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THE RAPE OF LUCRECE

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY

EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON AND BARON OF TICHFIELD

Tue love I dedicate to your lordship is without end; whereof this pamphlet, without beginning, is but a superfluous
moiety. The warrant I have of your honourable disposition, not the worth of my untutored lines, makes it assured
of acceptance. What I have done is yours; what I have to do is yours; being part in all I have, devoted yours.
Were my worth greater, my duty would show greater; meantime, as it is, it is bound to your lordship, to whom

1 wish long life, still lengthened with happiness.

Your lordship’s in all duty,
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

THE ARGUMENT

LUCIUS TARQUINIUS,—for his excessive pride surnamed Superbus,—after he had caused his own father-in-law,
Servius Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, and contrary to the Roman laws and customs, not requiring or staying
for the people’s suffrages, had possessed himself of the kingdom, went, accompanied with his sons and other noble-
men of Rome, to besiege Ardea. During which siege the principal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent
of Sextus Tarquinius, the king’s son, in their discourses after supper, every one commended thé virtues of his own
wife: among whom Collatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia. In that pleasant humour

they all posted to Rome; and intending, by their secret and sudden arrival, to make trial of that which every one
had before avouched, only Collatinus finds his wife—though it were late in the night—spinning amongst her maids:
the other ladies were all found dancing and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon the noblemen yielded

Collatinus the victory, and his wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquinius, being inflamed
yet smothering his passions for the present, departed with
privily withdrew himself, and was, according to his estate,

with Lucrece’ beauty,
the rest back to the camp; from whence he shortly after
royally entertained and lodged by Lucrece at Collatium.

The same night he treacherously &tealeth into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth
away. Lucrece, in this jamentable plight, hastily dispatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father, and another
to the camp for Collatine. They came, the one accompanied with Junius Brutus, the other with Publius Valeriuk;
and finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit, demanded the cause of her sorrow. She, first taking an oath of them
for her revenge, revealed the actor, and the whole manner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself.
Which done, with one consent they all vowed to root out the whole hated family of the Tarquins; and, bearing
the dead body to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer and manner of the vile deed, with a bitter
invective against the tyranny of the king: wherewith the people were so moved, that with one consent and a general
acclamation the Tarquins were all exiled, and the state government changed from kings to consuls.

FroM the besieged Ardea all in post,

Borne by the trustless wings of false desire,

L ust-breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman host,

And to Collatium bears the lightless fire 4

Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire,
And girdle with embracing flames the waist
Of Collatine’s fair love, Lucrece the chaste.

Haply that name of chaste unhappily set 8
This bateless edge on his keen appetite;
When Collatine unwisely did not let v
To praise the clear unmatched red and white
Which triumph’d in that sky of his delight, 12
Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven’s
beauties, . - 4
With pure aspects did him peculiar duties.

For he the night before, in Tarquin's tent,
Unlock’d the treasure of his happy state; = 16
What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent
In the possession of his beauteous mate;
Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate,
That kings might be espoused to more fame,
But king nor peer tosucha peerless dame, 21

O happiness enjoy’d but of a few!
And, if possess’d, as soon decay’d and done

As is the morning’s silver-melting dew 24
Against the golden splendour of the sun;

An expir’d date, cancell’d ere well begun:
Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms,
‘Are weakly fortress’d from a world of harms.

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 29
The eyes of men without an orator;
What needeth then apology be made
To set forth that which is so singular? 32
Or why is Collatine the publisher
Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown
From thievish ears, because it is his own?

Perchance his boast of Lucrece’ sovereignty 36
Suggested this proud issue of a king;
For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be:
Perchance that envy of so rich a thing,
Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 40
His high-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner men
should vaunt
That golden hap which their superiors want.

But some untimely thought did instigate

His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those: 44

His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state,

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes

To quench the coal which in his liver glows.
O ! rashfalse heat, wrapp'dinrepentantcold,
Thl:a}-lasty spring still blasts, and ne’er grows

o 49
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When at Collatium this false lord arriv’d
Well was he welcom’d by the Roman dame
Within whose face beauty and virtue striv’d s2
Wluchofthembothshouldunderpropherfame:
en virtue bragg’d, beauty would blush for

shame;
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite
V)rht?e would stain that o’er withplsilver

white, 56

But beauty, in that white intituled,

Froi?k}fenus’ doves doth challenge that fair
eld;

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red

Which virtue gave the golden age to gaﬁd 5 éo

Tnelé‘i slléver cheeks, and call’d it then their

shield;
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight,

When shame assail’d, the red should fence
the white,

This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was see 64
Argu'd by beauty’s red and virtue’s white:
Of either’s colour was the other queen,
Proving from world’s minority their right:
Yet their ambition makes them still to fight; 68
The sovereignty of either being so great,
That oft they interchange each other’s seat.

This silent war of lilies and of roses,

ch Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s field, 72
In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses;
Whﬁ}}c:l,’dlest between them both it should be

The coward captive vanquished doth yield
To those two armies that would let him g0, 76
Rather than triumph in so false a foe,

Now thinks he that her husband’s shallow
The niggard prodigal
e niggard prodigal that prais’d her so—
In that high task hath done her beauty wrong,
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show: 81
Therefore that praise which Collatine doth
owe
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise,
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes, 84

This earthly saint, adored by this de

Little suspecteth the false wgrshippegl’

For Eﬂnstam’d thoughts do seldom dream on

€ 3

Birds never lim’d no secret bushes fear: 88

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer
And reverend welcome to her princely guest,
Whosemwardﬂlnooutwardharmexpress’d;

For that he colour’d with his high estate, gz

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty;

That nothing in him seem’d inordinate,

Save sometime too much wonder of his eye,

Which, having all, all could not satisfy: =~ o6
But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store,

That, cloy’d with much, he pineth still for
more.
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But she, that never cop’d with stranger eyes,
d pick no meaning from their parling
looks, 100
Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies
Writ in the glassy margents of such books:
Shehtoul::h’d no unknown baits, nor fear’d no
00ks;
Nor could she moralize his wanton sight, 104
More than his eyes were open’d to the light.

He stories to her ears her husband’s fame,
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy;
And decks with praises Collatine’s high name,
Made glorious by his manly chivalry 109
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory:
Her joy with heav’d-up hand she doth ex-
press,
And, wordless, so greets heaven for his suc-
cess, 112

Far from the purpose of his coming thither,

He makes excuses for his being there:

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather

Doth yet in this fair welkin once appear; 116

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,
Upon the world dim darkness doth display,
And in her vaulty prison stows the Day.

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed, 120

Intending weariness with heavy spright;

For after supper long he questioned

With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night:

Noxg llxleaden slumber with life’s strength doth

ght, 124
And every one to rest themselves betake,
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled minds,
that wake.

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving
The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaining; 128
Yet ever to obtain his will resolving,
Though weak-built hopes persuade him to ab-
staining:
Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining;
And’when great treasure is the meed pro-

pos’d, 132
Though death be adjunct, there’s no death
suppos’d.

Those that much covet are with gain so fond,
For what they have not, that which they possess
They scatter and unloose it from their bond, 136
And so, by hoping more, they have but less;
Or, gaining more, the profit of excess
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain,
Tgha; they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich
. 140

The aim of all is but to nurse the life

With bonour, wealth, and ease, in waning age;

And in this aim there is such thwarting strife,

Thag one for all, or all for one we gage; 144

As life for honour in fell battles’ rage;
Honour for wealth; and oft that wealth doth

cost
The death of all, and all together lost,
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So that in venturing ill we leave to be 148

The things we are for that which we expect;

And this ambitious foul infirmity,

In having much, torments us with defect

Of that we have: so then we do neglect 152
The thing we have: and, all for want of wit,
Make something nothing by augmenting it

Such hazard now must doting Targuin make,
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust, 156
And for himself himself he must forsake:
Then where is truth, if there be no self-trust?
When shall he think to find a stranger just,
When he himself himself confounds, betrays
To slanderous tongues and wretched hateful
days? 161

Now stole upon the time the dead of night,
When heavy sleep had clos’d up mortal eyes;
No comfortable star did lend his light, 164
No noise but owls’ and wolves’ death-bo
cries; -
Now serves the season that they may surprise
The silly lambs; pure thoughts are dead and

till,
V?fhjle lust and murder wake to stain and kill.

And now this lustful lord leap’d from his bed,
Throwing his mantle rudely o’er his arm;
Is madly toss’d between desire and dread;
Th’ one sweetly flatters, th’ other feareth harm;
But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust’s foul

charm, 2 y 173
Doth too too oft betake him to retire,
Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire.

His falchion on a flint he sofily smiteth, 176
That from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly;
Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lighteth,
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye;

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly: 180

¢ As from this cold flint I enforc’d this fire,
So Lucrece must I force to my desire.’

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise,
And in his inward mind he doth debate
What following sorrow may on this arise:

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 187

His naked armour of still-slaughter’d lust,

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust:

Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not
To darken her whose light excelleth thine; 191
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“Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive, 204
And be an eye-sore in my golden coat;
Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive,
To cipher me how fondly I did dote;
That my posterity sham’d with the note, 208
hall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin
To wish that I their father had not been.

“What win I if I gain the thing I seek?

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy. 212

Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week?

Or sells eternity to get a toy? .

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy?
Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown,
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken

down? 217

‘If Collatinus dream of my intent,

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage

Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent? 220

‘This siege that hath engirt his marriage,

This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage,
This dying virtue, this surviving shame,
Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame?

‘0! what excuse can my invention make, 225

Whgn ttllgx’ou shalt charge me with so black a
ee

Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints

shake,
Mine eyves forego their light, my false heart
bleed? b e 2(218
The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed;
And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly,
But coward-like with trembling terror die.

‘Had Collatinus kill’'d my son or sire, 232

Or lain in ambush to betray my life,

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire

Might have excuse to work upon his wife,

As in revenge or quittal of such strife: =~ 236
But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend,
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end.

184 ‘Shameful it is; ay, if the fact be known:

Hateful it is; there is no hate in loving: 240

Tl beg her love; but she is not her own:

The worst is but denial and reproving:

My will is strong, past reason’s weak removing.
Who fears a sentence, or an old man’s saw,
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.’ 245

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation

And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you blot *Tween frozen conscienceand hot-burning will,

With your uncleanness that which is divine;
Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine;
Let fair humanity abhor the deed

That spots and stains love’s modest snow-
white weed. 196

And with good thoughts makes dispensation,

Urging the worser sense for vantage still; 249

Which in a moment doth confound and kill
All pure effects, and doth so far proceed,
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed.

‘0 shame to knighthood and to shining arms! Quoth he, ‘ She took me kindly by the hand, 253

O foul dishonour to my household’s grave!
O impious act, including all foul harms!
A martial man to be soft fancy’s slave!
True valour still a true respect should have;
Then my digression is so vile, so base,
That it will live engraven in my face.

And gaz’d for tidings in my eager eyes,
Fearing some hard news from the war-like band

200 Where her beloved Collatinus lies, 256

0! how her fear did make her colour rise:
First red as roses that on lawn we lay,
Then white as lawn, the roses took away.
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Within his thought her heavenly image sits, 288 sought.

And in the self-same seat sits Collatine:
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First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin
To sound a parley to his heartless foe;
Whohjo’er the white sheet peers her whiter
chin, 472
The reason of this rash alarm to know,
Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show;
But she with vehement prayers urgeth still
Under what colour he commits this ill. 476

Thus he replies: ‘The colour in thy face,—
That even for anger makes the lily pale,
And the red rose blush at her own disgrace,—
Shall plead for me and tell my loving tale; 480
Under that colour am I come to scale
Thy never-conquer’d fort: the fault is thine,
For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine,

‘Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide: 484 W,

Thy beauty hath ensnar’d thee to this night,
Where thou with patience must my will abide,
My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight,
Which I to conquer sought with all my
might; 488
But as reproof and reason beat it dead,
By thy bright beauty was it newly bred,

‘I see what crosses my attempt will bring:

I know what thorns the growing rose defends;

I think the honey guarded with a sting; 493

All this, beforehand, counsel comprehends:

But will is deaf and hears no heedful friends;
Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 496
ﬁ:‘nd dotes on what he looks, ’gainst law or

uty.

‘I have debated, even in my soul,
Whgt waong, what shame, what sorrow I shall
reed;
But nothing can affection’s course control, s00
Or stop the headlong fury of his speed.
I know repentant tears ensue the deed,
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity;

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy,” soq4 W

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade,
Which like a falcon towering in the skies,
Coucheth the fowl below with his wings’ shade,
Whgge crooked beak threats if he mount he
ies: 508
So under his insulting falchion lies
Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells
ngllf trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon’s
s,

“Lucrece,” quoth he, “this night T must enjoy
ee: 512
If thou deny, then force must work my way,
For in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee:
That] done, some worthless slave of thine I’Il
slay,
To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay; si6
And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him,
Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace him.

‘So thy surviving husband shall remain
The scornful mark of every open eye; 520
Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain,

Thy issue blurr’d with nameless bastardy:
And thou, the author of their obloquy,
Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rimes, 524
And sung by children in succeeding times.

‘But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend:
The fault unknown is as a thought unacted;
A little harm done to a great good end, 528

For lawful policy remains enacted.

The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted

In a pure compound; being so applied,
His venom in effect is purified. 532

‘Then for thy husband and thy children’s sake,
Tender my suit: bequeath not to their lot
The shame that from them no device can take,
The blemish that will never be forgot: 536
orse than a slavish wipe or birth-hour’s blot:
For marks descried in men’s nativity

Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy.’

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eyve 540

He rouseth up himself, and makes a pause;

While she, the picture of pure piety,

Like a white hind under the gripe’s sharp claws,

Pleads in a wilderness where are no laws, s44
To the rough beast that knows no gentle

right,
Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite.
But when a black-fac’d cloud the world doth

eat,
In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hiding,
From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth

get, . 549
Wl'x{’qﬁ_biows these pitchy vapours from their
1dIng,
Hindering their present fall by this dividing;
So his unhallow’d haste her words delays, 552
And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays.

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally,
hile in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse
panteth:
Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly, 556
A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth:
Hisearherprayersadmits, buthisheart granteth
No penetrable entrance to her plaining:

Tears harden lust though marble wear with
raming. 560

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix’d

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face:

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix’d,

Which to her oratory adds more grace. 564

She puts the period often from his place;
And midst the sentence so her accent breaks,
That twice she doth begin ere once she speaks.

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, s68
By kmtghthood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s

oath,

By her untimely tears, her husband’s love,

By holy human law, and common troth,

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both,
That to his borrow’d bed he make retire, 573
And stoop to honour, not to foul desire.
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Quoth she, ‘Reward not hospittadity = ‘Hatsl.f thou command? by him that gaw:6 21:
i st pre- ee .
v‘htt[il:nsc‘iltg1 s bl egntuc p576 From a’purl? heart (cizonmml:u%i thy 131}3;1 will :

t the fountain that gave drink to thee; Draw not thy sword to guard iniq !
ﬂggzlllgt tl1t;3 thing that camgmt be amended;  For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. ol
End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended; Thy princely oﬁic,:e how canst thou 1f"lulﬁ.l, 2

He is no woodman that doth bend his bow  When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul sin may

8 say, .
e St He}iea.m’d to sin, and thou didst teach the

‘My husband is thy friend, for his sake spare way?
me; :
Thyself art mighty, for thine own sake leave

‘Think but how vile a spectacle it were,
To view thy present trespass in another. 63z
Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear;
Theirown transgressionspartially they smother:
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy
brother. Yaliparin ”
O! how are they wrapp’d in with infamies 636
That from their own misdeeds askance their
eyes.

: “To thee, to thee, my heav’d-up hands appeal,
*All which together, like a troubled ocean,  Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier:

Beat at thy rocky and wrack-threatening heart, T sue for exil’d majesty’s repeal; 640

To soften it with their continual motion; Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire:

For stones dissolv’d to water do convert. 592 His true respect will prison false desire,

O! if no harder than a stone thou art, And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne,
Melt at my tears, and be compassionate; That thou shalt see thy state and pity mine.

ft pity enters at an iron gate. ;
e ‘Have done,’ 4:1u::n‘.h]-‘s!:n?:l;:l ‘l?uy Enc%nu'tg]l}scii Fde
“In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain thee; 506 Turns not, but swe e higher by et.
Hast thgu put on his shape to dol:]if shame? Smalbl'(lileghts are soon blown out, huge fires
the host of heaven I complain me abide, S :
'{goa&l wgonog’st is honour, wound’st his And with the wind in greater fury fret: 648
princely name. The petty streams that pay a daily debt 5
Thou art not what thou seem’st; and if the  To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls'
600 aste . y
Tsl?gtl]eéeem’stnot whatthouart,agod,aking; Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.
Forkingslike gods should governevery thing. “Thou'are," quoth ahe, 4 sea; 4 sovere%sgn
L S

: : : king;
How will thy shame be seeded in thine age, | 1%,Phcre fulls into thy boundless flood
Whi ices bud before thy spring! 604 : . . A
If ir?:tl:hﬂ;uhsotgg Eg? dar’st do such outrage,  Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning,

Wha 0 king? Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood.
0! bzifnfén%]ﬁiﬁhgsggggésg%ﬁ: * Ifall these petty ills shall change thy good, 656

: . Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is he,ars'd,
From yasal actor can be wipways 6 Lok ot the puadie Ty S dispers 3.

d for £ *So shall these slaves be king, and thou their

‘This deed will make thee only loy’d for fear; slave; a

But iappy monarchs still are fear’d for love: Thou nobly base, they basely dignified; 660

With foul offenders thou perforce must beal, Thon their fair life, and they thy fouler grave;

When they in thee the like offences prove: 613 Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride:

If but for fear of this, thy will remove; The lesser thing should not the greater hide;
Forprincesareﬂleglasg, tl-ie scho?ll, thel‘aiooég The cedar stoops not to the base Shmé’si

jects’ earn, do rea
vﬂl‘f& g ; " 616 Bi;?toltéw shrubs wither at the cedar’s root.

i hall “So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state’—
‘Anlga?gl‘f o e Y ‘Nomore,’ quothhé; ‘by heaven, I willnot hear
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame? _  thee: : 1t 7

i in it shall discern Yield to my love; if not, enforce e,
}\Vlllltﬁnothr?tl; ?grgéﬁf v‘;':}igch'?fiorsblame, 620 lnstet?d of love’s coy touch, shall rudely tear
To privilege dishonour in thy name? TE thee; ; ¥

) i - That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee
'Ii];?xl& Sack st epmoachyae it long-lying Unto the base bed of some rascal groom,
And mak’st fair reputation but a bawd. To be thy partner in this shameful doom.” 672

me;
Miyselfaweakling, donot, then, ensnareme; 584
Thoulook’dst not like deceit, do not deceive me.
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to
heave thee; : :
If ever man were mov’d with woman’s moars,
Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my
groans. 588
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This said, he sets his foot upon the light, Which in her prescience she controlled still,
For light and lust are deadly enemies: But her foresight could not forestall their
Shame folded up in blind concealing night, will. 728
When most unseen, then most doth tyrannize.
The wolf hath seiz'd his prey, the poor lamb Even in th}i}s thought through the dark night he
cries; 677 stealeth,
Till with her own white fleece her voice con- A captive victor that hath lost in gain;
troll’d Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth,
Entombs her outcry in her lips’ sweet fold: The scar that will despite of cure remain; 732

P Leaving his spoil perplex’d in greater pain,
For with the nightly linen that she wears 68c  She bears the load of lust he left behind,
He pens her piteous clamours in her head,

: And he the burden of a guilty mind.
Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears

That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence, 736

O! that prone lust should stain so pure a bed, She like a wearied lamb lies panting there;
The spots whereof could weeping purify, 685 He scowls and hates himself for his offence,
Her tears should drop on them perpetually. She desperate with her nails her flesh doth

tear;
But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear, 740
And he hath won what he would lose again; She stays, exclaiming on the direful night;
This forced league doth force a further strife;  He runs, and chides his vanish’'d, loath’d
This momentary joy breeds months of pain; delight.
This hot desire converts to cold disdain:
Pure Chastity is rifled of her store, 692 He thence departs a heavy convertite,

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before. She there remains a hopeless castaway; 744

He in his speed looks for the morning light,

Look! as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk, She prays she never may behold the day;

Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight, ‘For day,’ quoth she, ‘night’s ’scapes doth open

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 696 lay,

The prey wherein by nature they delight; And my true eyes have never practis’d how

So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night: To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 749
His taste delicious, in digestion souring,
Devours his will, that liv’d by foul devouring. ‘They think not but that every eye can see

The same disgrace which they themselves be-

O! deeper sin than bottomless conceit 701 hold;

Can comprehend in still imagination: And therefore would ill i
: 1agir 15 they still in darkness be,
Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt, To have their unseen sinyremain untold; 753
Ere.he can see his own abomination. 704 For they their guilt with weeping will unfold
Wfali; 10.3{) 1lsﬁlsnhhlstpr1de, Inohqxciarﬂa;jtion ﬁnd grave, like water that doth eat in steel,
an ¢ his heat, or rein his rash desire, pon my cheeks wh L'
Till like a jade Self-will himself doth tire. 4 ¢ helolees shaee i)
: : Here she exclaims against repose and rest, 757
\AVI!Sh then with lank and lean discolour’d cheek, And bids her eyes hereafter Sti]l be blind.
ith heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless She wakes her heart by beating on her breast,
& g'ilcef) ; 709 And bids it leap from thence where it may find
eeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek, Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 761

Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case: Frantic wi i
The C?rt;.sc}; being proud, Desire doth fight with l;:;'l ;git:lth ol e

L 712 Against the unseen secrecy of night:
For there it revels; and when that decays, i

The guilty rebel for remission prays. lg) comfort-killing Night, image of hell! 764
I § : im register and notary of shame!
So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome, Black stage for tragedje{i and muﬁders fell!
> ho this accomplishment so hotly chas’d; 716 Vast sin-concealing chaos! nurse of blame!
Tﬁ; n%\rv against himself he sounds this doom, Blind muffled bawd! dark harbour for defame!
tt ,01‘1311 the length of times he stands dis-  Grim cave of death! whispering conspirator

5 5 With close-tongu’ i !
Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defac’d; e L e e

0 whose weak ruins muster troops of cares, ‘O hateful, va Ni

: : porous, and foggy Night!

To ask the spotted princess how she fares, 721 %Ince thou art guilty of my cuﬁgless gcrirne, 772
s : : Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light

IS_Ihe says, he,r subjects with foul insurrection = Make war against proportion’d course o%'til’:ne;

Agéebbz:;lte_r d dotv;ilfhs c}:)onsec;ated wall, Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb
Dy their mortal fault brought in subjection = His wonted height 6
Her immortality, and made her thrall % Clouds aboct Heiue

feese Knit z .
To living death, and pan perpetial; 725 hlga 'pmsonous clouds about his golden
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i i ir; i *d in Collatinus’ face,

i damps ravish the morning air; Reproach is stamp s
‘Wlﬂtimtte)ﬁlal‘d 11.:‘1:1\avholesome breaths make And Tarquin's eye may Ieae(cii the tn:}; it s
Sk B iy ;vound h'srll'l(;.n;eful blows,

% i I suc v

i i 8o  Alas! how many bea U
Ehe %;]gea?g\?e?xt}itsy Qv}g:;ufggglgd?giick; 1 Which not themselves, but he that gives th%g;
Arr?d let thy misty \f&];:oul..lr]ls(‘s rrﬁ?tch S(t)hthi"c::lkl’ight knows.
That in their smoky ra: s smother’d | ; ine, thine honour lay in me,
May set at noon and make perpetual night. Flfénc-lonlk?:nl?;strong ?ssa ‘alrt - u?g%f;é A
in Ni i ight’ Jost, and I, a drone- !
i T oo i - ng};ts;.; Ihggvgcﬁjlgerfection of my sumim 'er'leﬁ’thcft'
t:hi}l]d’ _shining queen he would distain; But robb’d and ransack’d by mlusm])::;hcreﬁt
‘{lhi iwﬁlﬁng handmaids too, by him defil'd, Inthy weak hive iwand%vrﬂgﬁ#?h 31? e Pty
Tﬁrough Night's black bosom should not pe?; Aﬁ% Emcl‘: d the honey o4
in: 7 .
again: ! st ; :
O s i £ thy honour’s wrack
Sogggl}l&gwhggi%cm ‘oe doth woe assuage, YYe f%%ﬂéf‘é‘ég’oﬁr o T entertain bim; ¢
As palmers’ chat makes short their pilgrim- G line from thee, 1 coul d not put him b‘ac .
Lbes For it had been dishonour to disdain him: 844
i i iness he did complain him,
“Where now I have no one to blush with mp& Bef;ggsg]i :.:jr‘eg?gfrsme: S e tor ovil,
To cross their arms and hang their heads w17 t  When virtue is pro e vd in such a devil.

To lI.]'{]llaI.JS(;‘(’ their brows and hide their infamy; g o o1, 54ld the worm intrude themaidenbud?

: : ’ nests?
But I alone alone must sit and pine, . Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows 1
S:asoning the earth with showers of silver Oi toads infect fair founts with venom mud?

i Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts?

Mjr]:llré%ng my talk with tears, my grief with Or kings be breakers of their own behests? 852

groans,

Poor f 0ans But no DEl'fBCtlon 18 8O absolutE,
00! Wasuﬂg monl:l.l'm:nts O lastmg m .

That some impurity doth not pollute.

i -reeking smoke, R
‘Lsc?tlilc%th :ﬁéhjg;llglll:?%c:yﬁgefﬁﬁdrﬁaq tgacgl o gggaag%gg I g;:ltn %‘;ﬁfﬁﬁg i S s “}3
i eath thy black all-hiding clo \ . amfs
mﬁdg&?ﬁ;ﬁ oyt st Amfli t:éawe hath eyes his treasure to behold,
till ession of thy gloomy place, SCar P ming Tantalus he sits,
“Fhat ol th hich i city somn 275 ey arns harvest of his wits;
R o ot B ith: rtgﬁaasure of his gain _ 860
i ing no other p ain
hﬂa&dﬁkewllse be sepulchred in thy i Iggt‘:rltlé%‘ment that it cannot cure his pain.

j ¥ - i t use it
“Make me not object to the tell-tale Day ‘So then he hath it when he canno )
The ight will show, chataeer S Y DOy nd leaves o fo be musier C B e s s
%:. ?rtggogg ?;::;:t:}f ofsholy wedloék vOow: Who in their prt
Yea, the illiterate, that know not hgwbo 2
To ’cipher what is writ in learne oks,
Will quote my loathsome trespass il 1;?;
looks.

i father was too weak, and they too strong,
%gelj:nrc)% their cursed-blessed fortune long.

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours

Even in the moment that we call them ours.

i ring; %69
‘ to still her child, will tell my story, Unzuly blass wait on the tendot b previous
At (ot hercrying babewith Tarquin’sname; UNFiC S0 birds sing;
The orator, to deck his orﬂt?rrg;_ win’s shame; The adder hisses where :111? sg;eve;m;}'_ A gaf;rz
Will couple my -fsgggcmng n?y defame, 817 %a,ja‘”’ﬂ'fg bﬁ?ff ih-lg:qwe tan say is ours,
Fe&s)gﬁﬁqdlg‘lg rﬁl arers to attend each line, WBB tyﬁ—ann%xcd Opportunity
ill tie the he 1 Collatine. i 1se his quality.
How Tarquin wronged me, Or kills his life, or €

i . vao im 816
. od name, that senseless reputation, o o ot thy guilt is great, -
FlcﬁtCI‘,Icll:lfIagt(i)ne’s dear love be keptl-msl??tmd- pol :%S tﬁ{;u that execut’st the traitor's gree:‘mgét'
If that be made a theme for dxsput&tlo?f Thou sett’st the wolf where bethe !amth mse;son:
The branches of another root are rotte 4 424 Whoever plots thesin, ,thou point’st tel ason;
And undeserv’d reproach to him allotgte ine. | °Tis thou that spurn’st at right, at law, 2=
That is as clear from this attaint o finc, reason; ne may SpYy
As I ere this was pure to Collatine. And in thy shady cell, where no

*O unseen shame! invisible disgrace!

him, ]
its Si i that wander by him.
O unfelt sore! crest-wounding, private scar! 828  Sits Sin to seize the souls




