,

He should never escapeif | had him by the eer,

But even from hishead | would it bite or tear;

Yea, and if one of them were not enow,

| would bite them both off, | make God avow!

What is he, whom this little mouse doth so thresten?

| would teach him, | trow, to make girls shent or beaten.
| will cal her. Maid, with whom are ye 0 hasty?

Not with you, sir, but with alittle wagpasty,*
A deceiver of folks by subtle craft and guile.

I know what she means. Dobinet hath wrought some wile.
He brought aring and token which he said was sent

From our dame's husband; but | wot*® well | was shent!*’
For it liked her aswell*®, to tell you no lies,

Aswater in her ship, or sdt cast in her eyes.

And yet whence it came neither we nor she can tell.

We shdl have sport anon; | like this very wdl!--
And dwdl ye here with Migtress Cugtance, fair maid?

Yea mary do| sr. What would ye have said?
A little message unto her by word of mouth.
No messages, by your leave, nor tokens, forsooth!

Then help me to spesk with her.

5 wagpasty] mischievousrascal.

6 wot] know.

47 ghent] embarrassed.

8 For it ... well] It displeased her asmuch.
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Talkapace

Dame Custance
Talkapace
Dame Custance
Talkapace
Dame Custance

Talkapace

Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

With agood will that.

(Enter Dame Custance.)

Here she cometh forth. Now speak -- ye know best what.
None other life with you, maid, but abroad to skip?
Forsooth, here is one would spesk with your mistress-ship.
Ah, have ye been learning of more messages now?

| would not hear his mind, but bade him show it to you.

In at doors!

| am gone.

(She goes indoors.)

Dame Cugtance, God ye save!

We come, friend Merrygreek; and what thing would ye have?
| am come to you alittle matter to bresk.

But see it be honest, else better not to speak.

How fed ye yoursdf affected here of late?

| fee no manner change but after the old rate.
But whereby do ye mean?

Concerning marriage.
Doth not love lade you?*

| fee no such carriage.®

Do yefed no pangs of dotage? answer meright.

49 love lade you] lovewear you down.

%0 carriage] weight.
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Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

| dote so that | make but one deep dl the night.
But what need dl these words?

Oh Jesud! will ye see

What dissembling creatures these same women be?
The gentleman ye wot of, whom ye do so love

That ye would fain marry him, if ye durst it move,
Among other right widows, which are of him glad,
Lest yefor losing of him perchance might run med,
Is now contented that upon your suit making,

Y e be as onein eection of taking.

What atdeisthid that | wot of? Whom | love?
Yea, and heisasloving asaworm, again, as adove.
E'en of very pity heiswilling you to teke,

Because ye shdl not destroy yourself for his sake.

Marry, God yield hismaship! Whatever he be,
It is gentmanly spoken.

Isit not, trow ye?
If ye have the grace now to offer yourself, ye speed.

Asmuch asthough | did, thistime it shal not need.
But what gentman isit, | pray you tel me plain,
That wooeth so findy?

Lo whereye be again,
Asthough ye knew him not!

Tush, ye spesk in jest!

Nay, sure, the party isin good knacking™ earnest;
And have you he will, he saith, and have you he must.

| am promised during my life; that isjud.

Marry, so thinketh he, unto him aone.

5L in good knacking] absolutely.
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Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek
Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

No creature hath my faith and troth but one--

That is Gawyn Goodluck; and if it be not he,

He hath no title this way, whatever he be,

Nor | know none to whom | have such word spoken.

Y e know him not, you, by his letter and token?

Indeed, trueit isthat aletter | have;
But | never read it yet, as God me savel

Y e awoman, and your letter so long unread?

Y e may thereby know what haste | have to wed.
But now who it isfor my hand, | know by guess.

Ah,wel | say.
It is Roister Doister, doubtless.

Will ye never leave this dissmulation?
Y e know him not?

But by imaginaion;

For no man thereisbut avery dolt and lout
That to woo awidow would so go about.

He shdl never have me his wife while he do live.

Then will he have you if he may, so mote™ | thrivel
And he biddeth you send him word by me,

That ye humbly beseech him ye may hiswife be,
And that there shal be no let> in you, nor mistrugt,
But to be wedded on Sunday next, if he lute®
And biddeth you to look for him.

Doth he bid s0?

When he cometh, ask him whether he did or no.

%2 mote] might.

%3 o let] obstacle.

5 lute] lust.
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Dame Custance

Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Go, say that | bid him keep him warm a home!

For, if he come abroad, he shdl cough me amome.>®

My mind was vexed, | shrew®® his head! Sottish dolt!

He hath in his head --

As much brain as a bird-bolt!>’

Wadll, Dame Custance, if he hear you thus play choploge™ --
What will he?

Play the devil in the horologe.*®

| defy him, lout!

Shdl | tdl him what ye say?

Y ea; and add whatsoever thou cangt, | thee pray,
And | will avouch it, whatsoever it be.

Then let me donel we will laugh well, ye shall see.
It will not be long ere he will hither resort.

Let him come when him lugt, | wish no better sport.
Fareyewdl. | will in and read my grest |etter;
| shal to my wooer make answer the better.

(Exit)

Now that the whole answer in my devise doth rest,
| shall paint out our wooer in colours of the best;
And dl that | say shdl be on Cugtance's mouth;
Sheisauthor of dl that | shall spesk, forsooth.

But yond cometh Roister Doister now, in atrance.

(Enter Ralph Roister Doister.)

55 cough me a mome.] proveafool tome.

%6 shrew] curse.

57 pird bolt] blunt arrow.

%8 coploge] chop logic.
%9 horologe] clock.
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Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Juno send me this day good luck and good chance!
| cannot but come see how Merrygreek doth speed.

| will not see him, but give him ajut®, indeed.
| cry your mastership mercy!

And whither now?

Asfagt as| could run, S, in post againgt you.
But why speak ye so faintly? or why are ye so sad?

Thou knowest the proverb -- because | cannot be had.
Has thou spoken with this woman?

Yeg, that | have!

And what, will this gear be?

No, so God me save!

Hast thou aflat answer?

Nay, a sharp answer!

What?

Y e shdl nat, she saith, by her will marry her cat!
And because ye should come to her at no season,
She despised your maship out of al reason.
"Yeare happy,” ko |, "that ye are awoman!
Thiswould cost you your lifein case ye were aman.”

Y ea, an hundred thousand pound should not save her lifel

No, but that ye woo her to have her to your wife.
But | could not stop her mouth.

Heigh-ho, dad

Be of good cheer, man, and let the world pass!

8 ju] push.
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Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Roister Doister

What shdl | do, or say now that it will not be?

Y e shall have choice of athousand as good as she.
And ye must pardon her; it isfor lack of wit.

Y eq, for were not | an husband for her fit?
Wdl, what should | now do?

Infath | cannot tell.

| will go home and die!

Then shdl | bid tall the bell?

Heigh-ho, das, the pangs of death my heart do break!

Hold your peace! For shame, sir! A dead man may not speak!
Ne quando. What mourners and what torches shdl we have?
Comeforth, grs, hear the doleful news | shdl you tdl!

Our good master here will no longer with us dwell,

And will ye needs go from usthus, in very deed?

Y eg, in good sadness.

Now Jesus Christ be your speed!
Soft, hear what | have cast!

I will hear nothing, | am passed.

Wough, wellaway!

Y e may tarry one hour, and hear what | shall say.
Yewere bed, sr, for awhileto revive again
And quiet them ere ye go.

Trowest thou s0?

Yea, plan.

How may | revive, being now o far passed?

I will rub your temples, and fetch you again at las.

It will not be possible.
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Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Y es, for twenty pound.

Arms!%t what dost thou?

Fetch you again out of your sound.®

By this cross, ye were nigh goneindeed! | might fed
Y our soul departing within an inch of your hed.

Now follow my counsd.

What isit?

If | wereyou,
Custance should eft seek to me ere | would bow. %2

WEell, asthou wilt have one, even so will | do.
Then shdl ye revive again for an hour or two?
Asthou wilt; | am content, for alittle space.

Good hap® is not hasty; yet in space®™ cometh grace.
To spesk with Custance yoursdf should be very well;
What good thereof may come, nor | nor you can tell.
But now the matter standeth upon your marriage,

Y e must now take unto you alusty courage,

Yemay not spesk with afaint heart to Custance,

But with alusty breast and countenance,

That she may know she hath to answer to aman.

Yes, | can do that aswell asany can.
Then, because ye must Custance face to face woo,

Let us see how to behave yoursdf ye can do.
Ye must have a portly bragf®, after your estate.®’

&1 Arms!] God'sArms!

52 sound] swoon.

8 Custance ... bow.] Custance should after plead with me.

5 hap] luck

& gpace] time.

® portly brag] dignified bearing.

57 after your estate] ashecomesyour stationinlife.
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Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Tush, | can handle that after the best rate.

Wl donel Solo!' Up, man, with your head and chin!

Up with that snout, man! So lo! now ye begin!

So! that is somewhat like! But, pranky-coat®, nay, whan?
That isalusty® brute! Hands under your side, man!

There, lo! such alugty brag it is ye must make!

To come behind and make curtsy, thou must some pains take.

Lo, where she cometh!  Some countenance to her make,
And ye shdl hear me be plain with her for your sske.

(Enter Dame Custance.)

What gauding™ and fooling is this afore my door?

May not folks be honest, pray you, though they be poor?
Asthat thing may be true, so rich folks may be fools.
Her talk is asfine as she had learned in schools.

Look partly toward her, and draw alittle nesar.

Get ye home, idle folkd!

Why, may not we be here?

Nay, and he will haze™, haze; otherwise, | tdll you plain,
And if yewill not haze, then give us our gear’® again.
Indeed | have of yours much gay things, God save dl.

Speak gently to her, and let her take all.

Y e are too tender-hearted; shall she make us daws™?
Nay, dame, | will be plain with you in my friends cause.

8 pranky-coat] dandy.
5 Justy] gallant.

0 gauding] sporting.
™ hazd haveas.

2 gear] things.

3 daws] fools.
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Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Roister Doister
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Let al this pass, sweetheart, and accept my service!

| will not be served with afool, in no wise;
When | choose an husband, | hope to take a man.

And where will ye find one which can do that he can?
Now this man toward you being so kind,

Y ou not to make him an answer somewhat to his mind!
| sent him afull answer by you, did | not?

And | reported it.

Nay, | must spesk it again.

Was| not mestly plain?

Yes.

But | would not tel dl; for faith, if | hed,

With you, Dame Custance, ere this hour it had been bad,
And not without cause, for this goodly personage
Meant no less than to join with you in marriage.

Let him waste no more labour nor suit about me.

Y e know not where your preferment™ lieth, | see,
He sending you such atoken, ring and letter.

Marry, hereitis, ye never saw a better!
(She holds out a letter.)

Let us seeyour |etter.

Hold, read it, if ye can.
And see what letter it isto win awoman!

(Reading) "To mine own dear coney, bird, sweetheart, and pigsny™,

Good Mistress Custance, present these by and by™."
Of this superscription do ye blame the style?

™ preferment] advantage.

S pigsny] darling.

76 by and by] a once.
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Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

With the rest as good stuff as ye read a great while!

(Reading) "Sweet migtress, whereas | love you nothing at dl,
Regarding your substance and riches chief of dl,

For your personage, beauty, demeanour and wit

| commend me unto you never awhit.

Sorry to hear report of your good welfare.

For (as| hear say) such your conditions are

That ye be worth favour of no living man;

To be abhorred of every honest man;

To be taken for awoman inclined to vice;

Nothing at dl to virtue giving her due price.
Wherefore concerning marriage, ye are thought

Such afine paragon, as néer honest man bought.
And now by these presents | do you advertise

That | am minded to marry you in no wise.

For your goods and substance, | could be content
Totakeyou asyeare. If yemind to be my wife,

Y e shdl be assured for the time of my life

| will keep you right well from good raiment and fare;
Y e shall not be kept but in sorrow and care.

Yedhdl innowiselive a your own liberty;

Do and say what ye lugt, ye shal never please me;
But when ye are merry, | will be dl sad,

When ye are sorry, | will be very glad;

When ye seek your heart's ease, | will be unkind,

At no time, in me shal ye much gentleness find,

But dl things contrary to your will and mind

Shdl be done; otherwise | will not be behind

To spesk. And asfor dl them that would do you wrong
| will s0 hdp and maintain, ye shdl not live long.

Nor any foolish dolt shal cumber you but I.

I, whoeer say nay, will stick by you till | die.

Thus good mistress Custance, the Lord you save and keep
From me Roister Doister, whether | wake or deep.
Who favoureth you no less (ye may be bold)

Than thisletter purporteth, which ye have unfold.”

How by thisletter of love?isit not fine?
By thearms of Cdas, it is none of mine!

Fie, you arefoul to blame! thisis your own hand!
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Dame Custance  (Sarcastically.) Might not awoman be proud of such an husbhand?
Merrygreek Ah, that ye would in aletter show such despite!
Roister Doister ~ Oh, | would | had him here the which’” did it endite’®.
Merrygreek Why, ye made it yoursef, ye told me by thislight.
Roister Doister  Yea, | meant | wrote it mine own sdif, yesternight.
Dame Custance  Iwis’, sir, | would not have sent you such a mock.
Roister Doister  Yemay sotakeit, but | meant it not so, by Cock.
Merrygreek Who can blame this woman to fume, and fret, and rage?
Tut, tut! yoursdlf now have marred your own marriage.
Well, yet, mistress Cugtance, if ye can thisremit,

This gentleman otherwise may your love requit®.

Dame Custance  No! God be with you both, and seek no more to me.
(She leaves themin a huff.)

Roister Doister ~ Wough! sheisgonefor ever! | shal her no more seel

Merrygreek What, weep?fie, for shame! and blubber? For manhood's sake.
Never let your foe so much pleasure of you takel!
Rather play the man's part, and do love refrain.
If she despise you, €en despise ye her again.

Roister Doister By Goss, and for thy sake | defy her indeed!

" which] who.
8 endite] write.
™ Iwis] assuredly.

80 requite] requite.
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Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Y ea, and perchance that way ye shdl much sooner speed;
For one mad property these women have, in fey®;

When ye will, they will not; will not ye, then will they.

Ah, foolish woman!  Ah, most unlucky Custance!

Ah, unfortunate woman! Ah, peevish Cugtance!

Art thou to thine harms so obgtinately bent

That thou cangt not see where lieth thine high preferment?
Cangt thou not lub dis® man, which could lub deg® so well?
Art thou so much thine own foe?

Thou dogt the truth tell.

Will, | lament.

Sodol.

Wherefore?

For this thing because sheis gone.

Refrain from Custance awhile now,

And | warrant her soon right glad to seek to you.

Y e shal see her anon come on her knees creeping,
And pray you to be good to her, st tears weeping.

But what an she come not?

In faith, then, farewdl shel
Or dseif ye bewroth, ye may avenged be.

By Cock's precious potstick, and €en so | shall!

| will utterly destroy her, and house and dl!

But I would be avenged in the mean space,

On that vile scribbler, that did my wooing disgrace.

"Scribbler," ko you? indeed, heisworthy no less.
I will cal him to you, and ye bid me, doubtless.

8L fey] faith,

82 |ub dis] lovethis.

83 |ub dee] lovethee.
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Roister Doister  Yes, for dthough he had as many lives,
As athousand widows, and a thousand wives,
He shdl never 'scape death on my sword's point--
Though | should be torn therefore joint by joint!

Merrygreek Nay, if yewill kill him, I will not fetch him;
I will not in so much extremity set him.
He may yet amend, Sir, and he an honest man.
Therefore pardon him, good soul, as much as ye can.

Roister Doister ~ Wadll, for thy sake, this once with hislife he shdl pass.
But | will hew him al to pieces, by the Mass!

Merrygreek Nay, faith, ye shdl promise that he shdl no harm have,
Else | will not fetch him.

Roister Doister | shall, 30 God me savel!
But | may chide him a good®?

Merrygreek Y eg, that do hardily.
Roister Doister  Go, then.

Merrygreek | return, and bring him to you by-and-by.
(Exit, leaving Roister Doister alone on the stage.)

Roister Doister ~ What isagentleman but hisword and his promise?
I must now save thisvillan'slifein any wise
And yet a him aready my hands do tickle,
| shal uneth hold them, they will be so fickle®
(Enter Merrygreek and Scrivener.)
But lo an Merrygreek have not brought him sens®
Merrygreek Nay, | would | had of my purse paid forty pend

Scrivener So would |, too; but it needed not that stound?®’.

84 a good] in earnest.

85| ... fickle] | shall find it difficult to keep my handsoff him.
8 seng] dready.

87 stound] at that time.
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Merrygreek

Scrivener

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Scrivener
Roister Doister
Scrivener
Roister Doister
Scrivener

Roister Doister

Scrivener
Roister Doister
Scrivener

Roister Doister

Scrivener

Merrygreek

But the gentman had rather spent five thousand pound,
For it disgraced him at lesst five times so much.

He disgraced himsdlf, hisloutishnessis such.

How long they stand prating!
Why comest thou not away?

Come now to himsdlf, and hark what he will say.

| am not afraid in his presence to appear.

Art thou come, fellow?

How think you? am | not here?

What hindrance hest thou done me, and what villainy?
It hath come of thysdlf, if thou hast had any.

All the stock thou comest of, later or rather®,

From thy first father's grandfather's father's father,
Nor al that shal come of thee, to the world's end,
Though to threescore generations they descend,

Can be able to make me a just recompense

For this tregpass of thine and this one offence!
Wherein?

Did not you make me a letter, brother?

Pay the like hire, 1 will make you such another.

Nay, see and these whoreson Pharisees and Scribes
Do not get their living by polling® and bribes!

If it were not for shame--

Nay, hold thy hands ill!

Why, did ye not promise that ye would not him spill*?

8 rather] ealier.

8 polling] extortion.

9 gpoil] destroy.
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Scrivener
Roister Doister
Scrivener

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Scrivener
Roister Doister
Scrivener
Roister Doister

Scrivener

Roister Doister
Scrivener
Roister Doister

Scrivener

Roister Doister

Let him not spare me.
Why, wilt thou strike me again?
Y e shdl have as good as ye bring, of me; that isplain.

| cannot blame him, gr, though your blows would him grieve,
For he knoweth present desth to ensue of al ye give.

Wéll, this man for once hath purchased thy pardon.
And what say yeto me? or ese | will be gone.

| say the letter thou madest me was not good.
Then did ye wrong copy it, of likelihood.

Yes, out of thy copy word for word | wrote.

Then was it asye prayed to haveit, | wrote.
But in reading and pointing there was made some faullt.

| wot not; but it made al my matter to halt.

How say you, isthismine origind or no?

The sdf same that | wrote out of, so mote | go.

Look you on your own figt, and | will ook on this,
And let this man be judge whether | read amiss.

"To mine own dear cony, bird, sweetheart, and pigsny,
Good Mistress Custance, present these by-and-by."

How now? doth not this superscription agree?

Read that iswithin, and there ye shdl the fault see.
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Scrivener

Roister Doister

Scrivener

Merrygreek

"Sweet midtress, whereas | love you--nothing et all
Regarding your riches and substance, chief of dl
For your personage, beauty, demeanour and wit--

| commend me unto you. Never awhit

Sorry to hear report of your good welfare;

For (as| hear say) such your conditions are

That ye be worthy favour; of no living man

To be abhorred; of every honest man

To be taken for awoman inclined to vice

Nothing & dl; to virtue giving her due price.
Wherefore, concerning marriage, ye are thought
Such afine paragon, as néer honest man bought.
And now by these presents | do you advertise

That | am minded to marry you--in no wise

For your goods and substance; | can be content
Totekeyou asyou are. If yewill be my wife,

Y e shdl be assured for the time of my life

| will keep you right well. From good raiment and fare,
Y e shall not be kept; but in sorrow and care
Yedhdl innowiselive & your own liberty,

Do and say what ye lust: ye shdl never please me
But when ye are merry; | will bedl sad

When ye are sorry; | will be very glad

When ye seek your heart's ease; | will be unkind

At no time; in me shdl ye much gentleness find.

But dl things contrary to your will and mind

shdl be done otherwise; | will not be behind

To spesk. And asfor dl they that would do you wrong
(1 will 50 hep and maintain ye), shdl not live long.
Nor any foolish dolt shal cumber you; but I--

I, whoeer say nay--will gtick by youtill | die.

Thus, good mistress Custance, the Lord you save and keep.
From me, Roister Doister, whether | wake or deep,
Who favoureth you no less (ye may be bold)

Than this letter purporteth, which ye have unfold.”
Now, sr, what default can ye find in this letter?

Of truth, in my mind, there cannot be a better.
Then was the fault in reading, and not in writing--
No, nor | dare say, in the form of enditing.

But who reed thisletter, that it sounded so naught?

| read it, indeed.
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Scrivener
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Scrivener
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Yeread it not asye ought.

Why, thou wretched villain! was dl this same fault in thee?
| knock your costard® if ye offer to strike me!

Strikest thou, indeed? and | offer but in jet?

Y ea, and rap you again except ye can St in rest.
And I will no longer tarry here, me believe.

Wheat! wilt thou be angry, and | do thee forgive?
Fare thou well, scribbler, | cry thee mercy indeed!

Fare ye well, bibbler, and worthily may ye speed!
If it were another but thou, it were aknave.

Y e are another yoursdlf, gir, the Lord us both save!
Albeit, in this matter | must your pardon crave.
Alad would ye wish in me the wit that ye have?
But, asfor my fault, | can quickly amend;

| will show Custance it was | that did offend.

By so doing, her anger may be reformed®.

But, if by no entresty she will be turned,
Then set light by her, and be as testy as she,
And do your force upon her with extremity.

Come on, therefore, let us go home, in sadness.

That, if force shdl need, al may be in areadiness,
And asfor this|etter, hardily let dl go;

We will know where®® she refuse you for that or no.
(They leave the stage.)

%1 costard] head.
92 refor med] appeased.

% wherd whether.
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ACT IV

Sureshy

Dame Custance

Sureshy

Dame Custance

Sur esby
Dame Custance
Sur esby
Dame Custance
Sur esby
Dame Custance

Sur esby

Dame Custance

(Enter Sim Suresby.)

My masgter, Gawyn Goodluck, after me aday,
Because of the weather, thought best his ship to stay,
And now that | have the rough surges so well past,
God grant | may find al things safe here at |ast!
Thenwill | think dl my travail well spent.

Now the firg point wherefore my master hath me sent
Isto salute Dame Chrigtian Custance, hiswife
Espoused, whom he tendereth no less than hislife.

I must see how it iswith her, well or wrong,

And whether for him she doth not now think long,
(Enter Dame Custance.)

| cometo seeif any more tirring be here,
But what stranger is this which doth to me appear?

| will spesk to her. Dame, the Lord you save and see!

What! friend Sm Suresby? Forsooth, right welcome ye bel
How doth mine own Gawyn Goodluck? | pray thee tell?

When he knoweth of your hedth, he will be perfect well.
If he have perfect hedth, | am as | would be.

Such news will please him well; thisis asit should be.

| think now long for him,

And he as long for you.

When will he be at home?

His heart is here €en now;
His body cometh &fter.

| would see that fain™.

% fain] gladly.
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Sur esby

Dame Custance

Dame Custance

Sur esby

Dame Custance
Sur esby
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Sur esby

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Asfast aswind and sail can carry it amain --
But what two men are yond coming hitherward?

Now, | shrew® their best Christmas cheeks, both togetherward!
(Enter Roister Doister and Merrygreek.)

What mean these lewd fellows thus to trouble me till?
Sim Suresby here, perchance, shal thereof deem someill,
And shdl suspect in me some point of naughtiness,

An they come hitherward.

What istheir busness?

| have nought to them, nor they to mein sadness™®.

Let us hearken them. Somewhat® thereis, | feer it.

I will spesk out aoud; best that she may hear it.

Nay, das, ye may s0 fear her out of her wit!

By the cross of my sword, | will hurt her no whit!

Will ye do no harm indeed? Shdl | trust your word?

By Roister Doigter's faith, | will speak but in bord®!

Let us hearken them. Somewhat thereis, | fear it.

| will speak out doud, | care not who hear it!
For such chance may chance in an hour, do ye hear?

As perchance shdl not chance again in seven year.
Now draw we near to her, and hear what shall be said.

But | would not have you make her too much afraid.

% shrew] curse.

% sadness| earnestness.

97 Somewhat] Somethingisup.

% pord] jest.
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Roister Doister
Dame Custance
Sur esby

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Roister Doister
Dame Custance
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Sur esby

Dame Custance
Sureshy

Dame Custance

Wl found, sweet wife, | trugt, for al thisyour sour [ook!
Wifel why cdl ye me wife?

Wifel this gear goeth acrook!*®

Nay, Mistress Custance, | warrant you, our |etter

Is not as we read €en now, but much better;

And where ye haf somached® this gentleman afore

For this same |etter, ye will love him now therefore,

Nor it is not this letter, though ye were a queen,

That should break marriage between you twain, | ween'®,
| did not refuse him for the letter's sake.

Then ye are content me for your husband to take?

Y ou for my husband to take? nothing less, truly!

Y eq, say S0, sSweet pouse, afore strangers hardily!

And, though I have here his letter of love with me,
Y et hisring and tokens he sent keep safe with ye.

A mischief take histokens! and him, and thee too.
But what prate | with fools? have | nought else to do?
Comein with me, Sm Sureshy, to take some repast.

(Eager to get away.) | mugt, ere | drink, by your leave, goin al haste

To aplace or two, with earnest letters of his.
Then come drink here with me.
| thank you.

Do not hiss;
Y ou shdl have atoken to your master with you.

% This ... acrook!] “Thishusinessgoescrooked.” (Thisdoesn'tlook right to me)

100 stomached)] resented.

101 \ween) believe, think.
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Sur esby

Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Roister Doister
Dame Custance
Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

No tokens this time, gramercies'®® God be with you.
(He goes away hastily.)

Surdy thisfdlow misdeemeth someill in me;
Which thing, but God help, will go near to spill** me.

Yea, farewdl, fellow! Andtdl thy master, Goodluck,
That he cometh too late of this blossom to pluck!

Let him keep him there dill, or at leastwise, make no haste;
Asfor hislabour hither, he shdl spend in waste;

His betters be in place now!

(Aside.) Aslong asit will hold.

| will be even with thee, thou beast, thou mayst be bold'*
Will ye have us then?

| will never have thee!

Thenwill | have you.

No, the devil shdl have thee!

| have gotten this hour more shame and harm by thee!
Than dl thy life days thou canst do me honesty.

Why now may ye see what it cometh to, in the end,

To make adeadly foe of your most loving friend!

And iwis, thisletter, if ye would hear it now--

| will hear none of it!

In faith, would ravish you.

He hath stained my name for ever, thisis clear.

| can make dl aswdl in an hour--

Asten year.
How say ye? will ye have him?

102 gramercies] thank you.

103 ill] destroy.
104 hold] sure.
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Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

No.

Will ye take him?
| defy him.

At my word?

A dhametake him!
Waste no more wind, for it will never be.

This one fault with twain shdl be mended, ye shal see.

Faith, rather than to marry with such a doltish lout,
| would match myself with a beggar, out of doulbt!

Then | can say no more. To speed we are not like,
Except ye rap out arag of your rhetoric.

Spesk not of winning me; for it shall never be so.

Yes dame! | will have you, whether ye will or no.

| command you to love me! Wherefore should ye not?
Is not my love to you chafing and burning hot?

To her! that iswell sad!

Shdl | so bresk my brain
To dote upon you, and ye not love us again?

Well sad yet!
Go, to, you goose!

| say, Kit Custance,
In case ye will not haze'®, well, better yes, perchance!

Avaunt, lozd'®! Pick thee hencel

Wédll, gr, ye perceive,
For al your kind offer, she will not you receive.

1% hazd haveus.

196 1ozel] lout.
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Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Truepenny

Dame Custance

Truepenny

Then agtraw for her! And agtraw for her again!
She shdl not be my wife, would she never so fain™’!
No, and though she would be at ten thousand pound cost*®!

Lo, dame, ye may see whan an husband ye have lost!
Y eg, no force'®; ajewe much better lost than found!
Ah, ye will not believe how this doth my heart wound!
How should a marriage between you be toward,

If both parties draw back and become so froward!9?

Nay, dame, | will fire thee out of thy house,
And destroy thee and all thine, and that by and by

Nay, for the passion of God, sir, do not so!

Y es, except she will say yeato that she said no.

And what! be there no officers, trow we, in town

To check idle loiterers bragging up and down?
Where be they by whom vagabonds should be represt,
That poor silly*!2 widows might live in peace and rest.
Shdl | never rid thee out of my company?

| will cal for hdp. What ho! come forth, Truepenny!
(Enter Truepenny.)

Anon. What isyour will, migress? did ye cdl me?

Y ea; go run apace, and as fast as may be,

Pray Tristam Trusty, my most assured friend,

To be here by and by, that he may me defend.

That message so quickly shal be done, by God's grace,
That a my return, ye shal say, | went apace.

(Heruns off.)

197 fain) eager.

108 cost] worth.

199 force] matter.

110 fr owar d] cantankerous.
111 py and by] soon.

112

silly] defenseless.
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Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Alyface
Talkapace

Mumblecrust

Then shdl we seg, | trow, whether ye shdl do me harm!

Yes, infaith, Kit, | shal thee and thine so charm'*3,
That dl women incarnate by thee may beware.

Nay, asfor charming me, come hither if thou dare!
| shal clout theetill thou stink, both thee and thy train,
And coil*** thee mine own hands, and send thee home again.

Y eg, sayest thou me that, dame? Dost thou me threaten?
Gowe, | will see whether | shal be besten.

Nay, for the pasht™® of God, let me now treat peace,
For bloodshed will there be, in case this strife increase.
Ah, good Dame Custance, take better way with you!

Let him do hisworg!

Yiddintime

Come hence, thou!

(Roister Doister and Merrygreek go off.)

So, srrah! If | should not with him take thisway,

| should not berid of him, I think, till doom's day.

| will cal forth my folks, that, without any mocks,

If he comes again, we may give him raps and knocks.

Madge Mumblecrust, come forth! and Tibet Talkapace!
Y ea, and come forth, too, Mistress Annot Alyface!

(Enter Tibet Talkapace, Annot Alyface, and Margery Mumblecrust.)

| come.
And | am here.

And | am heretoo a length.

113

114 coil] best.
115

charm] overwhelm.

pash] passion.
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Dame Custance

Talkapace
Dame Custance
Talkapace

Dame Custance

Mumblecrust

Talkapace

Alyface

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Talkapace

Dame Custance

Like warriors, if need be, ye must show your strength.
The man that this day hath thus beguiled you

Is Ralph Roigter Doister, whom ye know well enow,
The most lout and dastard that ever on ground trod.

| see folk mock him when he goeth abroad.

What, pretty maid! will ye talk when | spesk?

No, forsooth, good mistress.

Will ye my tae bresk?

He threeteneth to come hither with al hisforce to fight;
| charge you, if he come, on him with dl your might!

| with my digtaff will reach him one rap!

And I with my new broom will sweep him one swap,
And then with our great club | will reach him one rap!

And | with our skimmer will fling him one flap!

Then Truepenny's firework will him shrewdly fray,
And you with the spit may drive him quite away.

Go, make all ready, that it may be €en so.

For my part, | shrew!® them that last about it go!

(Tibet, Mumblecrust and Annot Alyface go to arm themselves.)

Truepenny did promise me to run agrest pace,

My friend Trigtram Trugty to fetch into this place.
Indeed he dwelleth hence agood start'™’, | confess;

But yet a quick messenger might twice Since, as| guess,
Have gone and come again. Ah, yond | spy him now!

(Enter Truepenny and Tristram Trusty.)

116 ghrew] scorn.,

17 start] distance.
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Truepenny

Dame Custance

Truepenny

Dame Custance

Trusty

Truepenny

Dame Custance

Truepenny

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance
Trusty
Dame Custance
Trusty
Dame Custance

Trusty

Yeareadow goer, sr, | make God avow;

My midiress Cugtance will in me put dl the blame.

Y our legs be longer than mine; come gpace, for shame!
| can thee thank, Truepenny; thou hast done right well.

Midress, snce | went, no grass hath grown on my hed;
But Master Tristram Trusty here maketh no speed.

That hecame at dl, | thank him in very deed,
For now have | need of the help of some wise man.

Then may | be gone again, for none such | am.

Yemay be by your going; for no dderman
Can go, | dare say, a sadder™'® pace than ye can.

Truepenny, get theein. Thou shalt among them know
How to use thysdlf, like a proper man, | trow.

I go. (Exit.)

Now, Trisram Trugty, | thank you right much;
For, a my first sending, to come ye never grutch,

Dame Custance, God ye save! and, while my life shdl lagt,
For my friend Goodluck's sake ye shall not send in wast'%,

He shdl give you thanks.

| will do much for his sske.

But, dack, | fear, great displeasure shall he take!
Wherefore?

For afoolish matter.

What is your cause?

118 sadder ] moresolemn.

119 grutch] grudge.

120 jn wasf] invain.
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Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance
Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

| am ill accombred'®* with a couple of daws'?.

Nay, weep not, woman, but tell me what your causeis.
As concerning my friend is anything amiss?

No, not on my part; but here was Sm Suresby--
He was with me and told me so.

And he stood by
While Raph Roigter Doigter, with help of Merrygreek,
For promise of marriage did unto me seek.

And had ye made any promise before them twain?

No; | had rather betorn in pieces and dain!

No man hath my faith and troth but Gawyn Goodluck,
And that before Suresby did | say, and there stuck,
But of certain letters there were such words spoken--

He told me that too.

And of aring, and token,
That Suresby, | spied, did more than haf suspect
That | my faith to Gawyn Goodluck did reect.

But there was no such matter, Dame Custance, indeed?

If ever my head thought it, God send meill speed!
Wherefore | beseech you, with meto be awitness
That indl my lifel never intended things less,

And what abrainsck fool Ralph Roister Doigter is
Y oursdf know well enough.

Ye say full true, iwis'®!

121 accombred] encumbered.

122 daws] fools.

123 jwis] assuredly.
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Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Because to be hiswife | not grant nor apply*%,

Hither will he come, he sweareth, by and by*®,

To kill both me and mine, and beat down my house flat.
Therefore | pray your ad.

| warrant you that.

Have | so many yearslived a sober life,

And showed mysdf honest, maid, widow, and wife,
And now to be abused in such avile sort?

Y e see how poor widows live, al void of comfort!

| warrant him do you no harm nor wrong at dl.

No; but Mathew Merrygreek doth me most appdl,
That hewould join himsdf with such awretched lout.

Hedoth it for ajest; | know him out of doubt,
And here cometh Merrygreek.

Then shdl we hear his mind.

(Enter Merrygreek.)

Custance and Trusty both, | do you here well find.
Ah, Matthew Merrygreek, ye have used me well!
Now for dtogether ye must your answer tell:

Will ye have this man, woman? or dse, will ye not?
Else will he come--never boar so brim™® nor toast so hot.

Trusty and Dame Custance But why join ye with him?

Trusty

Dame Custance

For mirth?

Or dsein sadnesst?’?

124 apply.] consider.

125 hy and by] immediately.

126 prim] furious.

127 ;

in sadness] serioudly.
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Merrygreek
Trusty

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Trusty

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Trusty
Dame Custance

Merrygreek

The more fond?8 of you both! hardily*?® the matter guess.
Lo, how say ye, dame?

Why do ye think, Dame Custance,
That in thiswooing | have meant aught but pastance'°?

Much things ye spake, | wot™!, to maintain his dotage.

But well might ye judge | spakeit al in mockage.
For why, is Roigter Doigter afit husband for you?

| daresay ye never thought it.

No; to God | vow!

And did not | know afore of the insurance™*?

Between Gawyn Goodluck and Chrigtian Custance?
And did not | for the nonce, by my conveyance'®,
Read his|etter in awrong sense for daliance?

That, if you could have take it up &t the first bound,

We should thereat such a sport and pastime have found,
That dl the whole town should have been the merrier?

[l ache your heads both | was never wearier,
nor never more vexed, since the first day | was born!

But very wel | wisht** he here did al in scorn'®,
But | feared thereof to take dishonesty*®.

This should both have made sport and showed your honesty;
And Goodluck, | dare swear, your wit therein would 'low*’.

128 fond] foolish.

129 hardily] surely.
130 pastance] pastime.

131 wot] know.
182 insurance] engagement.
133 conveyance] cunning.
13% \wish] know.

135 scorn] fun.

136 dishonesty] dishonor.

137 <1 ow] approve.
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Trusty

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Trusty

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Trusty

Merrygreek

Trusty
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Y ea, being no worse than we know it to be now.
And nothing yet too late; for, when | cometo him,
Hither will he repair with a sheep'slook full grim,
By plain force and violence to drive you to yidd.

If yetwo bid me, we will with him pitch afidd,
| and my maids together.

Let us see! be bold!

Ye shdl see women'swar!

That fight will | behold.

If occasion serve, taking his part full brim,

| will rike & you, but the rap shdl light on him,
When we first appesr.

Thenwill | run away
Asthough | were afeared.

Do you thet part well play;
And | will suefor pesace.

And | will st him on.
Then will helook asfierce asa Cotswold lion'.

But when goest thou for him?

That do | very now.

Yedhdl find us here.

W, God have mercy on you! (He goes off.)
Thereis no cause of fear. Theleast boy in the Street--

Nay, the least girl | have will make him take his feet.
But hark! methink they make preparation.

No force, it will be agood recrestion.

138 Cotswold lion] sheep.
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Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

I will stand within, and step forth speedily,
And so make as though | ran away dreadfully.

(They go off.)

(Enter Roister Doister, Doughty, Merrygreek, and two drums with their ensigns.)
Now, sirs, keep your 'ray**®; and see your hearts be stout!

But where be these caitiffs? me think they dare not rout4!
How sayest thou, Merrygreek? What doth Kit Custance say?
| amloth to tel you.

Tush, speak, man! yea or nay?

Forsooth, sir, | have spoken for you al that | can.

But, if yewin her, ye mugt €en play the man;

E'ento fight it out ye must a man's heart take.

Yes, they shall know, and thou knowest, | have a stomacke.
"A stomach," quod** you, yea, as good as €er aman had.

| trow they shdll find and fed that | am alad.

We ghdl see how ye will gtrike now, being angry.

Have at thy pate'*?, then! and save thy head if thou may!

Be not a one with her upon any amends.

No, though she make to me never so many friends,

Nor if dl theworld for her would undertake;

No, not God himsdlf, neither, shall not her peace make!

On, therefore!l March forward!  Soft; stay awhile yet!

On!

139 “ray: ranks.

140 rout] tir.

141 quod] quoth.
12 ate] head,
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Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Dame Custance

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Trusty
Roister Doister
Trusty

Roister Doister

Tary!

Forth!

Back!

On!

Soft! Now forward set!
(Enter Dame Custance.)

Wheat business have we here? Out! das, das!
(She pretends fear and runs away.)

Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

Didst thou see that, Merrygreek? how afraid she was?
Didst thou see how she fled apace'® out of my sight?
Ah, good sweet Custance! | pity her, by thislight!

That tender heart of yours will mar dtogether.
Thuswill ye be turned with wagging of afeather?

Now forth in 'ray***, sirsl and stop no more!

Now Saint George to borrow!** Drum, dub-a-dub afore!
(Enter Trusty.)

What mean you to do, Sr? commit mandaughter?

Tokill forty such isamaiter of laughter.

And who isit, sir, whom ye intend thus to spill*46?

Foolish Custance, here, forceth me againgt my will.

143 apace] quickly.

144 cray] aray.

145 Now Saint George to borrow!] Now let St. George protect us!

146 oill] destroy.
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Trusty

Roister Doister

Trusty

Merrygreek

Trusty

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Trusty

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Trusty

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

And is there no mean**’ your extreme wrath to dake?
She shdl some amends unto your good maship make.

| will none amends.

Is her offence so sore?

An hewere alout, she could have done no more.
She cdled him fool, and dressed** him like afoal,
Mocked him like afool, used him like afool.

Well, yet the sheriff, the justice, or constable,
Her misdemeanour to punish might be able.

No, sr!' | mine own sdf will in this present cause
Be sheriff, and justice, and whole judge of the laws,
This méatter to amend, dl officersbe | shall--
Congtable, bailiff, sergeant--

And hangman and dl.

Y et anoble courage, and the heart of aman,
Should more honour win by bearing with a woman.

Therefore take the law, and let her answer thereto.

Merrygreek, the best way were even o to do.
What honour should it be with awoman to fight?

And what then! will ye thusforgo and lose your right?
Nay, | will take the law on her withouten grace.

Or, if your maship could pardon this one trespace,
| pray you forgive her.

Hoh! (Giving the sign to halt the fight.)

Tush! tush, Sir, do not!
Be good, master, to her.

Hoh!

147 mean] means.

148 dr essed)] treated.
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Merrygreek

Trusty

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Merrygreek

(Pretending combativeness.) Tush, | say, do not!
And what! shdl your people here return sraight home?

Y eg; levy the camp, Srs, and hence again, each onel

But be ill in reedinessif | hapto cdl;
| cannot tell what sudden chance may befdl.

Do not off your harness'*®, sirs, | you advise,

At thelesst for this fortnight, in no manner wise
Perchance in an hour when dl ye think least,

Our master's gppetite to fight will be best.

But soft; Ere ye go, have one a Custance house!
Soft, what wilt thou do?

Once discharge my harquebouse™;
And, for my heart's ease, have once more with my potgun.

Hold thy hands! elseisal our purpose fordone.
An™t it cost me my lifel
| say thou shdlt not!

By the matte™®?, but | will! Have once more with hail shot!
| will have some pennyworth. 1 will not losedl.

(Enter Dame Custance.)

What caitiffs are those that so shake my house wall?

(Pretending anger.) Ah, sirrah! now, Cugtance, if ye had so much wit,

| would see you ask pardon, and yourselves submit.
Have| 4ill this ado with a couple of fools?

Hear ye what she saith?

149 harness| amor.

1%0 harquebousd arquebous.

3L An)If,

152 matte] mass.
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Dame Custance  Maidens come forth with your tools!
(Enter Annot Alyface, Tibet Talkapace, Marge Mumblecrust, and Truepenny.)

Roister Doister ~ (Calling out warily.) Inaray™!

Merrygreek Dubbadub, sirrah!
Roister Doister  Inaray!

They come suddenly on us.
Merrygreek Dubbadub!

Roister Doister  Inaray!
That ever | was born, we are taken tardy!

Merrygreek Now, grs, quit oursalves like tal men and hardly.
Dame Custance  On afore, Truepenny! Hold thine own, Annot!
On toward them, Tibet! for 'scape us they cannot.
Come forth, Madge Mumblecrugt! to stand fast togither.
Merrygreek God send us afair day!
Roister Doister  See, they march on hither.
Talkapace But, mistress
Dame Custance  What sayest thou?
Talkapace Shdl | go fetch our goose?
Dame Custance  What to do?
Talkapace To yonder captain | will turn her loose;
An she gape and hiss at him, as she doth a me,
| durst jeopard my hand she will make him flee.
Dame Custance  On forward!

Roister Doister ~ They come!

Merrygreek Stand!

158 |In a ray] Takeyour ranks.
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Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Dame Custance
Truepenny
Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance

Talkapace

Doughty

Dame Custance
Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Hold!

Keep!

Therel

Strikel!

Take heed.

Wdl sad, Truepenny!

Ah, whoresons!

WEell done, indeed.

Down with them, Dobinet!

Now, Madge! Here, Annot! Now, stick them, Tibet!

All my chief quarrd isto this samelittle knave
That beguiled me last day. Nothing shal him save.

Down with this little quean that hath at me such spite!
Save you from her, madter; it isavery Soritel

I mysdf will Mounsire Grand Captain undertakel

They win ground.

Save yoursdf, sir, for God's sake!

Outdad | amdan! hep!

Save yoursdf!

Alad

(He pretends to strike at Custance but hits Roister Doister instead.)
Nay, then, have at you, mistress!

Thous hittest me, aas!

| will strike at Custance here.
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Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister
Merrygreek
Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Thou hittest mel

So | will!
Nay, mistress Custance.

(Hits Roister Doister again.)

Alas, thou hittest me ill!

Save yoursdf, Sr.

Help! out! das, | andan!

Truce! hold your hands truce for a pissing-while or twain!
Nay, how say you, Custance. For saving of your life,
Will yeyidd, and grant to be this gentman's wife?

Yetold meheloved me. Cdl yethislove?

He loved awhile, even like a turtledove.

Gay love, God save it, so soon hot, so soon cold!

| am sorry for you. He could love you yet, so he could.
Nay, by Cock's precious, she shall be none of mine.

Why s0?

Comeaway. By the matte, she is mankine™*!

| durst adventure™ the loss of my right hand

If she did not day her other husband,;

And seg, if she prepare not again to fight!

What then? Saint George to borrow'*, our ladies knight!
Say dse whom shewill, by Gog, she shal not day me!

How then?

Rather than to be dain, | will flee

4 mankine] likeaman.

155 adventure] wager.

1%6 horrow] defend.
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Dame Custance
Merrygreek
Roister Doister
Merrygreek

Dame Custance

Talkapace
Dame Custance
All

Trusty

Dame Custance

Trusty

Dame Custance

Toit again, my knightesses down with them al!

Nay, gtick to it, like an hardy man and atall.

Oh, bones! thou hittest mel Away, or dse die we shdl!
Away, for the pash of our sweet Lord Jesus Chrigt.
Away, lout and lubber! or | shal be thy priest.
(Merrygreek, Roister Doister, and his men run away.)
So thisfidd™ is ours, we have driven them dl away.
Thanks to God, migtress, ye have had afair day.

Wi, now go yein, and make yoursalf some good cheer.
We go.

Ah, sir, what afied we have had herel

Friend Trigtram, | pray you, be awitness with me,

Dame Custance, | shall depose™® for your honesty,
And now fare ye well, except something else ye wold™.

Not now; but when | need to send, | will be bold.
| thank you for these pains.

(Trusty leaves.)

And now | will get mein.
Now Roigter Doister will no more wooing begin!

(She goes off.)

157 fied] fight.

1%8 depos] vouch.

159 excelpt something else ye wold] unlessyou want something else.
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ACTV

Goodluck

Sureshy

Goodluck

Sur esby

Goodluck

(Enter Gawyn Goodluck and Sim Suresby.)

Sim Suresby, my trusty man, now advise thee well,
And see that no false surmises thou metdl;
Woas there such ado about Custance, of atruth?

To report that'® | heard and saw, to meis ruth®?,

But both my duty and name and property*©2

Warneth me to you to show fiddity.

It may be wdll enough, and | wish it soto be;

She may hersdf discharge'®, and try her honesty*®,

Y et their claim to her, methought, was very large.

For with letters, rings and tokens they did her charge;
Which when | heard and saw, | would none to you bring.

No, by Saint Marie! | allow'® theein that thing!

Ah, drrah, now | seetruth in the proverb old;

All things that shineth is not by and by pure gold.

If any do live awoman of honesty,

I would have sworn Christian Custance had been she.

Sir, though | to you be a servant true and jugt,

Y et do not ye therefore your faithful spouse mistrust;
But examine the matter, and if ye shdl it find

To be dl wdl, be not ye for my words unkind.

| shall do that isright, and as| see cause why.
But here cometh Custance forth; we shdl know by and by.

(Enter Dame Custance.)

180 that] wheat.

161 ruth] painful.

182 property] character.

183 discharge] vindicate.

184 try] prove.

185 allow] approve.

168 1y and by] immediately.
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Dame Custance

Goodluck

Dame Custance

Goodluck

Dame Custance

Goodluck

Dame Custance

Sur esby

Dame Custance

Goodluck
Dame Custance
Goodluck
Dame Custance

Goodluck

I come forth to see and hearken for news good,

For about this hour isthe time, of likelihood,

That Gawyn Goodluck, by the sayings of Suresby,
Would be @ home. Andlo, yond | see him, I!

What! Gawyn Goodluck, the only hope of my lifel
Welcome home! and kiss me, your true espoused wife!

Nay, soft, Dame Custance! | must firgt, by your licence'®’,
See whether dl things be clear in your conscience.

| hear of your doingsto me very srange.

What, fear ye that my faith towards you should change?

I must needs mistrust ye be elsewhere entangled,

For | hear that certain men with you have wrangled

About the promise of marriage by you to them made.
Could any man's report your mind therein persuade?

Weéll, ye mugt therein declare yoursdlf to stand clear,
Else | and you, Dame Custance, may not join this year.

Then would | were deed, and fair laid in my grave!
Ah, Suresby! isthisthe honesty that ye have
To hurt me with your report, not knowing the thing?

If ye be honest, my words can hurt you nothing;
But what | heard and saw, | might not but report.

Ah, Lord, help poor widows, degtitute of comfort!
Truly, most dear spouse, nought was done but for pastance.

But such kind of sporting is homely dalliance'®®.

If ye knew the truth, ye would take dl in good part.
By your leave, | am not hdf wel skilled in thet art.

It was none but Roister Doigter, that foolish mome'®®.

Y eg, Custance, "Better," they say, "abad 'scuse than none."

187 Jicence] permission.

188 homely dalliance] unbecoming sport.

189 momg dolt.
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Dame Custance

Goodluck

Dame Custance

Goodluck

Trusty

Why, Trisram Trugty, S, your true and faithful friend,
Was privy both to the beginning and the end.
Let him be the judge, and for me testify.

| will the more credit thet he shdll verify.

And because | will the truth know €en asit is,

| will to him mysdlf, and know al without miss.

Come on, Sm Suresby, that before my friend thou may
Avouch the same words which thou didst to me say.

(Goodluck and Suresby go off.)

O lord! how necessary it is now of days,

That each body live uprightly al manner ways,

For let never so little a gap be open,

And be sure of this-the worst shdl be spoken!

How innocent stand | in thisfor deed or thought!

And yet see what mistrust towards me it hath wrought!

But thou, Lord, knowest al folks thoughts and eke'” intents,
And thou art the deliverer of al inncoents.

Thou didst help the advourtesst’* that she might be amended;
Much more, then, help, Lord, that*"? never ill intended!

Thou didst help Susanna'”, wrongfully accused,

And no less dost thou see, Lord, how | am abused.

Thou didst help Hester'™, when she should have died,

Help dso, good Lord, that my truth may be tried!

Yet if Gawvyn Goodluck with Tristram Trusty speek,

| trust of ill report the force shall be but wesk.

And lo! yond they come, sadly taking together.

| will abide, and not shrink for their coming hither.

(Enter Goodluck, Trusty, and Suresby.)
And was it none other than ye to me report?

No; and here were ye wished to have seen the sport.

170 ek aso.

171

advourtess| adultress.

172 that] onewho.

173 qusanna] The heroine of the apocryphal book Susanne and the Elders.
1" Hester] Esther.
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Goodluck

Dame Custance

Goodluck

Dame Custance

Goodluck

Sureshy

Dame Custance

Goodluck

Sur esby
Goodluck

Dame Custance

Would | had, rather than hdf of that in my purse!

And | do much rejoice the matter was no worse.
And, like asto open it | wasto you fathful,

So of Dame Custance honest truth | am joyful;

For God forfend that | should hurt her by false report.

WEéll, I will no longer hold her in discomfort.

Now come they hitherward. | trust dl shal be well.
Sweset Cusgtance, neither heart can think nor tongue tell
How much | joy in your congtant fiddlity.

Come now, kiss me, the pearl of perfect honesty!

God let me no longer to continuein life
Than | shdl towards you continue atrue wifel

Wéll, now to make you for this some part of amends,

| shdl desirefirg you, and then such of our friends

As shdl to you seem best, to sup at home with me,
Where at your fought field we shdl laugh and merry be.

And mistress, | beseech you, take with me no grief'”;
| did atrue man's part, not wishing you reprief™,

Though hasty reports through surmises growing

May of poor innocents be utter overthrowing,

Y et, because to thy master thou hast atrue heart,

And | know mine won truth, | forgive thee for my part.

Go we dl to my house, and of this gear no more!
Go prepare dl things, Sim Suresby; hence, run afore!

| go. (Heleaves))
But who cometh yond? Matthew Merrygreek.

Roister Doigter's champion; | shrew his best cheek! "’

175 grief] grudge.

176 not wishing you reprief] to spareyou.
17| shrew his best cheek!] Beshrew hisimpudence!
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Trusty

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Roister Doister

Merrygreek

Goodluck
Merrygreek
Goodluck
Merrygreek
Dame Custance

Merrygreek

Goodluck
Dame Custance
Goodluck
Dame Custance
Trusty

Merrygreek

Roigter Doigter sdif, your wooer, iswith him, too.
Surdy some thing there is with us they have to do.

(Enter Merrygreek and Roister Doister.)

Yond | see Gawyn Goodluck, to whom lieth my message,
| will firgt sdute him after hislong voyage.

And then make dl thing well concerning your behdlf.

Y eg, for the pash of God!

Hence out of sight, ye calf'"®,
Till I have spoke with them, and then | will you fet.

In God's name. (Exit Roister Doister.)

What, Master Gawyn Goodluck, well met!
And from your long voyage | bid you right welcome home,

| thank you.

| come to you from an honest mome.

Who is that?

Roister Doigter, that doughty kite.

Fie! | can scarcely abide ye should his name recite.

Y e must take him to favour, and pardon al past,
He heareth of your return, and isfull ill aghaest.

| am right well content he have with us some cheer.

Fie upon him, beast! Then will not | be there.

Why, Cugtance! do ye hate him more than ye love me?
But for your mind, sir, where he were would | not bel
He would make us dl laugh.

Y e neer had better sport.

178 calf] fool.
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| pray you, sweet Custance, let him to us resort.
To your will | assent.

Why, such afodl itis
As no man for good pastime would forgo or miss.

Fetch him to go with us
He will beaglad man. (Goes for Ralph Roister.)

We mugt, to make us mirth, maintain him al we can.
And lo, yond he cometh, and Merrygreek with him!

At hisfirg entrance ye shdl see | will him trim!
Bur fird let us hearken the gentleman's wise talk.

| pray you, mark, if ever ye saw crane so stak.
(Enter Roister Doister and Merrygreek.)
May | then be bold?

| warrant you, on my word.
They say they shdl be sick but ye be at their board.

They were not angry, then?

Yes, a firdt, and made strange;

But when | said your anger to favour should change,
And therewith had commended you accordingly,
They were dl in love with your maship by and by,
And cried you mercy that they had done you wrong.

For why no man, woman, nor child can hate me long?

"Wefear," quod they, "he will be avenged one day;
Then for apenny givedl our liveswe may!"

Said they so indeed?

Did they? Y ea, even with one voice.
"Hewill forgivedl," quod 1. Oh, how they did regjoice!
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Ha, ha, hal

"Go fetch him," say they, "while heisin good mood.
For, have his anger who lust*™, we will not, by the rood!"

| pray God that it be dl true that thou hast me told
And that she fight no more.

| warrant you, be bold.
To them, and sdute them!

Srs | greet you dl wll.
Y our magtership is welcome!

Saving my quarrd!
For, sure, | will put you up into the Exchequer--

Why s0? better nay. Wherefore?

For an usurer.

| am no usurer, good migtress, by Hisarmsl

When took he gain of money to any man's harms?

Yes, afoul usurer heis, ye shdl see else--

Didst not thou promise she would pick no more quarrels?

He will lend™® no blows but he have in recompense
Fifteen for one; which istoo much, of conscience!

Ah, dame, by the ancient law of arms, aman
Hath no honour to foil*® his hands on awoman.

And, where other usurers take their gains yearly,
Thisman isangry but he have his by and by.

Sir, do not for her sake bear me your displeasure.

179

who lust] whoever desires
180 Jend] give.

181 £6il] soil.
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W, he shdl with you tak thereof more a leisure.
Upon your good usage, he will now shake your hand.

And much heartily welcome from a strange land.
Be not afeard, Gawyn, to let him shake your fist!

Oh, the most honest gentleman that €er | wigt!®!
| beseech your maship to take pain to sup with udl

He shdl not say you nay; and | too, by Jesud!
Because ye shdl befriends, and let al quarrels pass.

| will be as good friends with them asere | was.

ﬁnis

182 wist] knew.



