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In this retelling, as in all my retellings, I have tried to make
the work of literature accessible to modern readers who may
lack the knowledge about mythology, religion, and history
that the literary work’s contemporary audience had.

Do you know a language other than English? If you do, I give
you permission to translate this book, copyright your
translation, publish or self-publish it, and keep all the
royalties for yourself. (Do give me credit, of course, for the
original retelling.)

I would like to see my retellings of classic literature used in
schools, so I give permission to the country of Finland (and all
other countries) to give copies of any or all of my retellings to
all students forever. I also give permission to the state of Texas
(and all other states) to give copies of any or all of my retellings
to all students forever. I also give permission to all teachers to
give copies of any or all of my retellings to all students forever.
Of course, libraries are welcome to use my eBooks for free.

Teachers need not actually teach my retellings. Teachers are
welcome to give students copies of my eBooks as background
material. For example, if they are teaching Homer’s Iliad and
Odyssey, teachers are welcome to give students copies of my
Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose and tell them, “Here’s
another ancient epic you may want to read in your spare
time.”
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CHAPTER 1: Ben Jonson’s The Alchemist
CAST OF CHARACTERS (The Alchemist)
THE CON ARTISTS

Subtle: The alchemist. The word “subtle” used to mean
cunning in a crafty and/or deceitful way. It also meant
devious and underhand. Subtle is an older man.

Face: The housekeeper, Lovewit’s Jeremy the butler. The
housekeeper is the person in charge of taking care of the
house. While the owner of the house is away, Face takes care
of it; he is a house-sitter. During part of the play, he is known
as Captain Face because he often wears a Captain’s uniform
in order to con people. He is also known as Lungs because
he supposedly manages the bellows in the alchemical
laboratory. As you can tell, he wears many faces; he is also
double-faced. Face is bearded for most of the play.

Doll Common: The co-conspirator of Subtle and Face. She
is a prostitute, a doll who is common to all and who will
sleep with men for money or other materialistic advantage.
“Doll” is a nickname for “Dorothy.”

THE MASTER

Lovewit: The owner of the house in which Subtle sets up his
work. He appreciates the wit, aka intelligence, of his servant
Jeremy the butler, who is intelligent enough to get himself
out of trouble by enriching his employer. In this society,
bosses are called “Master.” Lovewit is an older man.

THE VICTIMS

Dapper: A lawyer’s clerk. He wants Subtle to help him win
in gambling by giving him a familiar spirit. (Witches have
familiar spirits; usually, they take the form of an animal or a
fly.) Apparently, Dapper wears dapper clothing and is a
clean, neat person.



Abel Drugger: A tobacco merchant. He wants Subtle to
assist him through magic in setting up a new, successful
tobacco shop. “Nab” is a nickname for Abel.

Sir Epicure Mammon: A Knight. He wants Subtle’s help
to become very wealthy. “Mammon” is a negative word for
money and wealth, which can have an evil influence on
human beings and can be an object of worship — the word
“worship” means “adoration.” An Epicurean is a person who
devotes himself to sensual pleasure. The ancient Greek
philosopher Epicurus was an atheist and a materialist.

Tribulation Wholesome: A pastor of Amsterdam. Both
Tribulation Wholesome and Ananias, who are called the
brethren in the play, are Anabaptists. Anabaptists were
commonly regarded as members of an extremist sect of
Puritanism.

Ananias: A deacon, colleague of Tribulation Wholesome.
These religious brothers want Subtle’s help in getting money
to help establish Anabaptism in Britain.

Kastril: The angry boy, recently come into an inheritance.
He wants Subtle to teach him the protocol for quarreling. A
kestrel is a small falcon. While hunting, it hovers in the air
with rapidly beating wings. Kastril wants to be a roaring boy,
a well-born boy who quarrels with other well-born boys.
“Coistrel” is an archaic word for a troublemaker.

Dame Pliant: A widow, sister of Kastril. She wants to know
her fortune in marriage. Dame Pliant is compliant.

A CLEAR-SIGHTED MAN

Pertinax Surly: A gamester, aka gambler. He sees through
the deceptions. The Latin word pertinax means stubborn,
obstinate, resisting, unyielding, firm. By the way, Pertinax
(1 August 126 — 28 March 193) was a Roman Emperor who

unsuccessfully tried to implement many reforms.



MINOR CHARACTERS
Neighbors, Police Officers, Attendants.
SCENE

The action takes place in Lovewit’s house in London and on
the street outside. Lovewit is mostly away in the country to
escape the plague.

UNITY OF ACTION, TIME, AND PLACE

Ben Jonson’s play has one main plot, with no subplots.
Ben Jonson’s play takes place within one day.

Ben Jonson’s play takes place in one location.

FIRST PERFORMED

Ben Jonson’s play was first performed in 1610. The years
1609 and 1610 were plague years in London.

A NOTE ON SUBTLE
The serpent of the Garden of Eden was subtle.
Genesis 3:1 — King James Version (KJV)

Now the serpent was more subtil than any beast of the field
which the LORD God had made. And he said unto the
woman, Yea, hath God said, Ye shall not eat of every tree of
the garden?

Relevant Bible Quotations
1 Timothy 6:10 — King James Version (KJV)

10 For the love of money is the root of all evil: which while
some coveted after, they have erred from the faith, and
pierced themselves through with many sorrows.

Matthew 6:21 — King James Version (KJV)



21 For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.
Ecclesiastes 5:10 — King James Version (KJV)

10 He that loveth silver shall not be satisfied with silver, nor
he that loveth abundance with increase: this is also vanity.

Matthew 6:41 — King James Version (KJV)

41 No man can serve two masters: for either he will hate the
one, and love the other, or else he will hold to the one, and
despise the other. Ye cannot serve God and mammon.



ARGUMENT (The Alchemist)

The sickness hot, a master quit, for fear,
His house in town, and left one servant there;

Ease him corrupted, and gave means to know

A cheater, and his punk; who now brought low,

Leaving their narrow practice, were becomelske!

Cozeners at large; and only wanting someistp,

House to set up, with him they here contract,

Each for a share, and all begin to act.

Much company they draw, and much abuse,

In casting figures, telling fortunes, news,

Selling of flies [familiar spirits], flat bawdry with the stone,

Till it, and they, and all in fume are gone.

“In fume” is Latin for “in smoke.”

The “argument” is the plot in brief of a play or other work of
art. Ben Jonson, clever man whom he was, made the
argument of his play The Alchemist an acrostic: The first
letter of each line spells out “THE ALCHEMIST.”

In modern English, this is the “argument” of The Alchemist:

When the plague was raging in London, the master of a
house left London out of fear of catching the plague. He left
behind one servant; this servant, left on his own, became



corrupted through lack of an overseer, and he became
acquainted with a con man and his prostitute. These two
were at a low position on the Wheel of Fortune, and so they
were branching away from their small-scale illegal activities
and were becoming swindlers on a greater scale. To help
them engage in their illegal activities, they needed a house
to set up shop in, and so they made an agreement with the
servant: They would act in concert to cheat suckers and then
share equally in the spoils — one third to each of the three.
They were able to draw many suckers to the house, and they
were able to cheat and abuse them by doing such things as
making and selling horoscopes, telling fortunes and gossip,
selling familiar spirits of the kind that are aides to witches,
and selling immorality such as prostitution, along with
pretending to create a philosopher’s stone, which believers
supposed to be able to turn base metals such as iron and lead
into silver and gold. The three con artists engaged in such
swindling until their supposed philosopher’s stone, and they
themselves, and everything else went up in smoke.



PROLOGUE (The Alchemist)

For the few short hours it takes to read this book, the authors
— Ben Jonson and David Bruce — wish away Lady Fortune,
who favors fools, both for the sakes of you judging readers
and for our sakes. We desire, in the place of the dumb luck
of non-deserving celebrities who are rich and famous simply
because they are rich and famous without having done
anything (other than perhaps a sex tape) to deserve such
wealth and fame, to find that you believe that the authors
deserve the justice of a careful reading of this book and to
find that you will show grace to this book.

The scene of our book is London because we would make
known to all of you that no country causes mirth and is
laughed at more than our own — Ben Jonson was born,
lived, and died in London, while David Bruce is an
Anglophile.

No region breeds better material for writing. London
provides whores, bawds, pimps, impostors, and many more
types of persons, whose chief characteristics, which were
once called humors, feed the actors on the stage and the ink
on the pages between book covers and the electrons on
computer screens and eBook readers, and which have always
been subject to the rage or the spite of comic writers.

We, the wielders of a pen and of a computer keyboard, have
never aimed to afflict men, both those with and without
wombs, but instead we have always aimed to better and
improve men and womb-men.

However, the ages we lived or live in endure the vices that
those ages — and all ages — breed, rather than to endure
their cure.

But when the wholesome remedies are sweet, and in their
working gain and profit meet, we authors hope to find no
spirit so much diseased, but that it will with such fair



corrective medicine be pleased. In other words, satire is
funny medicine that can make a belly laugh and a brain think
and a character reform.

We authors are not afraid that you will get to know our
characters and think, Hey, I know people just like that! In
fact, that’s what we want to happen. It would be even better
if you were to think, Hey, I'm just like that!

Are any of you readers willing to sit so near to the stream
that you can see what’s in it? (These days, sewage no longer
runs in the streets, but how many sewage treatment plants
dump sewage into a river near you?)

If you are willing to look carefully, you shall find things that
you would think or wish were finished and over and done.
Those things are very natural follies, but we will show them
to you in the pages of this book, which is a safe place where
even if you recognize that you do the same foolish things,
yet you need not admit that to anyone else — or to yourself.

People may no longer believe in the philosopher’s stone or
the Queen of Fairy, but the love of money is still very much
with us.

By the way, although it is true that no region other than
London and England breeds better material for writing, it has
at least two close runners-up: Ireland and the United States
of America.

When Jonathan Swift died, he left £10,000 to be used for the
founding of an Irish Hospital for Idiots and Lunatics. That
was his final joke. As he had written earlier:

“He gave the little wealth he had
“To build a house for fools and mad [insane],

“And shew’d [showed] by one satiric touch,



“No nation wanted [needed] it so much.”

And as everyone knows, the United States of America is so
arrogant that it ignores the existence of Canada, Mexico,
Central America, and South America and calls itself
“America” instead of “USAmerica.”

But let us be fair to USAmericans: Many of them don’t know
that such places as Central America and South America
exist.



ACT 1 (The Alchemist)
—1.1—

In the year 1610, Face and Subtle were in the midst of an
argument in a room in Lovewit’s house. Subtle was arguing
that he deserved a bigger share of the profits, and Face was
strenuously objecting. Face, who had a notable beard, was
wearing a Captain’s uniform, and he had drawn his sword.
Subtle was carrying a vial of liquid. A worried Doll
Common was also in the room.

Face threatened, “Believe it, I will.”
Subtle responded, “Do your worst. I fart at you.”
He turned around, bent over, and farted.

Doll, worried that passersby would hear the argument, said,
“Have you lost your wits? Why, gentlemen! For the love of

2

Ignoring Doll, Face said to Subtle, “Sirrah, I’ll strip you —”

He was using “Sirrah” as an insult. It was a term used by a
person of high social rank to address a man of low social
rank.

Subtle said, “So you can do what? Lick the figs sticking out
of my —”

Face interrupted before Subtle could end his question with
the word “ass.” Figs are hemorrhoids.

Face said, “Rogue, rogue, I want you to get out and stop all
of your cons.”

Doll said, “No. Look, Sovereign. Look, General. Are you
madmen?”



Wanting the two men to stop quarreling, she had given them
high and mighty titles.

Subtle said to Face, “Oh, let the wild sheep loose.”

“Mutton” is a slang word for a prostitute. Face had grabbed
hold of Doll, who was standing in between the two men in
an attempt to keep them from physically fighting. “Wild”
means “licentious.”

Subtle continued talking to Face, “I’ll gum your silks with
good strong water, if you come near me.”

The silks were fancy clothing, and the strong water was the
acid in the vial that Subtle was carrying. He was threatening
to throw acid on Face’s clothing and ruin it.

Doll said, “Will you have the neighbors hear you? Will you
ruin everything? Do you want everyone to know what we are
up to?

“Listen! I hear somebody.”
Face began, “Sirrah —”

Subtle interrupted, “I shall mar all that the tailor has made,
if you approach me.”

A tailor-made man is quite different from a self-made man.
The clothing of a tailor-made man is worth more than the
man wearing the clothing.

Face said, “You most notorious whelp — you pup! You
insolent slave! Do you dare to do that?”

“Yes, indeed. Indeed, yes.”

Face said, “Why, who do you think I am, my mongrel! Don’t
you know who I am?”



“I’ll tell you who you are,” Subtle said, “since you yourself
don’t know who you are.”

Face said, “Speak lower, rogue. Don’t yell.” He did not like
what he was hearing.

Subtle said, “Yes, you were once (the time is not long past)
the good, honest, plain, livery-three-pound-thrum, who kept
your master’s house here in the Blackfriars district during
the vacations — the periods of time when the law courts are
not active, and fashionable people leave London.”

He was calling Face a lowly and low-paid servant. Livery is
the distinctive clothing a servant wears. Three pounds was
Face’s annual salary. Thrum is poor-quality cloth — which
Face’s livery was made of.

Face said, “Must you be so loud?” He did not like what he
was hearing.

Subtle said, “Since then, by my means, you have been
transformed into a suburb-Captain.”

Subtle had gotten a Captain’s uniform for Face to assist him
in playing his part in the cons they were attempting to pull
off. Face, of course, could not pass as a Captain in the army,
but in the suburbs — the disreputable places outside the city
— he could very well pass as a Captain.

Face said, “By your means, Doctor Dog!”

Alchemists would combine sulphur (thought of as male) and
quicksilver (thought of as female). The combining was
sometimes referred to as the copulation of dog and bitch.

Subtle said, “Within man’s memory, I have done all this I
speak of.”

“Within man’s memory” means “You ought not to have
forgotten this.”



Face said, “Why, I ask you: Have I been countenanced by
you, or you by me?”

The word “countenance” is a verb meaning “support,” but
Face was also punning on its meaning as a noun meaning
“face.” Both Face and Subtle had helped each other to put on
false “faces” that would help them to con people. Both were
helping the other to put on a front.

Face added, “Do but recollect, sir, where I first met you.”

“I do not hear well,” Subtle said. He did not like what he was
hearing.

Possibly, Face was trying to keep his voice low in an attempt
to keep anyone outside the house from hearing the argument.
(People came to the house and waited outside until they were
admitted.) But if Subtle had previously been convicted of
crimes, his ears could have been cut off and the loss of the
shells of his ears could interfere with his hearing whispers.
Subtle could possibly be wearing a headpiece that would
hide his mutilation.

“Not when you hear what I have to say, I think,” Face said.
“But I shall remind you, sir, of where I first met you — at
Pie Corner, taking your meal of steam in from cooks’ stalls.”

Pie Corner is near Smithfield. It gets its name from the
Magpie Inn, but many shops there sold meat pies. Subtle
then had no money to buy food, so he was dining on the
smell of the food.

Face continued, “In Pie Corner, as you were the father of
hunger, you walked piteously, suffering from constipation.
You had no money to buy food, and the result was that your
body produced nothing that would relieve constipation.
Your nose was long and thin and pinched with hunger — or
syphilis — as if it were a shoehorn. Your complexion was
sallow and unhealthy, and on your face were black and



melancholic marks, blackheads that looked like the smuts
left by grains of gunpowder on the faces of people practicing
their aim with firearms on the targets in the Artillery
Garden.”

Subtle said sarcastically, “I wish you could raise your voice
a little.” He did not like what he was hearing.

Face continued, “Your clothing consisted of several rags
pinned together that you had raked and picked from
dunghills before daybreak. Y ou wore moldy slippers on your
feet because of the chilblains on your heels. You wore a hat
of cheap wool and your cloak was threadbare and was
scarcely long enough to cover the meager buns that you call
your buttocks —”

“Sir!” an outraged Subtle objected.

Face said, “When all your alchemy and your algebra, and
your minerals, plants, and animals, your conjuring, your
cheating, and your dozen of trades could not relieve the
corpse you call your body with as much underwear as would
give you enough tinder to start a fire” — scraps of linen were
used to start fires — “I gave you countenance. I gave you
support, and I gave you enough credit to get your coal, your
stills for distilling liquids, your vials, and your materials. I
built you an oven for your alchemy. I drew in customers for
you. I advanced all your black arts. I lent you, in addition, a
house to pull your cons in —”

“It is your master’s house!” Subtle said.

“And there you have studied the more thriving skill of
bawdry since,” Face said. “You have made my house a
brothel.”

“Yes, I have been a pimp in your master’s house,” Subtle
said. “I have done that in a house where you and the rats live.
Don’t pretend not to know about the rats.



“I know you were a man who would keep the pantry always
locked and keep the scraps of leftover food that ought to have
been given to the poor. I know that you would keep the
leftover beer that ought to have been given to the poor and
instead sell it to the aqua-vita men who would distill it and
sell the result as better liquid than it was. By pulling such
cons, and by making Christmas tips by providing gambling
chips for post-and-pair card games, you made yourself a
‘pretty” stock of money, some twenty marks or
approximately thirteen pounds sterling. This made you
wealthy enough to converse with the cobwebs that are here
in this house since your master’s wife’s death has broken up
the house.”

“You might talk softlier, rascal,” Face said. He did not like
what he was hearing.

“No, you dung beetle,” Subtle said. “I’ll use my voice to
thunder you into pieces. I will teach you how to beware to
enrage a Fury again, a Fury who carries a tempest in his hand
and voice.”

A Fury is an avenging spirit that rises from Hell to take
vengeance on criminals such as people who murder their
parent. The tempest in Subtle’s hand was the acid in the vial.

“The place has made you valiant,” Face said.

He meant the place — position, and place to live — that he,
Face, had given Subtle.

“No, your clothes,” Subtle replied. He meant that Face’s
undeserved Captain’s uniform had made him, Subtle,
valiant. He was facing a spurious, not a real, Captain, and so
he was not afraid.

Face can be forgiven if he thought that Subtle was referring
to the good-quality clothing that Face had provided for him.



Face had talked about the way that he had supported and
helped Subtle, but Subtle had then begun talking about the
way that he had supported and helped Face.

According to Subtle, he had transformed Face — for
example, from a lowly servant to a high-ranking Captain.
This transformation was similar to the transformation
wrought in alchemy, which was thought to be able to
produce a philosopher’s stone that would transform base
metals such as iron and lead into valuable metals such as
silver and gold.

Subtle said, “I have taken you, vermin, out of dung. You
were so poor, so wretched, that no living thing would keep
you company except a spider or worse. | have raised you
from brooms, and dust, and watering pots. I have sublimed
you, and exalted you, and fixed you in the third region,
which is called our state of grace. I have wrought you to
spirit, to quintessence, by taking pains that would twice have
won me the philosopher’s work. 1 have worked so hard at
bettering you that if I had applied that work to alchemy, I
could have created two philosopher’s stones.”

Subtle was using many alchemical terms. According to
Subtle, he had metaphorically vaporized (sublimed) Face,
concentrated (exalted) him, and stabilized (fixed) his
volatility. All of this results in a state of purification. By
doing so, he had brought Face to the third region, which is
the highest and purest of the three regions of air. According
to alchemy, when matter is heated and purified, the result is
spirit — essence, which rises into the air. Quintessence is a
fifth essence. The first four essences are the four elements
— earth, air, fire, and water — which, according to alchemy,
make up all material things. Quintessence is incorruptible
and pure and is able to transform the first four essences into
a harmonious whole. Quintessence is the purest form and is
what alchemists think celestial bodies are made of.



Subtle believed that he had raised Face from a humble
servant to a man who was on the verge of becoming rich
through successful cons.

Subtle continued, “I taught you how to speak properly and
how to dress fashionably. I made you fit for more than
fellowships in taverns and common eating places.

“I taught you the rules for how to properly swear oaths and
the rules for how to properly quarrel. I taught you the rules
for how to cheat at horseraces, cockfights, card games,
games of dice, and whatever other gallant tinctures that
exist.”

In alchemy, a tincture can make a substance seem golden.
Subtle was saying that he had taught Face how to appear to
be more than a common servant.

Subtle said, “I made you a second in my own great art. [ have
taught you the tricks of alchemy.

“And this is what [ have for thanks!

“Do you rebel now? Do you fly out in the projection! Would
you be gone now?”

To fly out is to explode. The projection is the final stage of
the production of the philosopher’s stone. If the projection is
unsuccessful, the result is an explosion that would destroy
the alchemist’s laboratory.

Subtle was saying that he had been working hard to turn Face
into a philosopher’s stone that would create a lot of silver
and gold, but if Face chose to rebel now the result would be
a failure of all their efforts. In other words, very soon they
would make a lot of money from their cons, but if Face chose
to rebel now the result would be the loss of all the money
they could have made.



Doll said, “Gentlemen, what do you mean to accomplish by
arguing? Will you mar all? Will you ruin everything?”

The two men continued to argue.

Subtle said to Face, “Slave, you had no name, no reputation,
no nothing —”

Doll said, “Will you ruin yourselves with civil war?”

Subtle continued, “You would never have been known, past
equi clibanum, the heat of horse dung, underground, in
cellars, or in an ale house darker than that of Deaf John’s.
You would have been lost to all Mankind, except laundresses
and tapsters, had I not come and raised you up.”

Again, Subtle was using alchemical language. “Equi
clibanum” is Latin for “Horses’” Oven.” Horse dung
produces heat as a result of decomposition. This mild heat
was used in the earliest stages of trying to produce the
philosopher’s stone. Subtle was saying that Face was
previously in the lowest parts of society, but that he, Subtle,
had taught him how to rise to much higher parts of society.

Doll said to Subtle, “Do you know who hears you,
Sovereign?”

Doll was hearing Subtle. Although she knew and had known
Subtle, she was still a prostitute. She had not risen in society.

Face began to say to Subtle, “Sirrah —”

Doll interrupted and said to Face, “No, General, I thought
you were civil.”

She still wanted the two men to stop quarreling and not use
the word “Sirrah.”

Face ignored Doll and said to Subtle, “I shall turn desperate,
if you speak so loud.”



A desperate man can be a violently angry man.

Subtle said, “Go hang yourself! I don’t care if you grow
desperate and out of desperation hang yourself.”

A desperate man can be a suicidal man.
Face said, “Hang yourself, collier.”

A collier is a dealer in coal and charcoal. They often had
dirty faces and a reputation for cheating customers by giving
incorrect weights for coal purchased. As an alchemist, Subtle
used lots of coal and sometimes had a sooty face.

Face continued, “And you can go hang all your pots and
pans. In a picture, I will hang you since you have angered
me _93

The picture would be a publicly posted notice to alert the
general public that Subtle is a con man. It would have
Subtle’s picture on it.

Doll said, “Oh, this will overthrow and ruin all our work.”

Face said to Subtle, “I will write a bill and post it publicly at
Saint Paul’s Cathedral. In it, I will tell everyone that you are
a pimp. I will reveal all your tricks of cheating.

“I will tell how you hollow out a piece of coal, fill it with
silver shavings, plug the hole with a piece of wax, burn the
coal, and then show your sucker the silver in the pan — the
supposed result of your alchemy.

“I will tell how you pretend to find things by using a
witching device made of a sieve and scissors.

“I will tell how you use your imagination to make up
horoscopes and tables of the houses — divisions — of the
zodiac.



“I will tell how you use your imagination to look for the
shadows — the ‘spirits’ — that appear in a crystal ball.

“I will tell all of these things in a large bill with the words
written in red ink and with a woodcut of your face, which is
worse than the hideous mask worn by the highwayman
Gamaliel Ratsey while he committed his robberies.”

According to a pamphlet titled “Ratseis Ghost,” Gamaliel
Ratsey once paid some actors to perform for him. The next
day he robbed the actors of the money he had paid them.

“Are you of sound mind?” Doll asked. “Are you still in your
right senses, masters, or have you lost your minds?”’

Face continued, “I will create a book, one that barely covers
your many, many cons, but which will still prove to be a true
philosopher’s stone to printers. So many people will buy
such a scandalous book that it will be very, very profitable.”

Subtle said, “Go away, you trencher-rascal! You are good
for nothing except to eat other people’s food!”

A trencher is a wooden plate.

Face said, “Get out, you dog-doctor! Get out, you quack!
You are the vomit of all prisons —”

Doll asked, “Will you be your own destructions,
gentlemen?”

Face continued, “— always spewed out as a result of eating
more than your share of the scraps of food provided for the
prisoners!”

Subtle said, “Cheater!”
Face said, “Bawd!”

“Cowherd!”



“Conjurer!”
“Cutpurse! Pickpocket!”
“Male witch!”

Doll said, “Oh! We are ruined. We are lost! Have you no
more regard for your reputations? Where’s your judgment?
By God’s light, have yet some concern about me, who am of
your republic —”

Doll made a part of the group of swindlers along with Subtle
and Face, and so she was a part of their republic. In addition,
the Latin respublica means “common thing.” In this society,
one meaning of “thing” was genitals. As a prostitute who had
sexual relations with members of the general public, Doll
had a public thing. In fact, you could say that she worked in
public relations. Both Subtle and Face may have slept with
Doll.

Face said, “Take away this bitch! I’ll bring you, rogue, to
court on account of the statute against sorcery, passed into
law in tricesimo tertio — the thirty-third year — of the reign
of King Henry VIIL.”

In 1604, under King James I, the statute against sorcery was
passed again.

Face continued, “Yes, and perhaps I’ll bring your neck
within a noose, for laundering gold and barbing it.”

Gold coins were laundered by being washed in acid, which
would remove some of the gold, which would be recovered
and sold later. Barbing gold coins meant shaving off some
of the edges of the coins. Both laundering and barbing —
barbering — gold coins were punishable by death or by
having one’s ears cut off.

Doll snatched Face’s sword and said, “You’ll bring your
head within a cockscomb, will you?”



Many professional Fools wore hats that looked like a
cockscomb — the comb, aka crest, of a rooster. Doll meant
that Face was behaving like a fool.

Doll knocked Subtle’s vial out of his hand and said, “And
you, sir, with your menstrue — gather it up.”

A menstrue is a strong solvent.

Doll said, “Damn, you abominable pair of stinkards, leave
off your barking and become one team again, or by the light
that shines, I’ll cut your throats. I’ll not be made a prey for
the Marshal, for never a snarling dog-bolt of you both.”

As a prostitute, Doll wanted to stay away from the Marshal,
who would punish prostitutes by whipping them.

A dog-bolt is a blunt arrow. Doll was saying that the two
men were doing a lot of barking but no biting.

Doll continued, “Have you two been swindling all this while,
and swindling all the world, and shall it now be said that
you’ve made the most ‘courteous’ decision to swindle
yourselves?”

She said to Face, “You will accuse him! You will bring him
into the court on account of the statute against sorcery! Who
shall believe your words? You are a whoreson, upstart,
apocryphal — fake — Captain, whom not a Puritan in
Blackfriers will trust so much as for a feather.”

Feathers were used for personal adornments. Surprisingly,
Puritan shopkeepers in the Blackfriers area sold feathers.

Doll said to Subtle, “And you, too, you will argue your case
for a bigger share of the profits — ha! You will insult Face
and me, and you will claim a primacy in the division of
profits! You want the biggest portion! You must be chief!
As if only you had the powder to project with!”



The powder was pulverized philosopher’s stone that was
sprinkled on the base metal that was to be transformed into
silver or gold. This was part of the alchemical procedure
called projection. Doll meant, 4s if only you were pulling
this con!

She continued, “As if the work were not begun out of
equality! As if the venture and the risk were not tripartite?
As if all things were not in common! As if we three were not
equal partners and no one has priority!”

She paused and then said to both men, “By God’s death! You
perpetual curs, make up and become a team together. Cozen
kindly, and heartily, and lovingly, as you should, and don’t
lose the beginning of a term.”

“To cozen” means “to cheat” and “to deceive” and “to con.”
Doll wanted the two men to cheat other men; she also wanted
them to be on as good terms as if they were closely related
cousins.

The beginning of the term was the beginning of one of the
periods of the years when the law courts were in session.
During those periods, London was filled with people and
with opportunities for swindlers.

Doll continued, “If you don’t make up and become friends,
I shall grow factious, too, and take my own part, and quit
you. I will form a faction of one, leave you two, and strike
out on my own.”

Face said, “It is his fault; he always moans, and he makes a
fuss about the pains he is suffering and is taking, and he says
that the heavy lifting of all our cons lies upon him.”

Subtle said, “Why, so it does.”
Doll replied, “How does it? Don’t Face and I do our parts?”

Subtle said, “Yes, but they are not equal to mine.”



Doll said, “Why, if your part exceeds our parts today, [ hope
that ours may, tomorrow, match it.”

Subtle said, “Yes, they may.”

Doll said, “May, murmuring mastiff! Yes, and they do.
Death on me!”

By “Death on me!” Doll may have meant that she would be
happy to be responsible for Subtle’s death and even to be
hung for causing that death.

She grabbed Subtle by the throat and said to Face, “Help me
throttle him.”

Subtle cried, “Dorothy! Mistress Dorothy! By God’s
precious blood, I’'ll do anything. What do you want?”

Doll said, “I’m doing this because of your fermentation and
cibation —”

These were two of the stages of creating the philosopher’s
stone. Cibation is the process of adding new materials while
heating the mixture that was supposed to result in the
philosopher’s stone, something necessary because of
evaporation.

Doll was saying that Subtle’s brain had been fermenting with
ideas to add more of the profits of the group cons to his pile
of profits than were due to him.

Subtle said, “I’m not guilty of that, I swear by Heaven —”
Doll interrupted, “— and by your Sol and Luna.”

Sol, aka Sun, is an alchemical term for gold, and Luna, aka
Moon, is an alchemical term for silver.

Subtle was silent.

Doll said to Face, “Help me strangle him.”



Subtle said, “If I were guilty of that, I wish that I would be
hanged! I’ll behave. I’ll conform myself to your wishes.”

“Will you, sir?” Doll said. “Do so then, and quickly. Swear.”
Subtle asked, “What should I swear?”

Doll replied, “To leave your faction of one, sir, and labor
kindly in the common work. Become a member of a team of
three equal partners again.”

Subtle said, “Let me not breathe if I meant anything besides
that. I used those speeches only as a spur to him.”

Doll said to Face, “I hope we need no spurs, sir. Do we?”

Face said, “By God’s eyelid, we’ll have a competition today
to see who shall shark — swindle — best.”

“Agreed,” Subtle said.

Doll said, “Yes, and work together in a close and friendly
fashion.”

Subtle said, “By God’s light, the knot among us shall grow
all the stronger as a result of this quarrel, as far as I'm
concerned.”

Subtle and Face shook hands.

Doll said, “Why, so it ought to be, my good baboons! Shall
we go make a group of sober, scurvy, puritanical neighbors,
who scarcely have smiled twice since James I became King,
a feast of laughter? They will be happy to laugh at our
follies.”

King James I had made some decisions that made Puritans
unhappy. In 1603 at the Hampton Court Conference, he had
rejected Puritan requests for ecclesiastical reforms.
However, Puritans wanted people to know the Bible without
intermediaries, and King James had commissioned the



translation of the Bible that became known as the King
James Version. The translation began in 1604 and was
completed in 1611.

Doll continued, “These rascals would run themselves out of
breath in order to come and to see me ride in a cart, or to see
you two thrust your heads into a hole and have your ears
cropped as rent for the time you spend in the pillory.”

Whores such as Doll could be shamed by being stripped to
the waist and whipped as they walked behind a cart. Or
whores could be made to ride in a cart to the place of
punishment where they would be publicly whipped.

The alchemist Edward Kelley (1555-1597), an assistant of
the astrologer Dr. John Dee, was punished for coining, aka
forging, by being put in a pillory and having his ears cut off.
Afterwards, he always wore a cap that hid his mutilation.

Doll continued, “Shall we be a feast of laughter for such
people? No. Let’s agree that we shall not.

“My noble Sovereign and my worthy General, let’s agree
that we hope Don Provost may provide a feast of laughter
while wearing his old velvet jacket and stained scarves for a
very long time before we contribute a new crewel garter to
his most worsted worship the hangman.”

“Don” is an undeserved title for a Provost like “Sovereign”
and “General” are when applied to Subtle and Face.
Criminals convicted of serious crimes would ride in a cart to
the place where they would be hung.

Doll was saying that it would be much better to be publicly
whipped and provide laughter to onlookers than it would be
to be hanged. Of course, she and the others were hoping to
avoid being whipped.



The man who hanged criminals was entitled to the clothing
of the people he hanged. The word “crewel” meant
“worsted,” which is a kind of fabric. Doll also was punning
on the word “cruel” when she said “crewel garter” — a cruel
“garter” is a hangman’s rope and noose.

“Worsted” also meant “defeated” or “baffled.” Doll and her
associates were hoping to continue to defeat the hangman by
continuing to be not hanged by him.

The two men appreciated the jokes.

Subtle said, “Royal Doll! Spoken like Claridiana, and
yourself.”

Claridiana is a character in the romance Mirror of Princely
Deeds and Knighthood (1578). She was a daughter of
Penthesilea, Queen of the Amazons, and she inherited
Penthesilea’s armor. As a female Knight, she encroached
upon social roles usually performed only by men.

By forcibly making Subtle agree to play his part in the cons
without demanding a greater share of the profits, Doll
Common had encroached upon a social role usually
performed only by men.

Face said, “For which at supper, you shall sit in triumph, and
not be styled Doll Common, but Doll Proper, Doll Singular.
Whoever draws the longest straw, this night, shall win you
as his Doll Particular.”

Face was saying that he and Subtle would draw straws to see
who would sleep with Doll Common that night.

A bell rang.

“Who’s that?” Subtle said. “Someone is ringing. Go to the
window, Doll, and see who it is.”

Doll went to the window.



Subtle said, “Pray to Heaven, Face, that your master does not
trouble us for this quarter. We don’t want him to show up
unexpectedly.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Face said. “As long as
someone dies each week from the plague, he won’t even
think about returning to London. Besides, he’s busy at his
hop yards now; I have received a letter from him. If he does
decide to return, he’ll send me orders to air out the house in
advance, and you shall have sufficient time to leave it. Even
if we have to break up within a fortnight, it doesn’t matter.
We’ll have plenty of time.”

A fortnight is two weeks. “Fortnight” is short for “fourteen
nights.”

Subtle asked, “Who is it, Doll?”
Doll Common replied, “A fine young quodling.”
A quodling is an unripe apple. A raw youth was at the door.

Face said, “Oh, he’s a lawyer’s clerk. I lighted on him last
night, in Holborn, at the Dagger Inn. He wants to have — [
told you about him — a familiar spirit to help him gamble
on horse races and pick the horse that wins. He also wants
the familiar spirit to help him win at cups and ball.”

Familiar spirits often take the form of an animal or fly; they
assist witches or other people.

Cups and ball is a scam in which the con man has three cups
and one ball, and the sucker has to guess under which cup
the ball is. Actually, the ball is secreted in the con man’s
hand and so the sucker will lose except for the times, which
are infrequent, when the con man wants the sucker to win.
(It’s not good business to have the suckers a/ways lose.)

Doll Common said, “Oh, let him in.”



“Wait,” Subtle said. “Who shall con him?”

Face said, “Get your alchemist’s robes on. I will pretend that
I am just leaving and meet him at the door.”

Doll Common asked, “And what shall I do?”
“Not be seen,” Face said. “Leave!”
Doll Common exited.

Face said to Subtle, “Seem to be very reserved. Seem
reluctant to take his money.”

“Agreed,” Subtle said.
He exited to put on his robes.

Face said loudly so that the young man outside would hear,
“God be with you, sir. Please let him know that I was here.
His name is Dapper. I would gladly have stayed, but —”

—1.2—

Dapper — the young man outside — said, “Captain, I am
here.”

Face said loudly so that the young man outside would hear,
“Who’s that? He’s come, I think, Doctor.”

He opened the door and allowed Dapper to enter the room.

Face, still dressed in his Captain’s uniform, said, “Truly, sir,
I was going away. I was just leaving.”

Dapper said, “Truly, I am very sorry to hear that, Captain
Face.”

Face said, “But I thought that for sure I should meet you.”

Dapper said, “Yes, I am very glad. I had a scurvy legal
document or two to make, and I had lent my watch last night



to one who dines today with the Sheriff, and so I was robbed
of my pass-time.”

In this society, watches were rare and expensive. If the
person Dapper had lent his watch to was dining in the
Sheriff’s jail, Dapper was literally robbed. But if the person
really was dining with the Sheriff, Dapper was “robbed” of
his watch for only a short time. Possibly, however, Dapper
owned no watch but wanted to appear as if he did.

A watch is a “pass-time” because it shows time passing.

Subtle entered the room, wearing a learned man’s velvet cap
and gown.

Dapper asked, “Is this the cunning-man?”

A cunning-man is a man who is knowledgeable in such
things as astrology and alchemy and other occult matters.

“This is his worship,” Face replied.
“Is he a Doctor?”
‘CYeS'9’

“And have you broached with him the matter I wish to talk
to him about, Captain Face?”

That matter was a request for a familiar spirit to help him
win at gambling. Such requests occurred in this society. In
the 1570s, Adam Squire sold gambling flies — spirits
supposedly sometimes took the form of flies. This nearly got
him expelled as Master of Balliol College, Oxford.

‘CYeS'9’
“And how did he respond?”

“He is making a lot of objections to the matter, sir, so I don’t
know what to say.”



“Say it isn’t so, Captain Face.”
“I wish that I were fairly rid of this business, believe me.”

“Now you make me grieve, sir. Why should you wish that?
I dare to assure you that I’ll not be ungrateful.”

“I cannot think you will be ungrateful, sir,” Face said. “But
the law is a thing that demands consideration — and then he
points out that Read’s matter has been in the news recently.”

“Read!” Dapper said scornfully. “He was an ass, and he
dealt, sir, with a fool.”

In November 1607, Simon Read, a Doctor, had invoked
three spirits to help him recover money that had been stolen
from one of his clients. Presumably, the client — Toby
Matthews — was the “ass” to whom Dapper was referring.
In February 1608, Simon Read was pardoned.

“He was a clerk, sir,” Face said.
Dapper, who was a clerk, said, “A clerk!”

Face said, “Listen to me, sir, you know the law better, I think

2

“I should, sir, and the danger, too,” Dapper said. “You know,
I showed the statute to you.”

“So you did,” Face said.
“And will I tell then!” Dapper said.

He meant that since he knew the consequences of breaking
the law against occult practices that he would not inform on
Subtle and Face because he, himself, would also be guilty of
breaking that law.

Dapper continued, “By this hand of flesh, I swear that [ wish
it might never write good court-hand any more if I reveal



what the cunning-man does for me. What do you think of
me? Do you think that I am a chiaus?”

“What’s that?” Face asked.
“The Turk who was here,” Dapper replied.

In 1607, a Turk arrived in London and falsely said that he
was the ambassador of the Turkish Sultan. While in England,
he was lavishly entertained and all his expenses were paid.
As a result, chiaus — related to the Turkish word for
“messenger” — became an English synonym for “cheat.”

Dapper continued, “As one would say, do you think that I
am a Turk?”

“I’ll tell the Doctor,” Face said.

He would tell Subtle that Dapper was no Turk — for one
thing, Dapper wasn’t intelligent enough to be very
successful as a con man.

“Do, good sweet Captain Face.”

Face said to Subtle, “Come, noble Doctor, I request that you
will let us prevail and help us. This is the gentleman, and he
is no chiaus.”

“Captain Face, | have already told you my answer,” Subtle
said.

He then said to Dapper, “I would do much, sir, for your
friendship — but this I neither may, nor can, do.”

“Tut, do not say so,” Face said. “You deal now with a noble
fellow, Doctor. He is a man who will thank you richly, and
he is no chiaus. Let that, sir, persuade you to help him.”

Subtle said, “Please, stop —”

Face said, “He has four angels here.”



Angels are gold coins depicting the archangel Michael
combating a dragon.

“You do me wrong, good sir,” Subtle said, declining to take
the money.

“Doctor, how do I do you wrong?” Face said. “By tempting
you with these spirits?”

“You tempt my art and love, sir, to my peril,” Subtle said.
“Before Heaven, I scarcely can think you are my friend, not
when you would draw me to manifest danger by tempting
me to disobey the law.”

Raising spirits was a crime with severe penalties.

“I draw you!” Face said. “May a horse draw you, and to a
halter. You, and your familiar spirits together —”

He was pretending to be angry and to wish that Subtle would
be drawn by a horse and cart to the gallows.

Dapper said, “No, good Captain Face.”

Face said to Subtle, “You are unable to distinguish between
men — men who blab, and men who can keep a secret.”

“Use good words, sir,” Subtle said. “Don’t say angry
words.”

“Good deeds, sir, Doctor Dogs’ Meat,” Face said, still
pretending to be angry. “By God’s light, I bring you no
cheating Clim o’ the Cloughs, or Claribells, who look as big
as five-and-fifty and flush, and who spit out secrets like hot
custard —”

Clim o’ the Clough was an outlaw in a ballad, and Claribell
was a Knight who constantly loved excessively in Edmund
Spenser’s Faerie Queen. “Claribell” may be related to Latin
clarus bellum — “famous [in] war.” Or Edmund Spenser
may have used the name to suggest that Claribell is so fond



of the ladies that he has a lady’s name. However, Face may
have meant that Claribell was a deceiver because he bore a
deceiving name. He was a male Knight with a lady’s name.

Five-and-fifty and flush is an unbeatable hand in the card
game primero.

Mark Twain once put a spoonful of soup in his mouth, but it
was so hot that he spit it out, shocking his fellow diners. But
he was unperturbed and said, “Some darn fools would have
swallowed that!”

“Captain Face!” Dagger said.

Face continued, “I did not bring him any melancholic under-
scribe who would tell the vicar-general about our secret
doings; instead, I brought him a special gentleman who is the
heir to forty marks a year, who consorts with the small poets
of the time, who is the sole hope of his old grandmother, who
knows the law, and who can write for you six fair hands, who
is a fine clerk and has his bookkeeping perfect, who will take
his oath on the Greek Xenophon, if need be, in his pocket,
and who can court his girl out of his reading of Ovid.”

Consorting with small poets is the best society that Dapper
can muster.

Dapper does have skills: He can write six kinds of
handwriting: court-hand, secretary (both English and
French), Italic, Roman, and chancery.

If Dapper needs to, he can take his oath on the Greek
Xenophon he keeps in his pocket. Xenophon was an ancient
Greek historian. People of the time swore on Greek Bibles,
and at times Dapper might try to fool an uneducated person
by swearing on a Greek Xenophon in order to avoid making
a religious oath. Similarly and for the same reason,
according to malicious gossip, Irish men of the time would



kiss their thumbnail rather than the Bible when swearing
oaths they did not want to keep.

Ovid wrote a manual of love poetry, or seduction poetry: Ars
Amatoria — The Art of Love. This is the first line: “Siquis in
hoc artem populo non novit amandi, / Hoc legat et lecto
carmine doctus amet.” J. Lewis May translated it in 1930:
“If there be anyone among you who is ignorant of the art of
loving, let him read this poem and, having read it and
acquired the knowledge it contains, let him address himself
to Love.”

Dapper said, “No, dear Captain Face —”
“Did you not tell me so?” Face asked.
“Yes, but I want you to treat the Master Doctor with some

more respect.”

"’

“Hang him, the proud stag, with his broad velvet head!” Face

said.

He was punning on “velvet,” which referred both to the
Doctor’s velvet cap and to the velvet of a stag’s antlers.

Face said to Dapper, “But for your sake, I’d choke before I
would exchange an article of breath with such a puck-fist.”

“Puck-fist” is the puftball fungus; it does not have an open
cap like many mushrooms, and its spores are produced inside
the closed cap. Face was referring to Subtle’s fist, which was
empty of everything except air because he refused to accept
Dapper’s money.

Face said to Dapper, “Come on, let’s go.”
He pretended to be leaving.

Subtle said, “Please let me speak with you.”



Dapper called after Face, “His worship is calling you,
Captain Face.”

Face complained, “I am sorry that I ever embarked in such a
business.”

Dapper said, “Good sir, he did call you.”
Face asked, “Will he take then?”

“Take” referred to “take on this business” and “take your
money.”

Subtle said, “First, hear me —”

“Not a syllable, unless you take,” Face interrupted.
“Please, sir,” Subtle said.

Face said, “Upon no terms, but an assumpsit.”

An assumpsit is a verbal legal agreement. In practice, it is
made binding by the payment of money.

“Your preference must be law,” Subtle said.
He took the four angels from Dapper.

Face said to Subtle, “Why now, sir, talk. Now I dare hear
you with my honor. Speak. This gentleman — Dapper —
may speak, t0o.”

“Why, sir —” Subtle said.
He began to whisper to Face, who said, “No whispering.”
This was sure to make Dapper listen carefully.

Subtle said, “Before Heaven, you do not apprehend the loss
you do to yourself in this matter.”

“Loss?” Face said. “What loss?”



“By the Virgin Mary, I say that you do yourself loss by
demanding that I help this man who, when he has a familiar
spirit to help him gamble, will ruin you all. He’ll win all the
money in the town.”

“What!” Face said.

“Yes, and he will blow up — bankrupt — gamester after
gamester, just as people blow up firecrackers in a puppet-
play. If I give him a familiar spirit, you may as well just give
him all the money you are gambling for and with; never bet
against him for he will win it all.”

“You are mistaken, Doctor,” Face said. “Why, he is asking
for a small familiar spirit to help him win only at cups and
horses. We aren’t talking about one of your great familiar
spirits.”

Dapper said, “Actually, Captain Face, | want a familiar spirit
to help me win at all games.”

“I told you so,” Subtle said to Face.

Face said to Dapper, “By God, that is a new business! |
understood that you would be a tame bird and fly twice in a
term, or so, on Friday nights, after you had left the office, for
a nag worth forty or fifty shillings. I thought that we were
talking about small stuff.”

“Yes, it is true that we did talk about small stuff, sir,” Dapper
said, “but I think now that I shall quit my job and leave the
law, and make my living as a gambler, and therefore —”

“Why, this changes everything,” Face said. “Do you think
that I dare persuade him to give you a great familiar spirit?”

Great familiar spirits are powerful demons.



“If you please, sir,” Dapper said, “do it. All’s one to him, I
see. Great familiar spirit? Small familiar spirit? All’s one to
him, I’'m sure.”

“What!” Face said. “By my conscience I cannot persuade
him for that money, nor should you make the request, I
think.”

“No, I won’t, sir,” Dapper said. “I mean to pay more money
for a great familiar spirit.”

“Why, then, sir, I’ll try,” Face said.

Face whispered to Subtle, “Let’s say that the familiar spirit
were for all games, Doctor. What then?”

Face and Subtle whispered, but they made sure to whisper
loud enough for Dapper to overhear them.

Subtle whispered, “I say then that not a mouth shall eat at
any inn except on credit because of him winning all the
money. He has the mouth of a gambler, believe me.”

“Indeed!” Face whispered.

“He’ll win all the treasure of the realm, if it is staked against
him.”

“Do you know this because of your occult knowledge?”

“Yes, sir,” Subtle whispered, “and I know it from my use of
reason, too, which is the foundation of knowledge. He is the
type of man the Queen of Fairy loves.”

“What!” Face said. “Is he?”

“Shh!” Subtle said. “He’ll overhear you. Sir, should she but
see him —”

“What would happen?”

“Don’t you tell him!”



“Will he win at cards, too?”” Face asked.

“You’d swear that the spirits of the dead Dutch alchemist
John Holland and the living Dutch alchemist John Isaac
Holland were in him because he would have such a vigorous
luck that it cannot be resisted. Indeed, he’ll win all the
expensive clothing of six of your gallants and leave each of
them only a cloak to conceal their nakedness.”

Face said, “This is a strange and rare success that some man
shall be born to!”

“He overhears you, man —” Subtle said.
Dapper said, “Sir, I’ll not be ingrateful.”

He meant that he would not be an ingrate and he would not
be ungrateful.

Face said, “By my faith, I swear that [ have confidence in his
good nature. You heard him — he says he will not be
ingrateful.”

“Why, do as you please,” Subtle said to Face. “T will go
along with whatever you decide.”

“Truly, I think you should do it, Doctor. You should give
him a great and powerful familiar spirit. Think that he is
trustworthy, and make him.”

Dapper thought that Face was saying, Make him (Dapper)
rich, but Face was actually saying, Make him (Dapper) a
mark — dupe him.

Face continued, “He may make us both happy and rich in an
hour. He may win some five thousand pounds, and send us
two of it.”

“Believe it, and I will, sir,” Dapper said.



He was promising to send them two thousand — or just two
— pounds.

“And you shall, sir,” Face said to Dapper. “Did you overhear
everything we said?”

“No, what was it you said?” Dapper lied. “I overheard
nothing, not I, sir.”

“Nothing!” Face said.

“I overheard a little, sir.”

“Well, a rare star reigned at your birth,” Face said.
“At mine, sir!” Dapper said. “No.”

“The Doctor swears that you are —”

“No, Captain Face, you’ll tell all now,” Subtle said.
Face continued, “— related to the Queen of Fairy.”

“To whom? Am [?” Dapper said. “Believe it, there’s no way
that —”

“Yes,” Face said, “and the Doctor says that you were born
with a caul on your head.”

A caul is the amniotic membrane that encloses a fetus. In this
society, being born with the caul or part of the caul on top of
the baby’s head was regarded as a sign of good luck for the
baby.

“Who says so?”” Dapper asked.

“Come on,” Face said. “You know well enough that this is
true, although you are pretending not to know it.”

“I’fac, I do not,” Dapper said. “You are mistaken.”



“I’fac” was a weak version of “in faith.” It was a very weak
oath, so weak in fact that Dapper would soon say that it is
not a real oath.

“What!” Face said. “Swear by your ‘i’fac,” and in a thing so
well known to the Doctor? How shall we, sir, trust you in the
other matter — the matter of the great familiar spirit? Can
we ever think that when you have won five or six thousand
pounds, you’ll send us shares in it, if you won’t tell the truth
about this?”

“By Jove, sir, I’'ll win ten thousand pounds, and send you
half,” Dapper said. “‘I’fac’ is not a real oath.”

Subtle said, “He was only jesting when he said that.”

“Hmm,” Face said. Then he said to Dapper, “Go thank the
Doctor. He’s your friend; he must be if he interprets in this
way what you said.”

“I thank his worship,” Dapper said.
“So!” Face said. “Pay another angel.”
“Must [?” Dapper asked.

“Must you!” Face said. “By God’s light, what else are
thanks! Will you be petty?”

He then said, “Doctor?”

Subtle held out his hand, and Dapper gave him the money.
Face asked Subtle, “When must he come for his familiar?”
“Shall I not take it with me when I leave?” Dapper asked.

“Oh, good sir!” Subtle said. “A world of ceremonies must be
performed first. You must be bathed and fumigated first.
Besides, the Queen of Fairy does not rise until noon.”



“Definitely not before noon, if she danced last night,” Face
said.

“And she must bless the familiar spirit,” Subtle said.
“Have you ever seen her royal grace?” Face asked Dapper.
“Whom?” Dapper asked.

“Your aunt of Fairy,” Face replied.

An aunt is an older female relative; in the slang of the time,
an aunt is also a bawd or a prostitute.

Subtle said, “Not since she kissed him in the cradle, Captain
Face. I can answer your question.”

Face said to Dapper, “Well, see her grace, whatever it costs
you, because of a thing that I know. Seeing her will be
somewhat hard to do, but nevertheless see her. You are a
made man, believe it, if you can see her. Her grace is an
unmarried woman, and very rich; and if she takes a fancy to
you, she will do exceptional things.”

The exceptional things could be done for — or to — Dapper.
Face, however, wanted Dapper to think that the Queen of
Fairy would remember him in her fairy will.

Face continued, “See her, in any case. By God’s eyelid, she
may happen to leave you all she has — it is the Doctor’s
fear.”

Subtle “feared” that the Queen of Fairy would make Dapper
so lucky that he would win and own everything and then
inherit even more from the Queen of Fairy.

Of course, fairies, if they existed, were supposed to be very
long-lived, so the Queen of Fairy, if she existed, would be
likely to long out-live Dapper, but greed often short-circuits
anything resembling logical thinking.



“How will it be done, then?”” Dapper asked.

“Leave it to me,” Face said. “Don’t you worry about it. Just
say to me, ‘Captain Face, I’ll see her grace.’”

Dapper said, “Captain Face, I’ll see her grace.”

“Good enough,” Face said.

Knocking sounded at the door.

Subtle shouted at the door, “Who’s there? I’'m coming.”
He said to Face, “Take Dapper out by the back way.”

He then said to Dapper, “Sir, before one o’clock prepare
yourself. Until then you must fast. Put three drops of vinegar
up your nose, two in your mouth, and one in each ear. Then
bathe your fingers’ ends and wash your eyes, to sharpen your
five senses, and cry ‘hum’ thrice and ‘buzz’ thrice, and then
come here.”

He went to answer the door.
Face asked Dapper, “Can you remember what he said?”
“Yes, I promise you,” Dapper said.

“Well, then, go,” Face said. “All that is left is for you to
bestow some twenty nobles among her grace’s servants.”

Twenty nobles was a considerable amount of money.

Face continued, “And put on a clean shirt. You do not know
what grace her grace the Queen of Fairy may do for you if
you wear clean linen.”

Fairies love cleanliness.

Face and Dapper exited.



— 13—

Subtle opened the door and said to the man waiting there,
“Come in!”

To the women waiting outside to consult him, he said, “Good
wives, | ask that you wait. Truly, I can do nothing for you
until the afternoon.”

He shut the door, and said to the man, “What is your name?
Are you Abel Drugger?”

Face gathered information about the suckers and gave the
information to Subtle.

“Yes, sir.”
“Are you a seller of tobacco?”
“Yes, sir.”

“Umph,” Subtle said. “Are you a Freeman of the Grocers’
Company?”

The Grocers’ Company was a guild that regulated trade in
tobacco.

“Yes, if it pleases you, sir,” Abel Drugger said. He was a
Freeman of the guild — a junior member who was said to
have the freedom of the company.

“Well,” Subtle said, “what is your business with me, Abel?”

“This, if it pleases your worship,” Drugger said. “I am a
young beginner, and I am building a business, a new shop, if
it pleases your worship, just at a corner of a street.”

He showed Subtle a diagram and said, “Here is the building
layout.”

He continued, “I would like to learn from your magical art,
sir, from your worship, where I should put my door, from



your magical necromancy, and where I should put my
shelves, and which shelves should be for boxes, and which
should be for pots. I would be glad to thrive, sir, and I was
recommended to your worship by a gentleman, one Captain
Face, who says you know astrology and men’s planets, and
men’s good angels, and their bad.”

Today, we might say that Subtle claimed to have a
knowledge of feng shui, which <oxforddictionaries.com>
defines as “(in Chinese thought) a system of laws considered
to govern spatial arrangement and orientation in relation to
the flow of energy (gi), and whose favorable or unfavorable
effects are taken into account when siting and designing
buildings.”

Subtle said, “I do know men’s good and bad angels, if I see
them —”

Face returned and said, “What! My honest Abel! You are
well met here.”

“Truly, sir, I was speaking, just as your worship came here,
about your worship. I ask you to speak for me and give me a
good recommendation to Master Doctor.”

Face said to Subtle, “He shall do anything. — Doctor, do you
hear me? — This is my friend, Abel. He is an honest fellow.
He lets me have good tobacco, and he does not adulterate it
with sack-lees or oil, nor washes it in muscadel and grains,
nor buries it in gravel, underground.”

Tobacco was imported, and this society had not yet
discovered how to cure — preserve — it, and so the tobacco
often arrived either dried out or moldy. Dried-out tobacco
could be moistened with sack-lees (wine dregs) or oil or
muscadel wine or grains of cardamom spice. It could also be
buried it in gravel, underground, so that ground water could
moisten it.



Face continued, “He keeps his tobacco in fine ornamental
lily pots, that, opened, smell like the perfume made from
roses, or like the sweet-smelling flowers of French — broad
— beans.”

Dapper’s tobacco store was a place where people could
smoke, as well as buy tobacco, and so he had the necessary
equipment for doing that.

Face continued, “He has his maple block, his silver tongs,
Winchester pipes, and fire of juniper.”

Tobacco was shredded on a maple block, silver tongs were
used to hold a burning juniper-wood coal that would light
the fine pipes that came from Winchester. Juniper wood was
used because it burned slowly.

Face continued, “Drugger is a neat, spruce, honest fellow,
and he is no goldsmith.”

Goldsmiths engaged in banking and were usurers. Face was
saying that Drugger did not overcharge for his tobacco.

By the way, saying that Drugger was no goldsmith was an
in-joke. Robert Armin, who first played the role on stage,
was a goldsmith’s apprentice before he became an actor.

Subtle said, “He is a fortunate fellow, that I am sure of.”

Face said, “Sir, have you found his future already? Listen,
Abel!”

Subtle said, “And he is headed in the right way toward riches

2

“Sir!” Face said.

Subtle said, “This summer he will be wearing the livery of
the Grocers’ Company; he will be a Liveryman, a higher
rank than his current rank of Freeman.”



A Liveryman is a full member of the guild or company, and
he wears special clothing to indicate that.

Subtle continued, “And next spring he will be called to wear
the scarlet clothing of a Sheriff. My advice to him is this:
Spend what he can.”

“Spend” can refer to spending money or time or effort. An
old-fashioned definition of “spend” is to leap or spring.
Subtle’s advice seems to be for Drugger to be ambitious and
to expend what money and time and effort he can to leap to
higher positions — positions that will lead him to his
fortune. He will have to spend money and time and effort to
be successful. Of course, Subtle wanted Drugger to spend
much money — all he can — in tips to Subtle.

Face said, “What, and he has so little beard! He is so young!”

Subtle said, “Sir, you must be aware that he may have a
recipe to make hair grow on his face, but he’ll be wise,
preserve his youth, and be fine for it. He’ll also pay a fine to
get out of being Sheriff. His fortune looks for him another
way.”

People who were chosen to be Sheriff could get out of filling
the position by paying a fine.

“Doctor, how can you know his future so quickly? I am
astonished by that!”

Subtle replied, “By a rule, Captain Face, in metoposcopy —
the art of reading character by looking at the forehead —
which I do work by.

“Drugger has a certain star on the forehead, which you don’t
see. A chestnut or olive-colored face, which Drugger has,
never fails, and his long ears show he has promise.”



Star on the forehead, chestnut or olive-colored face, long
ears — this sounds like a description of an ass. Some
donkeys have marks resembling a star on their forehead.

Subtle continued, “I knew his future, by certain spots, too, in
his teeth, and on the nail of his mercurial finger.”

“Which finger is that?” Face asked.

“His little finger,” Subtle said. “Look.”

He asked Drugger, “You were born on a Wednesday?”
“Yes, indeed, sir.”

“The thumb, in chiromancy, aka palm reading, we give to
Venus,” Subtle said. “The forefinger, to Jove; the middle
finger, to Saturn; the ring finger, to Sol; the little finger, to
Mercury, who was the lord, sir, of his horoscope, his house
of life being Libra. This foreshowed that Drugger should be
a merchant, and should trade with balance.”

In astrology, the first house is the house of life. The sign of
the zodiac ascending the horizon when one is born governs
the first house. Whatever planet rules the sign of the zodiac
is the lord of the horoscope. Drugger was a Libra, whose
symbol is a pair of scales. According to Subtle, this showed
that Drugger would be a businessman, since merchants
weigh some things that are for sale.

Subtle said that the planet Mercury is the lord of Drugger’s
horoscope; actually, the planet Venus is the lord of
Drugger’s horoscope. Subtle had made the change because
Mercury is the Roman god of business. (Fittingly in this
case, Mercury is also the Roman god of thieves.)

“Why, this is exceptional!” Face said. “Isn’t it, honest Nab?”

“Nab” is a nickname for Abel.



Subtle said, “There is a ship now, coming from Hormus, an
island in the Persian Gulf, that shall yield him such a
commodity of drugs!”

He looked at the layout of Drugger’s shop. Pointing, Subtle
asked him, “This is the west, and this the south?”

“Yes, sir,” Drugger replied.
“And those are your two sides?”
“Yes, sir.”

“Make your door, then, in the south; make your broad side,
west. On the east side of your shop, aloft, write the names of
these spirits: Mathlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat. Upon the
north side, write the names of these spirits: Rael, Velel, and
Thiel. They are the names of those Mercurial spirits that will
frighten away flies and keep them from getting into your
boxes of tobacco.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And beneath your threshold, bury a magnet to draw in
gallants who wear metal spurs. The rest of your customers
will be seen to follow them.”

“Keep that a secret, Nab!” Face said. “This is your special
way of gaining customers.”

Subtle said, “And, on your stall — the display-table in front
of your shop — have a mechanical puppet that can be made
to move by wires or levers. Also, have some makeup that is
worn by the ladies at the royal court. That will draw in the
city ladies; they will want to imitate the court ladies. You
shall deal much with minerals.”

Drugger said, “Sir, [ have at home, already —”

Subtle interrupted, “Yes, I know you have arsenic, vitriol
(aka sulphuric acid), sal-tartar (aka carbonite of potash),



argol (aka tartar), alkali (aka caustic soda), and cinnabar (aka
red mercuric sulphide). I know all.”

He said to Face, “This fellow, Captain, will come, in time,
to be a great distiller, and he will attempt to make — I will
not say he will definitely succeed, but he has a fair chance of
succeeding — the philosopher’s stone.”

“Why, what you do you think about that, Abel?” Face said.
Face then asked Subtle, “Is this true?”
Subtle nodded yes.

Drugger asked, “Good Captain Face, what must I give to the
cunning-man?”

“No, I’'ll not advise you,” Face said. “You have heard what
wealth — he advises you to spend what you can — you are
likely to come to.”

Drugger said, “I would give him a crown.”

Face said, “Only a crown! And toward such a fortune? My
friend, you should rather give him your shop than just a
crown. Haven’t you any gold on you?”

“Yes, I have a portague, a Portuguese gold coin, that I have
kept this half year,” Drugger said.

“Out with it, Nab. That’s a proper gratuity. You shall keep it
no longer — I’ll give it to him for you.”

He took the coin from Drugger and said, “Doctor, Nab asks
your worship to take this and buy drinks with it, and he
swears that he will demonstrate more gratitude as your skill
raises him in the world.”

“I would entreat another favor of his worship,” Drugger said.

“What is it, Nab?” Face asked.



“Only to look over, sir, my almanac, and cross out my
unlucky days, so that I may neither bargain nor give credit
on those days.”

“That he shall, Nab,” Face said. “Leave your almanac; it
shall be done by this afternoon.”

Subtle said, “And I will write instructions for how to
organize and stock his shelves.”

“Now, Nab,” Face said. “Are you well pleased, Nab?”
“Sir, I thank both your worships,” Drugger said.

“You may leave now,” Face said.

Drugger exited.

Face said to Subtle, “Why, now, you smoky persecutor of
nature!”

As an alchemist, Subtle made a lot of fires. Alchemists are
persecutors of nature because they torture base metals with
fire and chemicals in their attempts to turn the base metals
into silver and gold.

Face continued, “Now do you see that something’s to be
done, beside your beech-coal, and your corrosive waters,
your crosslets, crucibles, and cucurbites!”

All of these things were used in alchemy. Charcoal made of
beech wood was very good charcoal. Corrosive waters are
acids. Crosslets and crucibles are melting pots. Cucurbites
are retorts, which are containers with a long downward-
curving neck and a bulb at the end.

Face continued, “You must have stuff brought home to you,
to work on.”

Here the “stuff” was suckers, whom it was Face’s job to find
and bring to Subtle.



Face continued, “And yet you think that I am at no expense
in searching out these veins, then following them, and then
trying them out. Before God, I swear that my intelligence —
the information I find out about suckers — costs me more
money than my share of our profits often comes to in these
rare works.”

Subtle said, “You are pleasant, sir.”
This meant, ['m sure you are exaggerating.
— 14—
Doll Common entered the room.
Subtle asked, “What is it? What says my dainty Dollkin?”

Doll said, “The fishwife outside will not go away. And also
waiting is your giantess, the bawd of Lambeth.”

Many criminals and prostitutes lived in Lambeth, which is
south of the Thames River.

Subtle said, “Sweetheart, I cannot speak with them.”

Doll said, “Not before night, I have told them in a voice,
through the speaking-tube, like one of your familiars.”

One of the tricks they engaged in was to use a speaking-tube
to communicate with spirits and familiars. To the suckers, it
seemed as if a disembodied voice were speaking.

Doll continued, “But I have spied Sir Epicure Mammon —”
“Where?” Subtle asked.

“Coming along, at the far end of the lane,” Doll said. “His
feet were moving slowly, but his tongue was wagging
quickly as he talked with a companion.”

Subtle ordered, “Face, go and change your clothes. Get out
of the Captain’s uniform.”



Face exited.
Subtle said, “Doll, you must immediately get ready, too.”
“Why, what’s the matter?” Doll asked.

“Oh, I looked for Sir Epicure Mammon to show up here at
dawn,” Subtle said. “I marvel that he could sleep. This is the
day I am to perfect for him the magisterium, our great work,
the philosopher’s stone, and yield it, once it is made, into his
hands. About this stone he has, all this month, talked as if he
were possessed.”

“Possessed” meant both “in possession of something” and
“possessed by spirits, aka insane.”

Subtle continued, “He keeps thinking about what he will do
with it once he has it. In his imagination he’s dealing pieces
of the philosopher’s stone away.”

Some people believed that powdered philosopher’s stone
could be mixed into a drink that would cure diseases and
make old people young. This was known as the elixir of life.
Some people even thought that drinking it made one
immortal.

Of course, the philosopher’s stone doesn’t exist, and so ideas
about it varied. Some people thought that the philosopher’s
stone and the elixir of life were two separate things and that
powdered philosopher’s stone was not part of the elixir of
life.

Subtle continued, “I think I see him entering inns and
dispensing the cure for venereal diseases, and entering
houses infected with the plague and handing out his cure,
walking Moorfields to find the lepers there, and offering
citizens’ wives pomander bracelets.”

Pomander bracelets are bracelets with balls containing
aromatic substances, or bracelets made of aromatic paste,



and they were thought to ward off the plague. The pomander
bracelets would contain some of the elixir — Sir Epicure
Mammon believed that smelling it would offer immunity to
the plague.

Subtle continued, “He will search the charity houses for the
indigent and the diseased in order to make bawds young
again, and he will search the highways for beggars to make
rich.

“I see no end of his labors. He will make Nature ashamed of
her long sleep when Art, who’s only a stepmother, shall do
more than Nature, in her best love to Humankind, ever
could.”

Art includes alchemy. If alchemy can produce the
philosopher’s stone and the elixir of life, then Art can cure
Humankind of diseases that come from Nature.

Stepmothers had the reputation of being less kind to children
than mothers are.

Subtle continued, “If his dream lasts, he’ll turn the age to
gold. This will be a Golden Age.”

Sir Epicure Mammon had done a lot of talking to Subtle
about what he would do with the philosopher’s stone. That
talk was all about philanthropy.

We shall see if all his desires are philanthropic.



ACT 2 (The Alchemist)
—2.1—

Sir Epicure Mammon and Pertinax Surly were talking
together in a room in Lovewit’s house.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Come on, sir. Now, you set your
foot on shore in Novo Orbe, the rich New World. This room
is the rich Peru. And there within, sir, are the golden mines,
Great Solomon’s Ophir! He was sailing to it, three years, but
we have reached it in ten months.”

To Sir Epicure Mammon, Lovewit’s house was the New
World, source of riches. He believed that he would soon
have the philosopher’s stone and he would be very rich. He
believed, along with many others, that Solomon, son of King
David, got his vast wealth from possession of the
philosopher’s stone. The gold was made in Ophir, and every
three years a fleet of ships brought gold to him.

1 Kings 10:22 states, “For the king had at sea a navy of
Tharshish with the navy of Hiram: once in three years came
the navy of Tharshish, bringing gold, and silver, ivory, and
apes, and peacocks” (King James Bible).

Apparently, for ten months, Sir Epicure Mammon had been
giving money to Subtle the alchemist to create a
philosopher’s stone for him.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “This is the day, wherein,
to all my friends, I will pronounce these happy words: BE
RICH; THIS DAY YOU SHALL BE SPECTATISSIMI.”

The Latin word “SPECTATISSIMI” means “regarded as very
special, very much looked up to.”

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, as if he were speaking to
all his friends, “You shall no more deal with the hollow die,
or the frail card.”



A hollow die is a loaded die; “die” is the singular of dice.
The die would be hollowed out and then filled with lead so
that a certain number would be more likely to come up. A
frail card is a card that is easily broken. Here it is a playing
card that can be easily marked. Sir Epicure Mammon was
saying that his friends would no longer have to cheat at
gambling in order to make money.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “You shall no more be in
charge of keeping the livery-punk for the young heir, who
must sign and seal a contract, at all hours, in his shirt. No
more, if he denies having signed and sealed the contract, will
you have to have him beaten until he admits having signed
and sealed the contract — just as the young heir shall be sure
to beat the person who brings him the commodity.”

This was another unethical way to make money. A livery-
punk is a prostitute kept under contract. The prostitute would
find a young heir to sleep with, the couple would be
interrupted in their lovemaking, and the young heir would be
induced to sign a contract before he could go back to his
lovemaking. The contract could be a form of blackmail so
that his indiscretion would not be revealed. The contract
would be for a loan, but only part of the loan was given to
the young heir in cash money. The rest was given to the
young heir in much-overvalued commodities. For example,
the contract might be for a loan of one hundred pounds:
thirty pounds in money and seventy pounds in a commodity
such as lute-strings, but the lute-springs would be worth
much less than seventy pounds. Such a scam was highly
profitable.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “No more shall the thirst
for satin or the covetous hunger for a velvet lining for a rude-
spun cloak, which would be displayed at Madam Augusta’s
brothel, either make the sons of sword and hazard fall before
the golden calf, and on their knees, whole nights, commit



idolatry with wine and trumpets, or go a-feasting after drum
and ensign.”

In other words, no more shall greed for fancy clothing and
visits to brothels make gambling soldiers (“the sons of sword
and hazard”) worship the golden calf, aka commit the
idolatry of worshipping money. They won’t be tempted to
drink and carouse and gamble — perhaps by playing craps
while kneeling — in gambling places all night, and they
won’t have to get their feasts by following the drum and
battle flag. Instead, they will already have the money for
prostitutes and feasts.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “There shall be no more of
this. You shall beget young viceroys, and have your punks,
and punketees, my Surly.”

A viceroy rules a province on behalf of a King. Punks are
prostitutes, and punketees are young prostitutes.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “And unto you I speak it
first, BE RICH.”

He then said, “Where is my Subtle, there! Within, ho!”

Face, from inside the door, said, “Sir, he’ll come to you
soon.”

Recognizing Face’s voice, Sir Epicure Mammon said, “That
is Subtle’s fire-drake, his Lungs, his Zephyrus, his servant
who puffs his coals until he firk nature up, in her own
center.”

A fire-drake is literally a fiery dragon, which was thought to
be able to live in fire; metaphorically, it is the alchemist’s
assistant who uses bellows to make fires burn. “Lungs” is a
nickname for an alchemist’s assistant. Zephyrus is the west
wind. To “firk™ is to stir up.



Sir Epicure Mammon said to Surly, “You have no belief in
alchemy, sir. But tonight, I’ll change all that is metal in my
house to gold, and early in the morning, I will send people
to all the plumbers and the pewterers and buy up their tin and
lead, and I will send people to Lothbury to buy up all the
copper there.”

Surly said, “What, and turn that into gold, too?”

“Yes, and I’ll purchase the tin and copper mines in
Devonshire and Cornwall and make them perfect Indies! I
will make them gold mines!”

The Indies were thought to be rich in gold.
Sir Epicure Mammon asked Surly, “Do you marvel now?”
“No, truly I do not.”

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “But when you see the
effects of the great medicine, aka philosopher’s stone, of
which one part projected on a hundred parts of Mercury (aka
quicksilver), or Venus (aka copper), or the Moon (aka
silver), shall turn them to as many of the Sun (aka gold). Nay,
to a thousand, and so on ad infinitum (aka to infinity), then
you will believe me.”

A small amount of the philosopher’s stone was believed to
change much base metal into gold.

Surly said, “Yes, when I see it, I will believe it. But if my
eyes con me into seeing that without me giving them a good
reason to do so — such as drinking way too much — I will
be sure to have a whore piss on them the following day and
put them out.”

Urine is usually acidic and can irritate the eyes. By the way,
piss is one kind of golden shower.



Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Do you think I am telling fables
to you? I assure you that a man who has once the flower of
the Sun, the perfect ruby, which we call elixir — all of these
are synonyms for the philosopher’s stone — not only can do
that, but by the stone’s virtue and strength, can confer honor,
love, respect, and long life and can give safety, valor, yes,
and victory, to whomever he will. In just twenty-eight days,
I’ll make an old man of eighty a child again.”

“No doubt; he’s that already,” Surly said. “A man of that age
is in his second childhood.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “No, I don’t mean senility. I
mean that I will restore his years and renew him, like an
eagle, to the fifth age.”

This is part of Psalms 103:5: “thy youth is renewed like the
eagle’s” (King James Version).

Some people believed that eagles renewed their youth by
flying high up into the fiery region, plunging into the ocean,
and then molting their feathers.

The fifth age is mature manhood.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “Drinking the elixir of life
will make the once-old man beget sons and daughters —
young giants — as our philosophers the ancient patriarchs
have done before the great flood.”

Many of the patriarchs were long-lived, according to the
Bible. This is Genesis 5:1-8 (King James Bible)

1 This is the book of the generations of Adam. In the day that
God created man, in the likeness of God made he him;

2 Male and female created he them; and blessed them, and
called their name Adam, in the day when they were created.



3 And Adam lived an hundred and thirty years, and begat a
son in his own likeness, and after his image; and called his
name Seth:

4 And the days of Adam after he had begotten Seth were
eight hundred years: and he begat sons and daughters:

5 And all the days that Adam lived were nine hundred and
thirty years: and he died.

6 And Seth lived an hundred and five years, and begat Enos:

7 And Seth lived after he begat Enos eight hundred and
seven years, and begat sons and daughters:

8 And all the days of Seth were nine hundred and twelve
vears: and he died.

According to the alchemists, Adam and the other patriarchs
had possession of the philosopher’s stone.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “Just by taking, once a
week, on a knife’s point, the quantity of a grain of mustard
of the philosopher’s stone, they became as magnificent as
Mars, god of war, and like Mars, they begot young Cupids.”

Cupid was the result of an adulterous affair between Mars
and Venus.

Surly said, “The decayed vestals of Pict Hatch would thank
you. They keep the fire alive, there.”

Pict Hatch was a neighborhood of thieves and prostitutes. In
classical antiquity, vestal virgins would tend the fire of a
temple. The “decayed vestals of Pict Hatch” are shagged-out
prostitutes who tend the fire of syphilis and keep it alive.
Syphilis causes a burning sensation during urination.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “The elixir of life is the
secret of nature naturized against all infections. It cures all
diseases that come from all causes. It can cure a month’s



suffering in a day, a year’s suffering in twelve days, and an
even longer suffering, no matter how much longer, in a
month. It surpasses all the medicinal doses of your drugging
doctors. Once I have possession of the philosopher’s stone,
I’1l undertake, moreover, to frighten the plague out of the
Kingdom of England in three months.”

Surly said, “And I’ll be bound that the players shall sing your
praises, then, without their poets.”

The players are theatrical actors. Whenever deaths from the
plague exceeded forty per week, the theaters were forced to
shut down. The actors would praise Sir Epicure Mammon
for making it possible for them to keep the theaters open, and
they would do it ex fempore without the need for playwrights
to write the words for them.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Sir, I’ll do it. In the meantime,
I’1l give so much preservative to my servant that it shall serve
the whole city. Each week, each house shall receive a dose,
and at the rate —”

Surly interrupted, “As he who built the waterworks does
with water!”

In 1582, Peter Moris built a pump-house to deliver, for a fee,
water from the Thames River to private houses, and in 1594,
Bevis Bulmer built a second pump-house for the same
purpose. In 1610, a new aqueduct was under construction.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “You are incredulous. You don’t
believe me.”

Surly said, “Indeed, my character is such that I would not
willingly be gulled, aka cheated. Your stone cannot
transmute me. It cannot change my character.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Pertinax Surly, will you believe
antiquity? Will you believe records? I’ll show you a book



where Moses and his sister and Solomon have written of the
alchemical art. Yes, and I will show you a treatise penned by
Adam.”

“Pertinax” means “stubborn.”

Some people believed that Adam, the first man, was also the
first alchemist. Some people mistakenly conflated Miriam,
the sister of the Biblical Moses, with Mary the Jewess, an
alchemist who lived in the third century C.E. Some people
thought that the Song of Solomon was a coded alchemical
text.

“What!” Surly said.

“Adam wrote a treatise on the philosopher’s stone, and in
High Dutch.”

Today, we call High Dutch High German.
Surly asked, “Did Adam write, sir, in High Dutch?”
“He did, which proves it was the primitive tongue.”

In 1569, Johannes Goropius Becanus wrote Origines
Antwerpianae. In it, he stated that Adam and Eve spoke High
Dutch in the Garden of Eden.

Surly asked, “What paper did Adam write on?”
“He wrote on cedar board.”

Surly asked, “Oh, that, indeed, they say, will last against
worms.”

Cedar is a long-lasting wood that is resistant to rotting.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “It is like your Irish wood is
against cobwebs.”

Saint Patrick was said to have blessed Irish wood by giving
it protection against spiders.



Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I have a piece of Jason’s fleece,
too, which was no other than a book of alchemy, written on
a large sheepskin, a good fat ram-vellum.”

Jason and the Argonauts sailed to acquire the Golden Fleece,
which alchemists believed to have a book of alchemy written
on the skin side.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Such was Pythagoras’ thigh and
Pandora’s tub, or box.”

Some people thought that Pythagoras, best known today for
his Pythagorean theorem (the square of the hypotenuse —
which is the side opposite the right angle — is equal to the
sum of the squares of the other two sides), had a thigh made
of gold.

Some people thought that Pandora’s box, in which were the
evils that afflict Humankind, was either made of gold or
contained the secret of creating the philosopher’s stone.

The alchemists believed that much ancient history contained
references to alchemy. For example, Sir Epicure Mammon
will now tell Surly that Jason’s quest for the golden fleece is
an allegory for an alchemist’s quest for the philosopher’s
stone.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Such was all that fable of
Medea’s charms; it explained the manner of our work.”

Jason and the Argonauts sailed to Colchis, which was on the
shore of the Black Sea. There, the young witch Medea fell in
love with Jason and helped him acquire the golden fleece.
Jason first used fire-breathing oxen to plow a field, and then
he sowed it with dragon’s teeth. Armed warriors grew from
the dragon’s teeth. Medea had told Jason to throw a stone
into the midst of the warriors. Not knowing where the stone
had come from, the warriors fought and killed each other.
Jason then went to the tree on which hung the golden fleece.



A dragon guarded the golden fleece, but Medea gave Jason
a potion that put the dragon to sleep.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “In the allegorical fable the
fire-breathing bulls represent the alchemical furnace, which
continually breathes fire.

“The dragon represents the alchemical argent vive, which is
quicksilver and which is symbolized by a dragon in
alchemical texts.”

Argent vive is Latin for “living silver.”

He continued, “The dragon’s teeth represent mercury
sublimate, aka chloride of mercury, that keeps the whiteness,
hardness, and the biting.

“And the dragon’s teeth are gathered into Jason’s helm, aka
helmet, which represents the alchemical piece of equipment
known as the alembic (the upper part of the distilling
apparatus), and then sowed in Mars’ field (another piece of
alchemical equipment: an iron vessel; Mars was the god of
iron) and thence sublimed (refined) so often until they’re
fixed (solid and stabilized).

“The story of Jason’s quest for the golden fleece, the
Hesperian garden, Cadmus’ story, Jove’s shower, the boon
of Midas, Argus’ eyes, Giovanni Boccacio’s Demogorgon,
and thousands more stories are all abstract allegories about
the philosopher’s stone.”

The Hesperides, who are nymphs of the evening, had a
garden in which golden apples, guarded by a dragon, grew.
One of Hercules’ famous labors was to get possession of
these golden apples.

Cadmus sowed a field with dragon’s teeth. Armed warriors
grew from the teeth, and then Cadmus fought them until only



five were left alive. Cadmus and those five warriors founded
the city of Thebes.

King Midas of Phrygia asked for and received a gift from the
god Bacchus: Anything he touched would turn to gold.

Jove appeared before the mortal Danaé in a shower of gold
in order to have sex with her.

Argus was a giant with one hundred eyes.

The Italian writer Giovanni Boccacio wrote in his De
Genealogia Deorum (On the Geneology of the Gods) that
Demogorgon was the origin of all things.

—2.2—

Face, wearing the clothing of an alchemist’s assistant,
entered the room. His face was bearded and sooty.

“What is it?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked. “Do we succeed?
Has our day come? How is it going?”

Face said, “The evening will set red upon you, sir. You have
color for it: crimson. The red ferment has done its work.
Three hours from now you will see projection — the final
part of the process. You will see the philosopher’s stone.”

People believed that the philosopher’s stone was red.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Pertinax, my Surly, again I say
to you, out loud, BE RICH. This day, you shall have ingots
of precious metal, and, tomorrow, you shall insult proud
lords by looking them directly in the face rather than being
obsequious to them.”

He said to Face, “Is it, my Zephyrus, right? Does the bolt’s-
head flask blush red?”



Zephyrus is the west wind; Sir Epicure Mammon used the
word as a new nickname for Face, aka Lungs, who used
bellows to keep the fire at the right temperature.

Face replied, “It blushes like a wench, sir, whose pregnancy
was just now revealed to her master.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Excellent, witty Lungs!”

He added, “My only care is where to get enough base metal
now to project on and turn to gold. This town will not half
serve me.”

“It won’t, sir?” Face said. “Then buy the covering off of
churches. Their roofs are made of lead.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “That’s true.”

“Yes,” Face said. “Let the churches stand bare-headed, as do
their congregations, or cap them — give them a new roof —
with wooden shingles.”

“No, good thatch,” Sir Epicure Mammon said. “Thatch will
lie light upon the rafters, Lungs.”

With all his wealth, he wanted to re-roof the church with
inexpensive thatch — a fire hazard. In 1613, the Globe
Theater burned down after its thatch roof caught on fire.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Lungs, I will free you from the
furnace, I will restore your complexion to you, Puff — your
complexion that you lost in the embers — and I will repair
this brain of yours that has been hurt by the fumes of the
metals.”

Alchemists’ assistants tended to have wan complexions.

Face said, “I have blown the bellows, sir, hard for your
worship. I have thrown to the side many a coal when it was
not beech wood, which is needed to create a steady



temperature. I have exactly weighed those I put in, in order
to keep the heat of the fire always even.

“These bleared eyes of mine have waked to read the several
colors, sir, of the creation of the philosopher’s stone.

“These bleared eyes of mine have seen the pale citron:
yellow.

“These bleared eyes of mine have seen the green lion: green.
“These bleared eyes of mine have seen the crow: black.

“These bleared eyes of mine have seen the peacock’s tail:
multi-colored.

“These bleared eyes of mine have seen the plumed swan:
white.”

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “And, finally, you have
descried the flower, the sanguis agni: red?”

“Sanguis agni” is Latin for “blood of the lamb.” Red is the
color seen in the last stage of creating the philosopher’s
stone.

“Yes, sir,” Face said.
“Where’s your master?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

“He’s at his prayers, sir,” Face replied. “Good man that he
is, he’s doing his devotions for the success of this project.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Lungs, I will set an end to all
your current labors. You shall be the master of my seraglio
— my harem.”

“Good, sir,” Face said.

“But do you hear? I'll geld you, Lungs,” Sir Epicure
Mammon said.



In order to prevent Face, aka Lungs, from having sex with
any of the women in Sir Epicure Mammon’s harem, Sir
Epicure Mammon would castrate him.

He added, “For I intend to have a list of wives and
concubines equal with those of Solomon, who had the
philosopher’s stone as will .”

1 Kings 11:1-3 states this:

1 But king Solomon loved many strange women, together
with the daughter of Pharaoh, women of the Moabites,
Ammonites, Edomites, Zidonians, and Hittites:

2 Of the nations concerning which the Lord said unto the
children of Israel, Ye shall not go in to them, neither shall
they come in unto you: for surely they will turn away your
heart after their gods: Solomon clave unto these in love.

3 And he had seven hundred wives, Princesses, and three
hundred concubines: and his wives turned away his heart.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “And with the use of the
elixir of life, I will make my back as tough as the back of
Hercules, in order to sleep with fifty women a night.”

According to mythology, Hercules had sex with and
impregnated the fifty daughters of King Thespius in a single
night. (Some sources say only forty-nine of the fifty
daughters.)

Sir Epicure Mammon then asked, “You are sure you saw the
color of blood?”

“Both blood and spirit, sir,” Face said. “I saw both the
correct color and the correct quality.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I will have all my beds blown
up with air, not stuffed. Down is too hard. And I will then



have my room filled with such pictures as Tiberius took from
Elephantis, and dull Aretine only coldly imitated.”

The Roman Emperor Tiberius had paintings illustrating
passages from Elephantis’ pornographic books, and Aretine
wrote erotic poems imitating such passages and pictures. Sir
Epicure Mammon believed that Aretine’s erotic poetry was
dull; it could not compete with his own erotic daydreams.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “Then I will have my
mirrors cut in more subtle angles to disperse and multiply
the figures, as I walk naked between my succubae.”

Succubae are demons who take the form of women and have
sex with men. The word is also used for sluts and prostitutes,
but Sir Epicure Mammon may very well have wanted to have
sex with female demons.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “I’ll have built a
mechanism that will spray perfume into the air of the room
so that we can lose ourselves in it, and my baths will be big
like pits to fall into. From these my succubae and I will come
forth and roll ourselves dry in gossamer and roses.”

He asked Face, “Is it arrived at ruby-red?”

Without waiting for a reply, he continued, “Where I spy a
wealthy citizen, or a rich lawyer who has a sublime, pure
wife, to that fellow I’ll send a thousand pounds for him to be
my cuckold.”

Face, who was interested in money, asked, “And shall I carry
it to him?”

Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “No. I’ll have no bawds
except fathers and mothers. They will do it best, better than
all others.”

He wanted fathers and mothers to be bawds and sell their
daughters to satisfy his lust.



Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “And my flatterers shall be
the purest and gravest of divines that I can get for money.
My mere Fools shall be eloquent Members of Parliament,
and then my poets will be the same who wrote so subtly of
the fart — I will employ them to write about that subject.”

In 1607, Sir Henry Ludlow, Member of Parliament, loudly
and famously farted during a session of the House of
Commons: It was his commentary on a message from the
House of Lords.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “There are a few men who
would give out themselves to be studs at court and in town
and everywhere. These men tell lies about ladies who are
known to be very innocent of any sexual contact with these
braggarts. These men I will hire and I will make them
eunuchs. And they shall fan me with ten ostrich tails apiece
— tails gathered in a plume to create wind when waved.”

Using another nickname for Face, he continued, “We will be
brave, Puff, once we have the medicine, the Philosopher’s
Stone.

“My food shall all come in, in Indian shells, dishes of agate
set in gold, and studded with emeralds, sapphires, the
precious stones known as hyacinths, and rubies.

“I will eat the tongues of carps, dormice, and camels’ heels,
boiled in a distillate of gold, and dissolved pearl — Apicius’
diet, against the epilepsy.”

Apicius was a Roman glutton who spent his fortune on food
and then committed suicide. As protection against the plague
(not epilepsy, as Sir Epicure Mammon had stated), he ate
such foods as camels’ heels.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “And I will eat these broths
with spoons of amber that are decorated with diamond and
carbuncle.



“My footboy shall eat pheasants, calvered salmons, knots,
godwits, and lamprey eels.”

Calvered salmons are salmon that have been sliced up while
still alive. Sir Epicure Mammon was willing for this to
happen if it would make a good dish for his footboy to eat.

Knots and godwits are species of birds.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “I myself will eat the
beards of barbels served, instead of salads.”

The “beards of barbels” are fleshy filiaments of a species of
fish. They hang from the fish’s mouth and look like beards.

He continued, “I will eat oiled mushrooms, and I will eat the
swelling unctuous paps of a fat pregnant sow, newly cut off
and dressed with an exquisite and poignant sauce.”

According to the Roman historian Pliny, a sow’s paps tasted
best when cooked after the sow had given birth but before it
had suckled its piglets. Sir Epicure Mammon was willing for
this to happen if it would make a good dish for him to eat.

He continued, “For which, I’ll say to my cook, ‘There’s gold
for you; go forth, and be a Knight.””

In the reign of King James I, people could purchase
Knighthoods.

Face said, “Sir, I’ll go look a little, and see how the
alchemical process is going and how the color heightens.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Do.”
Face exited.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “My shirts I’ll have made of the
fine silk cloth known as taffeta-sarsnet, which is as soft and
light as cobwebs, and as for all my other raiment, it shall be



such as might provoke the Persian, if he were to teach the
world about riotous and dissipated behavior again.”

The Persian is Sardanapalus, a King of Ninevah who was
renowned for luxurious living.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “My gloves will be made
of fishes’ and birds’ skins, perfumed with gums of paradise,
and eastern air —”

“Gums of paradise” are perfumes from the Middle East,
where people believed the Garden of Eden was located.

Surly asked, “And do you think to have the philosopher’s
stone with all this?”

Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “No, but I do think to have all
this with the philosopher’s stone.”

Surly said, “Why, I have heard, the man who gets the
philosopher’s stone must be homo frugi — a frugal man, an
honest and temperate man, a pious and holy and religious
man, a man free from mortal sin, and a man who is a
complete virgin.”

Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “The man who makes the
philosopher’s stone must be such a man, sir, but I am buying,
not making, it. My investment brings it to me. Subtle the
alchemist is an honest wretch; he is a notable, superstitious-
in-the-sense-of-believing-religion, good soul. He has worn
his knees bare and his slippers bald by praying and fasting
for the philosopher’s stone, and, sir, let him do it alone, for
me, always.”

Seeing Subtle entering the room, Sir Epicure Mammon said,
“Here he comes. Don’t say a profane word in front of him;
it is poison.”



—23—

This was the day the philosopher’s stone was supposed to be
completed. Of course, it would not be completed because no
such thing as a philosopher’s stone exists or ever will exist.
Therefore, Subtle and Face and Doll Common needed to
prepare Sir Epicure Mammon for the inevitable failure that
would become apparent later. They already knew the excuse
they would use, but they had to prepare Sir Epicure
Mammon to accept that excuse.

Subtle and Face also needed to keep Sir Epicure Mammon
believing in alchemy. They did that by using many
alchemical terms as they talked about “creating” the
philosopher’s stone. Basically, this was to appear
knowledgeable about alchemy and to baffle Sir Epicure
Mammon with bullshit.

Much alchemy was about uniting materials, materials often
referred to as male and female. In fact, one piece of
alchemical equipment — the bolt’s-head flask — was often
decorated with illustrations of copulating couples. The
alchemist, however, was supposed to be pure and neither
greedy nor immorally horny. Purity was important in the
production of the philosopher’s stone.

Sir Epicure Mammon said to Subtle the alchemist, “Good
morning, father.”

He was addressing Subtle as if he were a priest — a religious
father.

Picking up on that, Subtle said, “Gentle son, good morning,
and good morning to your friend there. Who is this man who
is with you?”

“He is a heretic, whom I brought along with me in hopes, sir,
to convert him,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.



Subtle said, “Son, I fear that you are covetous because thus
you meet your time in the just point — you are punctual, or
actually, more than punctual. This is the day the
philosopher’s stone will be completed, but you have some
hours before its completion. You anticipate the success that
will occur late in the day by appearing here in the morning.
This is evidence that makes me fear that you have a
burdensome, unrelenting, and carnal appetite.

“Be careful so that you do not cause the blessing of the
philosopher’s stone to leave you on account of your
ungoverned haste.”

Earlier, Pertinax Surly had stated that the person who got the
philosopher’s stone was supposed to be a man of
temperance. Such things as greed and lust could cause failure
in the attempt to make a philosopher’s stone. Greed could
appear in haste to complete the making of the philosopher’s
stone.

Subtle continued, “I would be sorry to see my labors, which
are now at the point of perfection, got by staying awake and
watching long hours during the night and by much patience,
not prosper where my love and zeal has placed them.

“My labors in all aims — I call on Heaven along with
yourself, to whom I have poured my thoughts, to witness that
what I say is true — have looked no way but to the public
good, to pious uses, and to dear charity, which men these
days regard as an abnormality.

“Regarding my labors in creating the philosopher’s stone, I
say that if you, my son, should now prevaricate and wander
from the straight and narrow path of virtue, and to your own
particular and personal lusts employ so great and catholic,
aka universal, a bliss, be sure that a curse will follow, yes,
and overtake and strike a blow against your subtle and most
secret ways.”



“I know that, sir,” Sir Epicure Mammon said. “You shall not
need to fear me. [ have come so early only to have you prove
this gentleman wrong in his opinion that alchemy is
worthless.”

Surly said, “I am, indeed, sir, somewhat constipative when
it comes to producing belief in your philosopher’s stone. I
am a man who does not want to be gulled.”

Given his choice of words, Surly regarded belief in the
philosopher’s stone as shit.

Subtle said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “Well, son, all that I
can convince your friend in is this: THE WORK IS DONE.
Bright sol is in his robe — the essence of gold is ready to do
its work, just as a judge is who has put on his robe. We have
a medicine of the triple soul, the glorified spirit. Thanks be
to Heaven, and may Heaven make us worthy of it!”

By “triple soul,” Subtle may have meant the three spirits
(vital, a spirit produced in the heart; natural, a spirit produced
in the liver; and animal, a spirit produced in the brain) that
linked soul to body.

Subtle called for Face, “Ulen Spiegel!”

Till Eulenspiegel is a German trickster figure. By calling
Face Ulen Spiegel, Subtle was subtly acknowledging Face
as a con man.

Face entered the room and said, “At once, sir!”

Now Subtle and Face began to pile on the alchemical jargon
to baffle their visitors with bullshit.

Subtle ordered, “Look well to the register, and let your heat
still lessen by degrees, to the aludels.”

Face said, “Yes, sir.”



Subtle and Face began to make it appear that they were
running simultaneous operations by using letters to refer to
different apparati.

“Did you look at the bolt’s-head yet?”

“On which apparatus? On D, sir?”

Subtle replied, “Yes. What’s the complexion?”
Face said, “Whitish.”

“Infuse vinegar, to draw the volatile substance and the
tincture, and let the water in glass E be filtered, and put into
the gripe’s egg. Lute it well, and leave it closed in balneo.”

“I will, sir.”

Surly said to himself, “What a brave, splendid language is
being used here! It’s next to canting.”

“Canting” is using jargon used by thieves; “cant” is thieves’
jargon. Surly meant that the alchemical terms were at least
close to being thieves’ terms.

Subtle said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “I have another work
going on, son, that you have never seen. Three days since
past the philosopher’s wheel, in the lent heat of Athanor this
work has become the Sulphur of Nature.”

The Sulphur of Nature is purified sulphur.
“Is it for me?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

“What do you need it for?” Subtle asked. “You have enough
in that philosopher’s stone, which is perfect.”

“Oh, but —

Subtle said, “Why, this is covetousness!”



Sir Epicure Mammon said, “No, I assure you that I shall
employ it all in pious uses. I will found colleges and
grammar schools. I will marry young virgins. I will build
hospitals, and now and then a church.”

He probably meant for Subtle to think that he — Sir Epicure
Mammon — would get young virgins married by providing
dowries for them, but readers can be forgiven if they thought
that Sir Epicure Mammon would “marry” young virgins for
one night and discard them the following morning.

Face returned.
“What is it?” Subtle asked.

Face said, “Sir, if it pleases you, shall I not change the
filter?”

“By the Virgin Mary, yes. And bring me the complexion of
glass B.”

Face exited.
“Have you another?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

He was asking if they were making a second philosopher’s
stone.

Subtle replied, “Yes, son. If I were sure that your piety is
firm, we would not lack the means to glorify it, but I hope
the best. I mean to tinct C in a bath of sand to diffuse the heat
tomorrow, and give it imbibition.”

Sir Epicure Mammon, who had been around Subtle the
alchemist long enough to recognize some of the alchemical
terms, asked, “Of white o0il?”

“No, sir, of red,” Subtle said. “F is come over the helm, too,
I thank my maker, in Saint Mary’s bath, and shows lac
virginis. Blessed be Heaven!”



“Lac virginis is Latin for “milk of the virgin.” Alchemists
used it to refer to mercury.

Subtle continued, “I sent you of his sediment there calcined.
Out of that calx, I have won the salt of mercury.”

“By pouring on your rectified water?” Sir Epicure Mammon
asked.

“Yes,” Subtle replied, “and reverberating in Athanor.”
Face returned.

“What’s the news?”” Subtle asked. “What color is it?”
“The ground is black, sir,” Face said.

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “That’s your crow’s head?”
Surly said to himself, “Your cockscomb, is it not?”

Some professional Fools wore a hat resembling a
cockscomb.

Subtle said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “No, it is not perfect. |
wish it were the crow! That work lacks something.”

Surly said to himself, “Oh, I looked for this.”

He knew that Subtle and Face were con men and would not
be able to produce the philosopher’s stone. He figured that
they would say that something had gone wrong in their
attempt to make the philosopher’s stone.

Surly said to himself, “The hay’s a pitching.”

A rabbit’s burrow has two holes, two ways to enter and exit.
Trappers would pitch (throw) a hay (net) over one of burrow
holes and send a ferret down the other hole. To escape the
ferret, the rabbit would come out of the hole and be caught
in the net. Surly believed that Subtle and Face were
preparing a trap for Sir Epicure Mammon.



Subtle asked Face, “Are you sure you loosed them in their
own menstrue!”

Face replied, “Yes, sir, and then married them, and put them
in a bolt’s-head nipped to digestion, according as you bade
me, when I set the liquor of Mars to circulation in the same
heat.”

Bolt’s-head flasks can be connected to other pieces of
equipment. Marriage was an important concept in alchemy
and referred to union of pieces of equipment or to union of
materials in a flask.

Subtle said, “The process then was right.”

Face replied, “Yes, by the token, sir, the retort broke, and
what was saved was put into the pelican, and signed with
Hermes’ seal.”

The pelican is a distilling flask with a neck that curves down
and joins to itself. It is called a pelican because people
thought it resembled a pelican biting itself. People at this
time thought that pelicans bit themselves to draw blood to
feed their young.

Instead of saying “Hermes’ seal,” we now say “hermetically
sealed.”

Subtle said, “I think it was right. We should have a new
amalgama.”

Surly said to himself, “Oh, this ferret is as rank and stinky as
any polecat.”

Subtle added, “But I don’t care. Let it even die; we have
enough besides in embrion. H has its white shirt on?”

“In embrion” means “in the early stages.”

“Has its white shirt on” means “has turned white.”



“Yes, sir,” Face said. “It’s ripe for inceration; it stands warm
in its ash-fire. I wish that you wouldn’t let any die now, if I
might counsel you, sir, for luck’s sake to the rest. Letting
some die is not good.”

“He says the right thing,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

Surly said to himself, “Have you — Sir Epicure Mammon
— bolted from your burrow and been caught in the net?”

Face said, “I know it, sir. I have seen the ill fortune that
comes from letting some of it die. What we need is some
three ounces of fresh materials.”

“No more than that?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

“No more, sir,” Face said. “We need three more ounces of
gold to amalgame with some six ounces of mercury.”

“Go and get the materials,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.
“How much money do you need?”

“Ask him, sir,” Face said.
Sir Epicure Mammon asked Subtle, “How much?”

“Give him nine pounds,” Subtle said. “No, you better give
him ten.”

Surly said to himself, “Yes, give him twenty pounds, and
you’ll be cheated, if you do.”

“There it is,” Sir Epicure Mammon said, giving Face the
money.

“This is not necessary,” Subtle said, “except that you will
have it so, so that you can see the conclusions of all of it:
You don’t want to see any of it die.”

He paused and then added, “Two of our inferior works are at
fixation, but a third is in ascension.”



As Face knew, he was referring to Dapper and Drugger as
the inferior works; they were small fish — and suckers — in
comparison to Sir Epicure Mammon, who was the man they
were making the most money from.

Subtle then said to Face, “Go,” but he added, “Have you set
the oil of luna in kemia?”

“Yes, sir.”
“And the philosopher’s vinegar?”
“Yes,” Face said, and then he exited.

Hearing the references to oil and vinegar, Surly said to
himself, “We shall have a salad!”

He was punning. He knew something about alchemy, which
is why he knew it is a scam, and he knew that “salad” was a
real alchemical term referring to a mixture of certain
materials.

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “When do you make
projection?”

Subtle replied, “Son, don’t be hasty. I exalt our medicine, by
hanging him in balneo vaporoso, and giving him solution,
and then congeal him, and then dissolve him, and then again
congeal him.”

Balneo vaporoso is a steam bath in which Subtle would
suspend a glass flask.

Subtle continued, “For look, as often as I iterate the work, so
many times I add to the philosopher stone’s virtue and
strength.”

He was referring to multiplication, which is refining the
philosopher’s stone to increase its potency so that a little of
the philosopher’s stone will turn a vast quantity of base metal



into gold. Multiplication involved, in part, what alchemists
referred to “solution.”

Subtle continued, “As, if after one solution one ounce of the
philosopher’s stone will convert a hundred ounces of base
metal into gold or silver, after its second solution one ounce
of the philosopher’s stone will convert a thousand ounces of
base metal into gold or silver.

“After its third solution, one ounce of the philosopher’s stone
will convert ten thousand ounces of base metal into gold or
silver.

“After its fourth solution, one ounce of the philosopher’s
stone will convert a hundred thousand ounces of base metal
into gold or silver.

“After its fifth solution, one ounce of the philosopher’s stone
will convert a thousand thousand ounces of base metal into
gold or silver.

“This will be pure gold or silver, as will be shown by all
examinations; it will be as good as the gold or silver that
comes out of a natural mine.

“Bring your metal stuff here in preparation for this afternoon
so that it can be turned into precious metals. Bring here your
brass, your pewter, and your andirons.”

Andirons hold the burning logs in a fireplace.
Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “Not those of iron?”

“Yes, you may bring them, too,” Subtle said. “We’ll change
all kinds of base metals.”

Sir Epicure Mammon thought that Subtle would change all
kinds of base metals into gold or silver.

Surly said to himself, “I believe you when you say that.”



Surly believed that Subtle would change possession of all
kinds of base metals from Sir Epicure Mammon to Subtle.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Then may I send my spits?”
Subtle replied, “Yes, and your racks.”
Racks support the spits when they are used for roasting meat.

Surly asked, “And shall he bring dripping-pans, and pot-
hangers, and hooks?”

Subtle replied, “If he pleases —”
Surly interrupted, “— to be an ass.”
“What do you mean, sir?”” Subtle asked.

Sir Epicure Mammon said to Subtle, “You must bear with
this gentleman. I told you he had no faith.”

“And little hope, sir,” Surly said. “But much less charity, if
I should gull and deceive myself.”

1 Corinthians 13:13 states, “And now abideth faith, hope,
charity, these three; but the greatest of these is charity”
(King James Bible).

Subtle asked Surly, “Why, what have you observed, sir, in
our art of alchemy, that seems so impossible?”’

Surly replied, “Only your whole work of alchemy, no more.
That you should hatch gold in a furnace, sir, just like they
hatch eggs in a furnace in Egypt!”

According to the Roman historian Pliny, eggs were
incubated in Egypt.

Subtle asked Surly, “Sir, do you believe that eggs are
hatched s0?”

“What if I do?” Surly asked.



Subtle replied, “Why, I think that the greater miracle is a
chicken being produced from — hatching out of — an egg.
The lesser miracle is gold being produced from a base metal.
An egg is much more different from a chicken than lead is
from gold.”

“That cannot be,” Surly said. “The egg’s ordained by nature
to that end; the egg is a chicken in potentia.”

“In potentia” is Latin for “potentially.”

Subtle said, “We alchemists say the same thing about lead
and other metals: They would become gold, if they had
enough time.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “The art of alchemy is to speed
that process up; alchemists change lead into gold much more
quickly than it happens naturally.”

Subtle said, “That is true. It would be absurd to think that
nature bred perfect gold in the earth in an instant. Gold did
not come from nothing. Something existed before gold.
Remote matter must have existed.”

According to alchemy, remote matter is what came before
gold and everything else. Remote matter is the original
indeterminate matter and/or essence from which everything
else developed.

Surly asked, “What is that?”
Subtle began, “Indeed, we alchemists say —”

Sir Epicure Mammon interrupted, “— now it heats. Stand,
father, pound him to dust.”

Subtle continued, using much alchemical jargon, “It is, of
the one part, a humid exhalation, which we call materia
liquida, or the unctuous water.”

“Materia liquida” is Latin for “liquid matter.”



Subtle continued, “On the other part, a certain crass and
viscous portion of earth; both which, concorporate, do make
the elementary matter of gold, which is not yet propria
materia, but is common to all metals and all stones.”

“Concorporate” means “united in one body.”
“Propria material” is Latin for “a particular substance.”

Subtle continued, “For, where it is forsaken of that moisture,
and has more dryness, it becomes a stone.

“Where it retains more of the humid fatness, it turns to
sulphur, or to quicksilver, which are the parents of all other
metals.

“Nor can this remote matter suddenly progress so from
extreme to extreme as to grow gold immediately and leap
over all the intermediate steps.

“Nature first begets the imperfect, and then she proceeds to
the perfect.

“From that airy and oily water, mercury is engendered. From
the fat and earthy part, sulphur is engendered.

“The latter, sulphur, supplies the place of male, while
mercury supplies the place of female, in all metals. The male
is active and acts, while the female is passive and suffers.

“Some alchemists believe in hermaphrodeity — that both do
act and suffer.

“But these two make the rest ductile, malleable, extensive.

“And they are even in gold, for we alchemists find seeds of
them, by our fire, and gold in them. And we alchemists can
produce the species of each metal more perfect, by our fire,
than nature does in earth.”



Alchemists thought that it was possible to produce the
essence of each metal. This included the essence of gold,
which would produce more gold. The philosopher’s stone is
the essence of gold, and throwing powdered philosopher’s
stone on a base metal would turn the base metal to gold.

Subtle continued, “Besides, who does not see in daily
practice that art can beget bees, hornets, beetles, and wasps
out of the carcasses and dung of creatures.”

This society believed that carcasses and dung could produce
living insects. It was unaware that insects lay eggs on
carcasses and dung.

We would say that nature begets bees, hornets, beetles, and
wasps out of the carcasses and dung of creatures, but Subtle
claimed that art — human intervention — “can beget bees,
hornets, beetles, and wasps out of the carcasses and dung of
creatures.” In fact, some people believed that the carcasses
of cattle could be used to produce bees, while the carcasses
of horses and donkeys were good only to produce wasps and
hornets.

Subtle continued, “Yes, and scorpions can be produced from
the herb basil, being ritely and rightly placed.

“And these are living creatures, which are far more perfect
and excellent than metals.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Well said, father!”

He then said to Surly, “If he take you in hand, sir, with an
argument, he’ll bray — pound and crush — you to powder
in a mortar.”

Proverbs 27:22 states, “Though thou shouldest bray a fool in
a mortar among wheat with a pestle, yet will not his
foolishness depart from him” (King James Version).



Surly said, “Please, sir, wait a moment. Rather than I’ll be
brayed, sir, I’ll believe that alchemy is a pretty kind of game,
somewhat like tricks of the cards, to cheat a man with
magic.”

“Sir?” Subtle said.

Surly said, “What else are all your terms, whose meaning no
one of your writers agrees with another!”

Often, what an alchemist calls mercury is not what we call
mercury. We are likely to refer to the element mercury,
which is found in nature, but an alchemist may or may not
be referring to philosophic or philosophical mercury. Many
alchemical terms have more than one meaning or are used
differently by different alchemists. Many alchemists don’t
even agree on the steps needed to produce the philosopher’s
stone. After all, alchemy is false science.

Surly continued, “What else are your elixir, your lac virginis,
your philosopher’s stone, your great medicine, and your
chrysosperme?

“What else are your sal, your sulphur, and your mercury?

“What else are your oil of height, your tree of life, your
blood, your marchesite, your tutie, your magnesia, your toad,
your crow, your dragon, and your panther?

“What else are your Sun, your Moon, your firmament, your
adrop?

“What else are your lato, azoch, zernich, chibrit, heautarit?

“And then what else are your red man, and your white
woman, with all your broths, your menstrues, and materials
of piss and eggshells, women’s terms (menses), man’s
blood, hair of the head, burnt rags, chalk, merds (turds, aka
shit), and clay, powder of bones, scalings of iron, glass, and



worlds of other strange ingredients that would burst a man
to name?”

All these things Surly had named were used in the
production of the philosopher’s stone, which is the essence
of gold and is used to produce more gold. Therefore, we can
say that if alchemy were true, then gold is literally made of
such things as piss, menstrual discharge, and shit. (All of
these things are natural and the result of valuable and
necessary human biological functions, but they are not the
sorts of things we value for themselves.)

Of course, alchemy cannot produce a philosopher’s stone.
Instead, con men deal in the greed for gold. The con men are
greedy for the gold, aka wealth, of other people, and the
people the con men cheat are greedy for the gold that they
think possession of the philosopher’s stone will give them.
We may want to say that the greed for gold is like piss,
menstrual discharge, and shit.

1 Timothy 6:10 (the first of Saint Paul’s letters to Timothy)
states, “For the love of money is the root of all evil: which
while some coveted after, they have erred from the faith, and
pierced themselves through with many sorrows” (King
James Version).

Subtle replied, “All these names and terms were created with
one intention: Our alchemical writers used them to obscure
their art. They wrote about secret things, and they wrote in
such a secret way so that the uninitiated would not
understand the alchemical writings.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said to Subtle, “Sir, I told him that.
The alchemists wrote that way because the simple idiot
should not learn the art of alchemy and make it vulgar and
commonplace.”

Subtle asked Surly, “Wasn’t all the knowledge of the
Egyptians written in the mystic symbols of the hieroglyphs?



Don’t the scriptures often speak in parables? Aren’t the
choicest fables of the poets, fables that are the fountains and
first springs of wisdom, wrapped in perplexing allegories?”

Sir Epicure Mammon said to Subtle, “I made that argument
to him, and I explained to him that Sisyphus was damned to
roll the ceaseless stone only because he would have made
our stone — the philosopher’s stone — common.”

Sisyphus was condemned in the Land of the Dead to roll a
stone eternally up a hill, only to have the stone roll down
again before it reached the top. According to Sir Epicure
Mammon, this was Sisyphus’ punishment for attempting to
reveal the secret of how to make the philosopher’s stone.

Just as Sir Epicure Mammon said the word “common,” a
well-dressed Doll Common appeared at the door.

Seeing her, Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “Who is this?”

Pretending to be upset, Subtle cursed, “By God’s precious
blood!”

He then said to Doll Common, “What do you mean by
coming here? Go inside the other room, good lady —
please!”

She exited.

Still pretending to be upset, Subtle then shouted, “Where’s
that varlet?”

Face entered the room and said, “Sir.”

Subtle said, “You complete knave! Is this how you treat
me!”

“What do you mean, sir?” Face asked.

Pointing at the door where Doll had appeared, Subtle said,
“Go in that room and see, you traitor. Go!”



Face exited.
Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “Who is she, sir?”
“No one, sir; no one,” Subtle replied.

“What’s the matter, good sir?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.
“I have not seen you this upset. Who is she?”

Subtle attempted to resume the argument about alchemy:
“All arts have always had, sir, their adversaries, but ours are
the most ignorant —”

Face returned.
“What now?”” Subtle said.

“It was not my fault, sir,” Face said. “She wants to speak
with you.”

“She wants to, does she, sir!” Subtle said. “Follow me.”
He exited through the door through which Doll had exited.

Face started to follow him, but Sir Epicure Mammon said to
him, “Stay, Lungs.”

“I dare not stay, sir,” Face replied.

“Stay, man,” Sir Epicure Mammon repeated. “Who is she?”
“She is a lord’s sister, sir,” Face said.

“She is!” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

Face attempted to exit, but Sir Epicure Mammon said,
“Please, stay.”

Face said, ““She’s mad, insane, sir, and she was sent here —
but I need to leave or Subtle will be mad, t0o.”

“I will protect you from his anger,” Sir Epicure Mammon
said, and then he asked, “Why was she sent here?”



“Sir, to be cured,” Face said.

Subtle called from the other room, “Why, where are you, you
rascal?”

“Look, you. I said this would happen,” Face said to Sir
Epicure Mammon.

He then called, “Coming, sir!”
He exited.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Before God, I say that she is a
Bradamante, a splendid piece.”

Bradamante was a female Christian Knight in Ariosto’s
Orlando Furioso, a popular epic. She possessed a spear that
made her invincible.

Knowing Sir Epicure Mammon, he meant that Doll
Common was both a splendid masterpiece and a splendid
piece of ass.

Surly said, “By God’s heart, this is a bawdy house! I am
willing to be burnt as a heretic if that is not the case.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Oh, by this light, no — this is
not a bawdy house. Do not wrong Subtle the alchemist by
saying that. He’s too scrupulous to avoid such things: It is
his vice.

“No, he’s a splendid physician, so do him right. He is an
excellent Paracelsian, and he has done remarkable cures with
mineral medicine. He deals all with spirits, he; he will not
hear a word of Galen, or his tedious recipes.”

A Paracelsian is a follower of Paracelsus, who rejected the
teachings of the Greek physician Galen. This was a good
thing because many physicians blindly followed Galen, who
lived many centuries earlier. Paracelsus advocated finding
new knowledge about how to cure patients. He was right to



do this, but many of his ideas were incorrect and not
scientific. The spirits dealt with could be either distilled
spirits or supernatural spirits or both.

Face entered the room.

Seeing him, Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “What’s going on,
Lungs?”

Face replied, “Quietly, sir. Speak quietly. I meant to have
told your worship everything you want to know about the
woman.”

He indicated Surly and said, “This man must not hear.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “No, he can listen. He will not be
‘gulled.” Let him alone. He can listen.”

“You are very right, sir,” Face said. “The woman is a most
splendid scholar, and she has gone mad by studying the
works of Hugh Broughton, one of whose challenging and
controversial works is about Hebrew genealogy. If you but
name a word touching the Hebrew, she falls into her fit, and
she will discourse so learnedly of genealogies that you
would run mad, too, to hear her, sir.”

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “What might one do to have
conference with her, Lungs?”

“Conference” meant a conversation, but knowing Sir
Epicure Mammon, we have to think that he wanted to have
“conference” with her in bed.

Face replied, “Oh, many men have run mad upon the
conference. I do not know, sir. I have been sent to quickly
fetch a vial.”

Surly said, “Don’t be gulled, Sir Mammon. Don’t be a fool.”

“Gulled in what?” Sir Epicure Mammon said. “Please, be
calm.”



“Yes, as you are,” Surly said. “Be calm and trust confederate
knaves and bawds and whores.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said to Surly, “You are too foul,
believe it.”

He added, “Come here, Ulen. One word.”
Face said, “I dare not stay, in good faith.”

He attempted to leave, but Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Stay,
knave.”

A knave is a servant who ranks well below a knight. Sir
Epicure was a knight.

Face said, “Subtle the alchemist is extremely angry that you
saw her, sir.”

Mammon gave him some money and said, “Drink that.”

He then asked Face, “What is she like when she’s out of her
fit — when she’s sane?”

Face replied, “Oh, she is the most affable woman, sir! So
merry! So pleasant! She’ll mount you up, like quicksilver,
over the helm, and she will circulate like oil, a true
stimulant.”

Face’s words had a double meaning. He was using
alchemical terms that stated that Doll Common was a
volatile substance. His words also had a bawdy
interpretation. Doll would mount a man and be on top over
the helmet-shaped tip of his penis, and she would be slippery
like oil and circulate and move and be a stimulant to the man.

Face added, “She will discourse about politics, about
mathematics, about bawdry, about anything.”

This interested Sir Epicure Mammon: She was willing to talk
about bawdry and to perform it.



He asked Face, “Is she in any way accessible? Can I meet
her? Is there any means, any trick to give a man a taste of her
... intelligence ... or so?”

Subtle called from the other room, “Ulen!”

Face said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “I’ll come back to you
again, sir.”

Face exited.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Surly, I did not think one of
your breeding would speak badly about personages of
worth.”

Surly replied, “Sir Epicure, I am your friend and I am at your
service, yet always I am loath to be gulled: I do not want to
be cheated. I do not like your philosophical bawds. Their
philosopher’s stone is lechery enough to pay for without this
bait.”

At this time, “lechery” meant “luxurious pleasure” in
addition to “lewd indulgence.” The philosopher’s stone
would give many people luxurious pleasure. The bait —
sexual, of course — was Doll Common.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “You abuse yourself; you are
wrong.”

He then lied, “I know the lady, and her friends, and her
means. [ know the origin of this disaster. Her brother has told
me everything.”

Surly, who knew that Sir Epicure Mammon had not
recognized Doll Common, said, “And yet you never saw her
until just now!”

Sir Epicure Mammon lied, “Oh, yes, I have seen her before,
but I forgot. I have, believe it, one of the most treacherous
memories, | think, of all Mankind.”



Surly asked, “What is her brother’s name?”
“My lord — Sir Epicure Mammon began.

He thought for a moment and then said, “He will not have
his name known, now I think about it.”

Surly said, “You certainly do have a very treacherous
memory!”

Sir Epicure Mammon began, “By my faith —”

Surly interrupted, “Tut, if you have it not about you, forget
it, until we next meet.”

The “it” could mean “faith” or “the brother’s name.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I swear by this hand of mine that
it is true. Her brother is a man whom I honor, and he is my
noble friend, and I respect his family.”

Surly said, “Can it be that a grave sir, a rich man, who has
no need, a wise sir, too, at other times, should thus with his
own oaths and arguments work so hard to gull himself? I am
talking about you.

“If this is your elixir, your lapis mineralis, and your lunary,
give me your honest trick yet at primero, or gleek — and you
can have your lutum sapiensis, your menstruum simplex! I’11
have gold before you, and with less danger of the quicksilver
or the hot sulphur.”

Surly used many alchemical terms, but his meaning was that
if this is alchemy, then he would prefer to take his chances
gambling at the card games primero or gleek. A trick is a
hand of cards, but Surly’s use of it included the meaning of
cheating. Card sharping, to Surly, was a more honest way of
being cheated than paying money for the creation of the
philosopher’s stone. In a card game with a card sharp, there
is still a chance of being lucky with cards and walking away



a winner. Therefore, Surly would have gold before Sir
Epicure Mammon would. (And Surly himself might be the
card sharp.) Also, considering the absence of Doll Common,
Surly would have less chance of contracting a venereal
disease that would need to be treated with quicksilver or a
contagious skin disease that would need to be treated with
hot sulphur.

Face returned.

Face said to Surly, “A messenger has come from Captain
Face, sir, to tell you that Captain Face wants you to meet him
in the Temple Church, approximately a half hour from now,
upon earnest business.”

Currently, Face was acting as Lungs, assistant to Subtle the
alchemist; he was not disguised as Captain Face.

Face handed Surly a note, and as Surly read it, Face
whispered to Sir Epicure Mammon, “If you please to leave
us for now, and come back again in approximately two
hours, my master Subtle will be busy examining the
alchemical works, and I will steal you in, in private, to the
woman, so that you may see her converse.”

He then said out loud to Surly, “Sir, shall I say that you’ll
meet Captain Face?”

“Yes, sir, I will meet him,” Surly replied.

Surly thought to himself, I will meet him, but by attorney,
and for a second, different purpose than his.

“By attorney” meant “not in his own person.” Surly was
already forming a plan to expose the con men.

Surly thought to himself, Now I am sure it is a bawdy house.
I'd swear to it if the Marshal were here to thank me. The
naming of this commander confirms it. Don Face! Captain
Face! Why, he’s the most authentic dealer in these



commodities, the superintendent to all the quainter
traffickers in town!

In this society, the word “quaint” also meant “cunt.” The
“commodities” Captain Face was known to deal in were
prostitutes. “Quainter traffickers” are bawds and pimps.

Surly thought to himself, Captain Face is the Visitor, and he
appoints who lies with whom, and at what hour, at what
price, and which gown and smock and other clothing.

A Visitor in this context is an inspector or superintendent
who makes sure that everything is running smoothly.

Surly thought to himself, / will test him, by a third person —
myself'in disguise — in order to find the subtleties, by which
I mean tricks and deceits, of this dark labyrinth.

Alchemists often described the search for the philosopher’s
stone as a kind of labyrinth.

Surly thought to himself, If' I do discover these subtleties,
dear Sir Mammon, you’ll give me, your poor friend,
permission, although I am no philosopher, to laugh, for you
who are a philosopher, it is thought, shall weep.

Democritus was known as the laughing philosopher, and
Heraclitus was known as the crying philosopher. Democritus
laughed at human follies, while Heraclitus cried over human
follies.

Face said to Surly, “Sir, he asks you to please not forget to
meet him.”

Surly replied, “I will not forget, sir.”
He then said, “Sir Epicure, I shall leave you.”

As Surly exited, Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I will follow
you quickly.”



“Do so, good sir, to avoid suspicion that you will meet with
the woman later,” Face said. “This gentleman Surly has a
parlous head.”

Surly’s mind was dangerous because it was sharp.

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “But will you, Ulen, keep your
promise?”

“I will be as careful to keep my promise as I am careful to
keep my life, sir.”

“And will you insinuate what I am, and praise me, and say
that I am a noble fellow?”

“Oh, what else, sir?” Face said. “And I’ll tell her that you’ll
make her royal, an Empress, with the philosopher’s stone,
and that you’ll make yourself the King of Bantam, capital of
the very wealthy island Java.”

“Stone” meant the philosopher’s stone, but the word was
also slang for “testicle.” Sir Epicure Mammon would use the
wealth that he got from the philosopher’s stone to make her
royal, and he would use his stones to treat her another way.

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “Will you do that?”
“I will, sir,” Face replied.
“Lungs, my Lungs! I love and respect you.”

Face said, “Send your metal items, sir, so that my master
may busy himself about projection and turning them into
gold.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said affectionately, “You have
bewitched me, rogue. Take this money, and go.”

He gave Face some money.

Face said, “Bring your jack, and all your other metal, sir.”



A jack was an iron mechanism using metal weights on chains
to turn the spit in a fireplace.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “You are a villain. I will send my
jack, and the weights, too. Slave, I could affectionately bite
your ear. Go away, you do not care for me.”

“Don’t I, sir?” Face asked.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Come, I was born to make you,
my good weasel, sit on a bench, and have you twirl a chain
with the best lord’s vermin of them all.”

The chain was an insignia of office; the steward of a wealthy
household had a chain. Lords wore ermine trimming on their
robes; the ermine trimming was jokingly called vermin. Sir
Epicure Mammon was saying that he was born to make Face
rise in the world. (Earlier he had said that he would castrate
Face and put him in charge of Sir Epicure’s harem.)

“Leave now, sir,” Face said.

Sir Epicure Mammon began, “A Count — no, a Count
Palatine —”

A Count Palatine had more power and status than a mere
Count.

Face interrupted, “Good sir, go.”

Sir Epicure Mammon finished, “— shall not advance you in
life better, nor faster, than I will.”

He exited.
—24—
Subtle and Doll Common entered the room.

Using a fishing metaphor, Subtle asked about Sir Epicure
Mammon, “Did he bite? Did he bite?”



Face replied, “Yes, and he has swallowed the bait, too, my
Subtle. I have given him line, and now he plays, indeed.”

“And shall we twitch the pole and hook him?” Subtle asked.

“Yes, and through both gills,” Face said. “A wench is a rare
bait with which a man no sooner’s taken, but he immediately
moves briskly and madly — he firks madly.”

Such movements can be made during sex.

Subtle said, “Doll, you who will be my Lord What’t’s’hum’s
sister, you must now bear yourself statelich.”

Statelich is Dutch for “stately and aristocratically.”

“Oh, leave it to me,” Doll said. “I’ll not forget my race, I
promise you.”

She meant both that she would not forget her background
and that she would not forget who she was going to pretend
to be.

She added, “T’ll keep my distance, laugh, and talk aloud,
have all the tricks of a proud scurvy lady, and be as rude as
her woman servant.”

A proud scurvy lady’s woman servant would be rude to
someone such as Doll Common.

Face said, “Well said, Sanguine!”

A sanguine person is thought to be amorous, optimistic, and
brave.

Subtle asked, “But will he send his andirons?”

“Yes,” Face replied. “He will send his jack, too, and his iron
shoeing-horn. I have spoken to him.”

Referring to Surly, Face added, “Well, I must not lose my
wary gamester yonder.”



Subtle said, “He is Monsieur Caution, who will not be
gulled.”

Face said, “Yes. If only I can strike a fine hook into him,
now! I have cast my hook at the Temple Church. Well, pray
for me. I’ll go about it.”

Knocking sounded at the door.
Subtle said, “What, more gudgeons!”

Gudgeons were small fish that were thought to swallow
anything.

Subtle said, “Doll, scout, scout!”
Doll Common went to the window to see who was knocking.

Subtle said, “Wait, Face, you must go to the door. I pray to
God that the knocker is my Anabaptist.”

Anabaptists were members of what was thought to be an
extreme Protestant sect. They believed in adult baptism,
common ownership of property, and theocracy. Some
Anabaptists wanted to ban all books except the Bible.

Subtle asked, “Who is it, Doll?”

“I don’t know him,” Doll answered. “He looks like a gold-
end man.”

A gold-end man would buy bits and pieces of gold and silver.

“Good,” Subtle said. “It is the man the Anabaptist said he
would send. He said he would send ... what do you call him?
Ah, the sanctified elder, who would bargain to buy Sir
Epicure Mammon’s jack and andirons.

“Let him in.”

Face exited.



Subtle said to Doll, “Wait, first help me take off my gown.”
A gown is a loose, flowing upper garment.

Doll helped him take it off, and then Subtle said to her, “Go,
Madam, to your withdrawing chamber.”

Doll exited, carrying the gown.

Subtle said to himself, “Now, in a new tune, with a new
gesture, but using old language. This fellow is sent from one
who is negotiating with me about the philosopher’s stone,
too. He is negotiating on behalf of the holy brethren of
Amsterdam, the exiled saints, who hope to raise their
discipline and increase its power and influence by it.”

The holy brethren of Amsterdam and the exiled saints were
the Anabaptists.

In 1534, the Anabaptist John of Leiden seized control of
Miinster, Germany, and called himself King of Miinster. The
Anabaptists also tried but failed to take control of some
Dutch towns, including Amsterdam. After a long siege, the
city was taken back and John of Leiden was tortured and
executed. This event made people believe that Anabaptists
were dangerous radicals. Many Anabaptists left Amsterdam
and resided in England.

In 1604, many Anabaptists left England and went into exile
in Amsterdam because they refused to accept the 39 Articles
that spelled out the beliefs and doctrines of the Church of
England.

Ben Jonson’s play The Alchemist was first performed in
1610.

Subtle said to himself, “I must treat him in some strange
fashion, now, to make him wonder at me.”



—25—
Ananias entered the room.
Subtle said loudly, “Where is my drudge?”
Face entered the room and said, “Sir!”
It was time to baffle Ananias with alchemical bullshit.

Subtle ordered, “Take away the recipient, and rectify your
menstrue from the phlegma. Then pour it on the Sol, in the
cucurbite, and let them macerate together.”

The recipient is the vessel in which distilled matter collects.
“Yes, sir,” Face said. “Should I save the ground?”

The ground is the residue left over after sublimation.
Another name for it is ferra damnata, which is Latin for
“damned ground.”

“No,” Subtle replied. “Terra damnata must not have
entrance in the work.”

Pretending to see Ananias for the first time, Subtle asked
him, “Who are you?”

“A faithful brother, if it pleases you,” Ananias replied.

By “faithful brother,” Ananias meant “Anabaptist,” but
Subtle deliberately misunderstood him to say that he was a
fellow alchemist — the Faithful Brothers were a group of
Arabian alchemists in the tenth century C.E.

“What’s that?” Subtle asked. “Are you a Lullianist — a
follower of the alchemist Raymond Lully! Are you a
follower of the alchemist George Ripley? Are you a filius
artis?”

Filius artis is Latin for “son of the art,” aka alchemist.



Subtle asked, “Can you sublime and dulcify? Can you
calcine? Do you know the sapor pontic? Sapor stiptic? Or
what is homogene, or heterogene?”

Sapor is Latin for “savor,” or “taste.” Some people at this
time believed that there were nine tastes; five were caused
by heat, and four were caused by cold.

“I understand no heathen language, truly,” Ananias said.

The Anabaptists believed that Latin was a heathen language.
The only non-heathen language was Hebrew because Adam
spoke it in the Garden of Eden, Anabaptists believed.

“Heathen!” Subtle said. “You Knipperdolling!”

Bernt Knipperdolling was one of the Anabaptists who had
taken over the city of Miinster. He was tortured and executed
after the city was retaken.

Subtle asked, “Is ars sacra, or chrysopoeia, or spagyrica, or
the pamphysic, or panarchic knowledge, a heathen
language!”

Ars sacra 1s Latin for “the sacred art.” Subtle used this Latin
phrase to mean alchemy.

“It is heathen Greek, I take it,” Ananias said.
“What!” Subtle said. “Heathen Greek!”

“All languages are heathen except the Hebrew,” Ananias
said.

Subtle said to Face, “Sirrah, my varlet, stand forth and speak
to him like a philosopher.”

Face was supposed to be Subtle’s assistant. The word
“varlet” meant “assistant.”



Subtle was going to question Face as if Subtle were a
university professor and Face were a student.

Subtle then said to Face, “Answer my questions in the
alchemical language. Name the vexations, and the
martyrizations of metals in the work.”

Subtle used alchemical terms, but he used a few alchemical
terms that were similar, at least in sound, to religious terms.
He wanted Ananias to think that alchemical language was
not a heathen language.

Face answered, “Sir, putrefaction, solution, ablution,
sublimation, cohobation, calcination, ceration, and fixation.”

Subtle said to Ananias, “This is heathen Greek, to you, is it!”
He then asked Face, “And when does vivification come?”
Face answered, “After mortification.”

Subtle asked, “What’s cohobation?”

Face answered, “It is the pouring on your aqua regis, and
then drawing him off, to the trine circle of the seven
spheres.”

Alchemists often referred to materials as “him” or “her” and
as “masculine” or “feminine.” They also often referred to
“your” materials.

Aqua regis is Latin for “King’s water.” It was a mixture of
acids that could dissolve gold.

Subtle asked, “What’s the proper passion of metals?”’
Face answered, “Malleation.”
Subtle asked, “What’s your ultimum supplicium auri?”

Ultimum supplicium auri is Latin for “the ultimate
punishment of gold.”



Face answered, “Antimonium.”

This is a substance that keeps gold from being malleable; to
alchemists, not being malleable is the ultimate punishment
of gold.

Subtle said to Ananias, “This is heathen Greek to you!”
He then asked Face, “And what’s your mercury?”’
Face answered, “A very fugitive, he will be gone, sir.”

Mercury is a liquid at room temperature and is difficult or
impossible to pick up using only your fingers.

Subtle asked, “How do you know him?”
“Him” referred to mercury.

Face answered, “By his viscosity, his oleosity, and his
suscitability.”

Subtle asked, “How do you sublime him?”

Face answered, “With the calce of eggshells, white marble,
talc.”

Subtle asked, “Your magisterium, now, what’s that?”

The “magisterium” is the “mastery of alchemy.” The person
who has mastered alchemy can create the philosopher’s
stone. Some people equated the magisterium with the
philosopher’s stone.

Face answered, “Shifting, sir, your elements — dry into
cold, cold into moist, moist into hot, hot into dry.”

According to alchemy, subjecting a primary material to this
sequence of shifting would drive away everything that was
not the essence of the primary element. Do this to the
primary element gold and you will be left with the essence
of gold, aka the philosopher’s stone.



Subtle said to Ananias, “This is heathen Greek to you still!”
Subtle asked Face, “What is your lapis philosophicus?”
Lapis philosophicus is Latin for “philosopher’s stone.”

Face answered, “It is a stone, and not a stone. It is a spirit, a
soul, and a body. If you dissolve it, it is dissolved. If you
coagulate it, it is coagulated. If you make it fly, it flies.”

Subtle said, “Enough.”
Face exited.

Subtle said to Ananias, “This is heathen Greek to you! Who
are you, sir?”

Ananias answered, “If it should please you, I am a servant of
the exiled brethren, who deal with widows and with orphans’
goods, and make a just account unto the saints. [ am a
deacon.”

The saints were Anabaptists; they were not Catholic saints.
Anabaptists regarded themselves as the elect — the elect
were chosen by God to receive eternal life.

Subtle said, “Oh, were you sent from Master Wholesome,
your teacher?”

Ananias said, “Yes, from Tribulation Wholesome, our very
zealous pastor.”

Many Puritans had names such as Tribulation Wholesome
because they believed that common names such as William
or Ben were too worldly. Ananias’ name came from the
Bible.

“Good!” Subtle said. “I have some orphans’ goods coming
here.”

Ananias asked, “Of what kind, sir?”



Subtle answered, “Pewter and brass, andirons and
kitchenware, and metals that we must use our medicine on.
The brethren may have these for a good price, as long as it
is ready money.”

Ananias asked, “Were the orphans’ parents sincere
professors of the Anabaptists’ faith?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Because if they were, we are then to deal justly, and pay
money, in truth, to the items’ utmost value.”

Subtle said, “By God’s eyelid, if the orphans’ parents were
not of the faithful, you’d cheat them! I will not trust you,
now I think about it, until I have talked with your pastor.
Have you brought money to buy more coals?”

“No, indeed.”
“No! Why not?”

Ananias answered, “The brethren told me to say to you, sir,
that indeed they will not venture any more money until they
may see projection.”

“What!” Subtle said, pretending to be angry.

Ananias said, “You have had, for the instruments, such as
bricks, and loam, and glasses, already thirty pounds. And for
materials, they say, some ninety pounds more. And they
have heard since that an alchemist at Heidelberg made the
philosopher’s stone from an egg and a small paper of pin-
dust.”

Heidelberg was a center of alchemy. Pin-dust is metal dust
that is left over from the manufacture of metal pins.

Subtle asked, “What’s your name?”

“My name is Ananias.”



In Acts 5:1-10, we read that Ananias cheated his fellow
Christians by selling a piece of property and keeping part of
the money obtained.

Pretending to be angry, Subtle said, “Get out, you varlet who
cheated the apostles! Leave! Go away! Flee, mischief!
Didn’t your holy consistory have no name to send me, of
another sound, than wicked Ananias? Send your elders here
to make atonement for you, quickly, and to give me
satisfaction, or out goes the fire; and down go the alembecs,
and the furnace Piger Henricus, and what not.”

Piger Henricus is Latin for “Lazy Henry.” It is a type of
furnace that has one fire providing the heat for many side
chambers.

Subtle continued, “You wretch! Both sericon and bufo shall
be lost; tell them that. All hope of rooting out the bishops, or
the anti-Christian hierarchy, shall perish, if they stay away
threescore minutes: one hour.”

The Anabaptists wanted to establish a theocracy with
themselves as rulers. They definitely did not want Catholics
to be the heads of the theocracy.

Subtle continued, “The aqueity, terreity, and sulphureity
shall run together again, and all shall be annulled, you
wicked Ananias!”

In other words, unless Ananias’ superiors came to Subtle
within one hour, all the alchemical work he had done so far
would be ruined.

Ananias exited.

Subtle said to himself, “This will fetch them, and make them
hasten towards their gulling more. A man must deal like a
rough nurse, and frighten those who are obstinate and give
them an appetite.”



—2.6 —

Face, who was now wearing his Captain’s uniform, entered
the room. Abel Drugger followed him.

Captain Face said to Drugger, “The alchemist is busy with
his spirits, but we’ll see him.”

Subtle said, “What is it? What mates and what Bayards have
we here?”

“Mates” are “low fellows.” “Bayard” is a common name for
a horse. The proverb “as bold as blind Bayard” referred to
blundering into places where the blunderer did not belong.

Captain Face said to Drugger, “I told you that he would be
furious.”

He then said to Subtle, “Sir, here’s Nab. He has brought you
another piece of gold to look on.”

“Nab” is a nickname for Abel.

He said to Drugger, “We must appease him. Give the gold
piece to me.”

Drugger gave the gold coin to Face, who gave it to Subtle,
saying, “He asks that you would devise for him — what is
it, Nab?”

“A sign, sir.”

“Yes,” Face said. “A good lucky one, a thriving sign,
doctor.”

“I was devising now,” Subtle said.
He meant that he had been creating Drugger’s horoscope.

Face whispered to him, “By God’s light, do not say so.
Drugger will repent he gave you any more gold.”



He then said out loud, “What say you to his constellation —
Libra — Doctor? Should the balance be his sign?”

Subtle decided to do something different from that. He did
not want Drugger to repent giving more gold.

“No, that way is stale, and common,” Subtle said. “A
townsman born in Taurus gives the bull, or the bull’s-head,
as his sign. A townsman born in Aries gives the ram as his
sign. It’s a poor device!

“No, I will have Drugger’s name formed in some mystic
characters whose emanations, striking the senses of the
passersby, shall, by a powerful influence, breed inclinations,
such as a powerful desire for tobacco, that may benefit the
party who owns the sign. Let me think.”

Subtle was going to create a rebus for Abel Drugger. A rebus
is a cryptic representation of a name, word, phrase, or
sentence, using pictures and letters.

Face said excitedly, “Nab!”

Subtle said, “He shall have a bell, that’s Abel. And by it
standing a man whose name is Dee, wearing a rug gown, aka
an academic’s coarse wool gown.”

Dee is Dr. John Dee (1527-1608), an English alchemist and
astrologer.

Subtle continued, “There’s D, and Rug, that’s drug. And
right against him a dog snarling grr. There’s Drugger, Abel
Drugger. That’s his sign. And here’s now mystery and
hieroglyphic!”

Face said, “Abel, you are made.”
Drugger replied, bowing, “Sir, I do thank his worship.”

Face said, “Six more of your bows will not do it, Nab. They
won’t be enough to thank the doctor properly.”



Face said to Subtle, “He has brought you a pipe of tobacco,
doctor.”

Perhaps Drugger had been carrying the pipe of tobacco for
his own use.

“Yes, sir,” Drugger said.
He gave the tobacco to Face, who gave it to Subtle.

Drugger added, “I have another thing I would like to say —
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“Out with it, Nab,” Face said.

Drugger said, “Sir, there is lodged, very near to me, a rich
young widow.”

“Good,” Face said. “A bona roba?”

A bona roba is a fashionably dressed woman; in slang, the
phrase means a prostitute.

Drugger said, “She is only nineteen, at the most.”
“Very good, Abel,” Face said.

“She’s not in fashion yet,” Drugger said. “She wears a
French hood, but it stands acop.”

French hoods were not in fashion; hats were. But the young
widow did wear it on top of her head instead of at the back.
“Acop” meant “on top.”

“That doesn’t matter, Abel,” Face said.

Drugger said, “And I do now and then give her a fucus —”
A fucus is a kind of cosmetic.

Face said, “What! Do you deal, Nab?”

He meant deal in products other than tobacco.



Subtle said, “I did tell you, Captain Face.”

He wanted Drugger to believe that he — Subtle — had said
that he had told Captain Face that Drugger would be
successful. One sign of success is branching out and selling
more and different products.

Drugger continued, “— and medicine, too, sometimes, sir,
for which she trusts me with all her mind. She’s come up
here for the purpose of learning the latest fashions.”

Face said, “Good.”

He whispered to Subtle, “If she goes to Drugger for advice
about fashion, she’s as foolish as he is.”

He said out loud, “Go on, Nab.”

Drugger said, “And she very greatly longs to know her
fortune.”

“By God’s eyelid, Nab,” Captain Face said, “send her to
Doctor Subtle here.”

“Yes, I have spoken to her about his worship already,”
Drugger said, “but she’s afraid that gossip about it will be
blown abroad, and hurt her prospects for marriage.”

“Hurt her prospects for marriage!” Captain Face said. “Why,
it is the way to heal her prospects, if they were hurt. It is the
way to make marriage with her more pursued and sought.
Nab, you shall tell her this: If she comes here, she’ll be more
known, more talked about — and your widows are never of
any good price until they are famous. The honor of widows
lies in their multitude of suitors. Send her; it may be your
good fortune.”

Drugger shook his head no.

Captain Face said, “What! You do not know.”



Drugger said, “No, sir, it won’t be my good fortune. She’ll
never marry anyone of less social status than a Knight: Her
brother has made a vow.”

“What!” Captain Face said, “and do you despair, my little
Nab, knowing what Doctor Subtle has predicted for your
future, and seeing so many wealthy tradesmen of the city
dubbed a Knight by King James I in return for money?

“One glass of your water, with a madam — a witch — I
know will make her fall in love with you, Nab. The witch
can turn your urine into a love potion.

“Who is her brother? Is he a Knight?”

“No, sir,” Drugger said. “He is a gentleman newly warm in
his land, sir. He has just inherited it. He is scarcely twenty-
one years old, and he governs his sister here, and he is a man
himself of some three thousand pounds a year, and he has
come up to London to learn to quarrel and to live by his wits,
and he will go down again and die in the country.”

Like his sister, the gentleman wanted to be fashionable.
Some young men of the time were known as roaring boys.
They enjoyed picking quarrels, and they followed rules for
doing so.

“What?” Face said. “How to quarrel?”

“Yes, sir,” Drugger said, “to carry quarrels, as gallants do;
to manage them by line.”

“By line” meant “according to the rules.”

Face said, “By God’s eyelid, Nab, Doctor Subtle is the only
man in Christendom for him. He has made a diagram, with
mathematical demonstrations, concerning the art of quarrels:
He will give the widow’s brother written instructions for
quarreling.



“Go, bring them both: him and his sister the widow. And, as
for you, the doctor perhaps may persuade her to love you.

“Go on. You shall give his worship a new damask suit on the
basis of what I just said.”

Fine clothing was expensive.
Subtle said, “Oh, good Captain Face!”

“He shall,” Face said to Subtle. “He is the honestest fellow,
Doctor.”

Face then said to Drugger, “Don’t wait for the proposal of
marriage. Bring the damask and the parties here.”

“I’ll try my power, sir,” Drugger said. “I’ll do my best.”

“And try your will, too, Nab,” Face said. The word “will”
meant both “inclination to do something” and “sexual
desire” for the widow.

Smoking the pipe Drugger had brought, Subtle said, “This is
good tobacco! What does it cost per ounce?”

“He’ll send you a pound, Doctor Subtle,” Face said.

“Oh, no,” Subtle said, pretending that he did not want such
an expensive gift.

“He will do it,” Face said. “He is the goodest soul!”

He then said, “Abel, go about it. You shall know more soon.
Go away, be gone.”

Abel Drugger exited.

Face said to Subtle, “Drugger is a miserable rogue, and lives
on cheese, and has the worms. That was the reason, indeed,
why he came here just now. He dealt with me in private to
get a medicine for the worms.”



“And he shall get it, sir,” Subtle said. “This is working out
well.”

“A wife, a wife for one of us, my dear Subtle!” Face said.
“We’ll draw lots on equal terms, and he who fails shall have
the more in goods because the other will have more in tail.”

Face was punning. “Entail” was a legal term about one kind
of inheritance. “In tail” was slang for “in pussy.”

Subtle replied, “Rather the less in goods, for the widow may
be so light that she may lack grains.”

In addition to meaning “light in weight,” “light” was slang
for “promiscuous.” A light woman’s heels were light and
were easily raised in the air with her knees apart. If the
widow were light (and promiscuity would lower her value
because no man wants to be a cuckold), her husband would
need more in goods (a grain = a unit of weight) in order to
have a share equal with that of the con man who did not
marry her.

Face said, “Yes, or she may be such a burden that a man
would scarcely endure her for the whole.”

“Whole” was another pun. If the widow were a bad wife, her
husband might scarcely endure her for the whole take of the
cons. Face’s use of “whole” also meant “hole,” and so if the
widow were a bad wife, her husband might scarcely endure
her although she has a vagina.

Subtle said, “Indeed, it’s best we see her first, and then
determine what to do.”

“That’s fine by me,” Face said, “but Doll must hear no words
about this.”

“I will be mum,” Subtle said. “Go now, and meet your Surly
yonder; catch him.”



Face said, “I pray to God that I have not stayed too long.”

“I fear that you may have,” Subtle said.



ACT 3 (The Alchemist)
—3.1—

Tribulation Wholesome and Ananias talked together outside
the house where the cons were taking place. Ananias was
complaining about Subtle.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “These chastisements are
common to the saints, and such rebukes we of the separation
must bear with willing shoulders as they are trials sent forth
to tempt our frailties.”

“Separation” meant “exile.” In times of persecution,
Anabaptists would go from one country to another country
to escape that persecution. At the then-current time, many
Anabaptists were in the Netherlands.

Saints often face tribulations, and these Anabaptists regarded
themselves as saints — people destined for eternal life —
separated from ordinary men.

Ananias said, “In pure zeal and from a purely Christian point
of view, I do not like the man. He is a heathen, and he speaks
the language of Canaan, truly.”

Tribulation Wholesome said, “I think him a profane person
indeed.”

“He bears the visible mark of the beast on his forechead,”
Ananias said.

Anyone who bears the mark of the beast is irrevocably
damned.

Ananias continued, “And as for his philosopher’s stone, it is
a work of darkness, and with philosophy it blinds the eyes of
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man.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “Good brother, we must yield
to all means that may give furtherance to the holy cause.”



“Which his cannot,” Ananias said. “The sanctified cause
should have a sanctified course. A sanctified course of action
will lead to the sanctified result we want.”

“A sanctified means or course of action is not always
necessary,” Tribulation Wholesome said. “The children of
perdition are often made instruments even of the greatest
works.

“Beside, we should concede somewhat to this man Subtle’s
nature and the place he lives in. He is always near the fire
and the fumes of metals that intoxicate the brain of man and
make him prone to feel violent emotions.

“Being around fire is dangerous.
“Where do you have greater atheists than your cooks?”

Anabaptists preferred plainness in all things, including
clothing, hairstyles, and food.

Tribulation Wholesome continued, “Who is more profane or
choleric and prone to anger than your glass-blowers?”

Glass-blowers make items used in alchemy and in Catholic
churches.

Tribulation Wholesome continued, “Who is more anti-
Christian than your bell-founders, who cast bells out of
molten metal?”

Bells are often used in the Catholic Mass and in Catholic
churches.

Tribulation Wholesome continued, “I ask you, what makes
the devil Satan, our common enemy, so devilish except his
being perpetually around the fire and boiling brimstone and
arsenic?

“We must yield, I say, to the stimulations and the stirrers up
of strong feelings in the blood. It may be so, when the work



is done and the philosopher’s stone is made, that this heat of
his may turn into a religious zeal, and stand up for the
beauteous discipline of Anabaptism against the menstruous
cloth and rag of Rome.”

The Anabaptists detested the Pope and Catholics. What they
called “the menstruous cloth and rag of Rome” was the
surplice  worn by Catholic priests. The Anabaptists
compared the surplice to a rag used to soak up menstrual
blood.

Tribulation Wholesome continued, “We must await his
calling and the coming of the good Holy Spirit to him. You
did wrong when you upbraided him with the brethren’s
blessing of creating the philosopher’s stone in Heidelberg.
You will realize that when you consider what need we have
to hasten on the work for the restoring of the silenced saints,
which will never happen unless we get the philosopher’s
stone.”

The silenced saints were the Puritans who were not allowed
to preach because they did not accept the 39 Articles that
spelled out the beliefs and doctrines of the Church of
England.

Tribulation Wholesome continued, “A learned elder, one of
Scotland, assured me that we need the philosopher’s stone.
For one thing, aurum potabile is the only medicine for the
civil magistrate to incline him to a feeling of our religious
cause and must be daily used in the disease.”

Aurum potabile is Latin for “drinkable gold.” It was
supposed to be an alchemist’s elixir, but Tribulation
Wholesome was using the term to mean bribes. The
Anabaptists would use the gold created by the philosopher’s
stone to bribe civil officials to treat their religion kindly —
and to give the Anabaptists political power.



Ananias replied, “I have not been edified more, truly, by any
man than by you here and now — not since the beautiful
light of Anabaptism first shone on me, and I am sad that my
religious zeal has so offended.”

“Let us call on Subtle the alchemist then,” Tribulation
Wholesome said.

“The impulse to knock is good, and it is of the spirit,”
Ananias said. “I will knock first.”

He knocked and shouted, “Peace be within!”
The door was opened, and they entered.
—32—

Subtle said to Tribulation Wholesome, “Oh, have you
come?”

He pointed to an hourglass and said, “It was time. Your
threescore minutes were at the last thread, you see, and down
had gone furnus acediae, turris circulatorius: Alembec,
bolt’s-head, retort, and pelican had all been cinders.”

The word “thread” referred to the thread of life. A few
minutes longer, and Subtle — he said — would have killed
the process of making the philosopher’s stone. He would
have destroyed everything, including the furnus acediae
(Latin for “furnace of sloth”; it is another term for “lazy
Henry”) and the turris circulatorius (circulating tower).

Seeing Ananias, Subtle said, “Wicked Ananias! Have you
returned? Well, then, I will still destroy the apparatus
making the philosopher’s stone.”

Tribulation Wholesome said, “Sir, be appeased. Ananias has
come to humble himself in spirit, and to ask your patience if
too much religious zeal has carried him aside from the due
path.”



“Why, this does qualify!” Subtle said.

“Qualify” is an alchemical term meaning “dilute.” Subtle
was saying that his rage was becoming diluted and weaker.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “The brethren had no
intention, truly, to give you the least grievance. Instead, they
are ready to lend their willing hands to any project the Holy
Spirit and you direct them to.”

“This qualifies more!” Subtle said.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “And as for the orphans’
goods, let them be valued. And whatever else is needed for
the holy work of making the philosopher’s stone, it shall be
paid in ready money. Here, in my person, the saints throw
down their purse before you.”

Revelation 4:10 begins, “The four and twenty elders fall
down before him that sat on the throne, and worship him that
liveth for ever and ever, and cast their crowns before the
throne” (King James Version).

“This qualifies most!” Subtle said, “Why, this is how it
should be — now you understand.

“I have talked to you about our philosopher’s stone and
about the good that it shall bring your cause.

“I have shown you other benefits in addition to the main
point of hiring forces abroad and drawing the Hollanders,
your friends, from the Indies, to serve you, with all their
fleet.”

With the gold made with the philosopher’s stone, the
Anabaptists could hire mercenaries and the Netherlands’
mighty fleet of ships that protected their trade interests in the
Indies. Subtle was hinting that the Anabaptists could be
traitors to England; they could use the mercenaries to attack
and take control of England.



Subtle continued, “I have said that even the medicinal use of
the philosopher’s stone — the elixir of life — shall make you
a faction and party in the realm. You shall have political
power. For example, let’s say that some great man in
government has the gout. Why, if you send him three drops
of your elixir of life, you will help him immediately, and you
will have made him a friend of Anabaptism. Let’s say that
another has the palsy, aka tremors, or the dropsy, aka edema;
he takes some of your incombustible stuff — your elixir —
and he’s young again. Here again you have made a friend of
Anabaptism.”

Literally, people with dropsy retain water and their body
swells up. Two salt-related symptoms of adrenal fatigue are
the swelling of edema and a craving for salt. Subtle’s clients
also suffer from cravings — for money and/or power.

“Let’s take a lady who has aged and is no longer able to
physically have sex, although she still thinks about it. Her
face has aged so much that the use of makeup will no longer
help her look beautiful. With the alchemical medicine
known as the oil of talc, you restore her youth, her beauty,
and her ability to have sex. There you have made a friend —
and you have made all her friends your friends.”

By “her friends,” Subtle meant “her lovers.”

Subtle continued, “Take a lord who has leprosy, a Knight
who has the bone-ache, or a squire who has both of these
medical problems. You make them smooth and sound with
a mere rubbing on of your alchemical medicine, and again
you increase the number of your friends.”

The bone-ache is syphilis.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “What you say is very
pregnant of promise and a convincing argument.”



Subtle said, “And then the turning of this lawyer’s pewter to
plate at Christmas —”

Ananias interrupted, “At Christ-tide, please.”

Some Anabaptists did not want to say the syllable “mas” or
the word “mass” because of the Catholic Mass.

“Yet, Ananias!” Subtle said. “Do you still bother me?”’
“I have finished talking,” Ananias said.

Subtle continued, “— turning of this lawyer’s pewter to plate
at Christmas or changing his parcel gilt — partially gilded
silver — to massy, aka solid, gold.”

He had deliberately used the word “massy.’

Subtle continued, “You cannot but increase the number of
your friends. Indeed, you will have the power to pay an army
on the battlefield, to buy the King of France out of his
realms, or to buy the Indies from the King of Spain.”

King Henri IV of France had been assassinated on 14 May
1610, a little earlier than the present time. His son who
succeeded him was only eight years old. In 1607, King Philip
IIT of Spain had gone bankrupt because of a lack of silver
shipments from the Indies.

The Anabaptists were businessmen as well as religious men,
and they had a reputation for driving hard bargains. Subtle
was saying that they were very capable of taking advantage
of a child and of a man down on his luck.

Subtle continued, “What can you not do against lords,
whether spiritual or temporal, who shall oppose you?”

“Verily, what you say is true,” Tribulation Wholesome said.
“We may be temporal lords ourselves, I take it.”

Temporal lords are not members of the clergy.



Temporal lords need not say prayers or preach sermons or
sing in church, which are things Anabaptists presumably
want to do.

Subtle replied, “You may be anything you want, and you
may leave off to make — stop or take time off from doing
something in order to make — long-winded exercises.”

The Anabaptists had reputations for making very long
sermons and prayers.

Subtle continued, “Or you may suck up your ha! and hum!
in a tune.”

They could also make singing ha!/ and hum! a part of the
church service.

The ha! and hum! referred to an Anabaptist practice of
making these sounds during prayers and sermons.

Subtle continued, “I do not deny that people who are
powerless in a state, may, for their own ends, be adverse and
contrary to the state in their religion, and get a tune to call
the flock together. You can gain followers in your religion
and use them to gain political power; one way to gain
religious followers is through religious music. For, to say the
truth, a tune does much with women and other phlegmatic
— unemotional and calm — people; it is your bell. Like a
church bell, tunes will call people to worship.”

Ananias objected, “Bells are profane; a tune may be
religious.”

Subtle said to Ananias, “You don’t listen to warnings! So
then I say ‘farewell’ to my patience. By God’s light, I shall
destroy the apparatus for making the philosopher’s stone. I
will not be thus tortured.”

“Please, sir—" Tribulation Wholesome began.



Subtle interrupted, “Everything shall perish. I have spoken
it.”

“Let me find grace and mercy, sir, in your eyes,” Tribulation
Wholesome said. “The man Ananias stands corrected. His
religious zeal did not allow a tune somewhere except as you
yourself had said a tune could be used. You agreed on that
point. But now, since the philosopher’s stone is nearly
completed, we shall not need tunes.”

Since the Anabaptists would have gold to make friends, they
wouldn’t need to have tunes to make friends, and so there
was no need to worry about whether or not tunes are
comparable to church bells.

Subtle replied, “No, you shall not need tunes, nor your holy
vizard, aka holy mask, to win widows to give you legacies
or make zealous wives rob their husbands for the common
cause, nor shall you need to take advantage of bonds whose
terms have been broken only one day and say that their
collateral is forfeited by providence. Nor shall you need all
night to eat huge meals so that you can better celebrate your
next day’s fast while the brethren and the sisters, humbled,
abate the stiffness of the flesh.”

“Abate” means “cause to become smaller.” “Stiffness” has
two meanings. It means “pride”; however, “the stiffness of
the flesh” also means “erection.”

Subtle continued, “Nor shall you need to cast before your
hungry hearers scrupulous bones.”

If the Anabaptists became temporal lords, they need not
concern themselves with much that they concerned
themselves with.

“Scrupulous bones” are petty points of religious contention.
Here the points of contention are about the proper behavior
of an Anabaptist.



Subtle continued, “For example, whether a Christian may
hawk or hunt, or whether matrons of the holy assembly may
lay their hair out to create fashionable and elaborate
hairstyles, or wear doublets, which are properly worn by
men only, or have that idol starch about their linen.”

The Anabaptists opposed hunting with hawks and hunting in
general. They also opposed elaborate hairstyles for women,
women wearing men’s clothing, and the use of starch on
clothing. The Anabaptists opposed many things on the
grounds that they were worldly and/or vain and/or opposed
to Biblical strictures.

Deuteronomy 22:5 states, “The woman shall not wear that
which pertaineth unto a man, neither shall a man put on a
woman’s garment: for all that do so are abomination unto
the Lord thy God” (King James Version).

Ananias said about starch, “It is indeed an idol.”

Tribulation Wholesome said to Subtle, “Don’t mind him,
sir.”

He then said to the spirit that he believed — or pretended to
believe — was within Ananias, “I do command you, spirit of
religious zeal, but also trouble, to be silent and calm within
him!”

He said to Subtle, “Please, sir, go on.”

Subtle said, “Nor shall you need to libel the prelates, and
shorten your ears in preparation for the hearing of the next
wire-drawn grace.”

The Puritans sometimes severely criticized the officials of
the Church of England. Punishment for doing this could
include being placed in a pillory and having one’s ears cut
off. This was the punishment for seditious libel.



People created wire by drawing or pulling and stretching
metal. Puritan prayers before a meal — grace — were long
and drawn out, and Subtle was saying that having one’s ears
cut off was good preparation for experiencing a Puritan
grace.

Subtle continued, “Nor shall you of necessity rail against
plays, to please the alderman whose daily custard you
devour.”

Many aldermen were hostile to the theater because they felt
that play-going spread the plague. Since all actors at this
time were male, boys or young men playing women would
wear women'’s clothing, which violated the stricture against
wearing women’s clothing found in Deuteronomy 22:5.
Also, many aldermen felt that going to plays encouraged
workers to waste time.

Subtle continued, “Nor shall you lie with zealous rage until
you are hoarse. Not one of these so singular arts will you
need to perform. Nor shall you need to call yourselves by
names such as Tribulation, Persecution, Restraint, Long-
patience, and so on, which are affected by the whole family
or collection of you only for glory and to catch the ear of the
disciple.”

With the wealth created by the philosopher’s stone,
Anabaptists would no longer need to act like Anabaptists.
Great wealth does things like that.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “Truly, sir, they are ways that
the godly brethren have invented for propagation of the
glorious cause as very notable means, and whereby also the
godly brethren themselves grow quickly and profitably
famous.”

Subtle replied, “Oh, but all’s idle to the philosopher’s stone!
Nothing compares to it! It is the art of angels, nature’s



miracle, the divine secret that flies in clouds from east to
west, and whose tradition is not from men, but spirits.”

The Catholic Church followed and respected religious
traditions. The Anabaptists rejected religious tradition and
followed only what they found in the Bible.

Ananias said, “I hate traditions; I do not trust them.”
Tribulation Wholesome said, “Peace! Silence!”

“Traditions are all Popish,” Ananias said. “I will not be
silent! I will not!”

Tribulation Wholesome warned, “Ananias!”

Ananias responded, “To please the profane, and to grieve the
godly — I may not.”

Subtle said, “Well, Ananias, you shall overcome.”

Tribulation Wholesome said to Subtle, “It is an ignorant zeal
that haunts him, sir. But truly, other than that, he is a very
faithful brother, a tailor who repairs garments and so is an
example of frugality, and a man who has by revelation a
competent knowledge of the truth.”

Subtle asked, “Has he a competent sum there in his money
bag to buy the goods inside? I have been made the guardian
of these orphans and must for the sake of charity, and
conscience, now see the most is made for my poor orphans
although I also want the brethren to be gainers: In this
situation, I am trying to make a win-win bargain. The
orphans’ goods are inside. When you have viewed and
bought them and taken the inventory of what they are, they
will be ready for projection. There will be nothing more to
do than cast on the alchemical medicine and transmute the
metal. As much silver as there is tin inside, and as much gold
as there is brass inside, I will give to you. I will transmute it
for you, weight for weight. The weight of tin now will be the



weight of silver later, and the weight of brass now will be
the weight of gold later.”

Tribulation Wholesome asked, “But how long a time, sir,
must the saints wait yet?”

Subtle replied, “Let me see, how’s the Moon now? Eight,
nine, ten days hence, he will be silver potate, then three days
must pass before he citronise. In some fifteen days, the
magisterium — the philosopher’s stone — will be
perfected.”

Ananias said, “About the second day of the third week, in
the ninth month!”

He avoided the names of days and months because so many
were based on the names of pagan gods or pagans. For
example, August is named after Caesar Augustus, and
Thursday is “Thor’s day.” Thor is a Nordic god.

Ananias was using an old-fashioned calendar that began with
March — Anabaptists believed that God created the world
in March. Today was November 1, and the philosopher’s
stone would be ready on November 16.

“Yes, my good Ananias,” Subtle said.

Tribulation Wholesome asked Subtle, “What will the price
of the orphans’ goods come to, do you think?”

Subtle said, “Approximately a hundred marks; the metal
goods are as much as three filled carts, which are unladed
now. You’ll make six millions from them — but I must have
more coals purchased and brought in.”

“What!” Tribulation Wholesome said.

“Another load,” Subtle said, “and then we have finished. We
must now increase our fire to ignis ardens, we are past fimus
equinus, balnei, cineris, and all those lesser heats.”



Ignis ardens is the hottest fire; fimus equinus is the fire of
horse dung, the least hot fire. In “creating” the philosopher’s
stone, alchemists went from the least hot fire to the hottest
fire.

Subtle said, “If the holy purse should with this draught fall
low and the saints need a ready sum of money, I have a trick
to melt the pewter you shall buy now, immediately, and with
a tincture to color the pewter you shall make as good Dutch
dollars as any are in Holland.”

Subtle was advising the Anabaptists to counterfeit Dutch
currency. Dutch dollars were silver coins.

“Can you do that?” Tribulation Wholesome asked.

“Yes, and they shall pass the third examination,” Subtle
replied.

The counterfeit coins would be so good that they could pass
repeated close inspections.

Ananias said, “This will be joyful tidings to the brethren.”
“But you must keep this secret,” Subtle said.

One punishment for counterfeiters in the Middle Ages was
being boiled alive; another was being pilloried and having
their ears cut off.

Tribulation Wholesome said, “Yes, but wait. This act of
coining, is it lawful?”

Ananias was eager to be a counterfeiter: “Lawful? We know
no magistrate, or if we did, this is foreign coin.”

Anabaptists believed in no civil magistrate when it came to
religious matters. When it came to religious matters, the only
lawgiver was God.



Contrary to what Ananias thought, whether the money being
counterfeited was foreign or not didn’t matter; in England, it
was illegal to counterfeit foreign money as well as domestic
money.

Subtle said, “It is no coining, sir. It is only casting metal.”

“Ha! You distinguish the two well,” Tribulation Wholesome
said. “Casting of money may be lawful.”

Coining money and casting money in this case were the same
action; both were counterfeiting money. If a government
casts money, it is lawful. If alchemists or Anabaptists cast
money, it is NOT lawful. Subtle was parodying Anabaptist
casuistry.

“It 1s, sir,” Ananias said.
“Truly, I take it to be so,” Tribulation Wholesome said.

“There is no scruple, sir, to be made about it,” Subtle said.
“Believe Ananias: This case of conscience he is studied in.
He knows the right thing for an Anabaptist to do.”

Tribulation Wholesome said, “I’ll bring this matter to the
attention of the brethren.”

“The brethren shall approve it as lawful,” Ananias said.
“Don’t doubt that. Where shall it be done?”

Knocking sounded at the door.

“We’ll talk about that soon,” Subtle said. “There’s someone
who has come to speak with me. Go inside, please, and view
the portions of metal. Inside is the whole inventory. I’ll come
to you soon.”

Tribulation Wholesome and Ananias went inside.

Subtle asked, “Who is it?”



He opened the door and said, “Face! Come inside.”
—33—
Face, wearing the Captain’s uniform, came inside.

Subtle asked him, “How are you now? Did you get a good
prize? Did you get a good profit?”

“Good pox!” Face complained. “Yonder costive cheater —
Surly — never showed up.”

“Costive” means “constipated.” Face was using the word as
an insult.

Subtle asked, “What happened?”

“I walked around the rotunda at the Temple Church until
now, and no Surly showed up.”

“And have you quit him?” Subtle asked. “Have you given up
on him?”

“Quit him!” Face said, “If Hell would quit — and acquit —
him, too, he would be happy. By God’s light! Would you
have me stalk like a mill-jade — a horse walking around and
around in a circle to grind grain — all day, for one who will
not yield us grains of profit? I know him of old — I know
his type.”

“Oh, if we had gulled and cheated him,” Subtle said, “it
would have shown our mastery — it would be something to
boast about!”

“Let him go, black boy!” Face said. “Don’t think about him.”

Subtle’s face was black with soot. Although a philosopher’s
stone could never be created, he kept a laboratory stocked
with at least a few chemicals and he kept a fire going at least
sometimes. A sooty face helped show that he was an
alchemist.



Face continued, “Instead, turn your attention to this — here’s
some fresh news that may possess and interest you. My dear
delicious comrade and my fellow part-time pimp, I need to
tell you that a noble count, a Don of Spain, who has come
here to England because of his religious convictions as a
Protestant, and who has brought munition — money and
clothing — with him, six great Dutch slops, aka baggy
trousers, bigger than three Dutch hoys, aka small coastal
ships, besides round trunk-hose, aka another kind of odd
clothing, furnished with pistolets, aka Spanish gold coins,
and pieces of eight, aka Spanish dollars, will soon be here,
my rogue, to enjoy a bath (that is the reason he gives for
coming here) and to make his battery upon our Doll
Common, our castle, our Cinque Port, our Dover pier, our
what you will.”

Bathhouses were whorehouses, and the Spanish Don
intended to sleep with Doll. Face humorously described this
as a Spanish Armada making an assault upon England’s
ports.

Face continued, “Where is she? She must prepare perfumes,
delicate linen, the bath in chief, a banquet, and her wit, for
she must milk his epididimas.”

At higher-class brothels, the john received a bath before
having sex with a prostitute. An epididimas is a tube carrying
sperm from the testicles. Doll was supposed to milk his balls;
that is, cause him to ejaculate.

Face asked, “Where is the doxy?”
A doxy is a prostitute.

“I’ll send her to you,” Subtle said. “I need to dispatch my
brace of little John Leidens, and come here again myself.”

A brace is a pair, and John Leiden was an Anabaptist. Subtle
was referring to Tribulation Wholesome and Ananias.



“Are they inside then?” Face asked.

“Yes,” Subtle said. “They are numbering the sum they will
pay for Sir Epicure Mammon’s metal goods.”

“How much?” Face asked.
“A hundred marks, boy,” Subtle said, and then he exited.

Face said, “Why, this is a lucky day. Ten pounds from
Mammon! Three from my clerk! A Portuguese gold coin
from my grocer/tobacconist! A hundred marks from the
brethren! In addition, there will be reversions, aka future
profits, and estates to come in with the widow, and additional
profits from my Spanish Count! My share of the profits
today will not be bought for forty —”

Doll Common entered the room.
“What do you want?” she asked.

“Pounds, dainty Dorothy!” Face said. “I want money! Are
you so near?”

He meant, Do you want what I want?

“Yes,” Doll replied. “Say, lord General, how fares our
camp?”

Face replied, “As with the few who had entrenched
themselves safe, by their discipline, against a world, Doll,
and laughed within those trenches, and grew fat with
thinking on the booty and profit, Doll, brought in daily by
their small raiding parties.”

To “laugh and grow fat” meant “hearty enjoyment” — they
laughed until they grew sweaty because their cons were
successful at bringing in booty and profit.



Face continued, “This dear hour, a doughty Don is taken
with my Doll; and you may make his ransom what you will,
my Dousabel.”

“Dousabel” comes from the French “douce et belle,” which
means “sweet and pretty.”

Face continued, “He shall be brought here fettered with your
fair looks, before he sees you; and he will be thrown on a
down-bed, as dark as any dungeon, where you shall keep him
awake with your drum — your drum, my Doll, your drum
— until he is as tame as the poor blackbirds were in the great
frost, or bees are with a basin, and so you throw him in the
swan-skin coverlet, and cambric sheets, until he work honey
and wax, my little God’s-gift.”

The Spanish Don would come here, and Doll would bed him.
She would use her “drum” to keep him awake until he
ejaculated and became tame. “To work honey” means “to
use his penis to engage in sticky sexual caresses” and the
“wax” he produced would be semen. Wax is a substance
secreted by bees, but “to wax” means “to grow,” and the
Spanish Don’s penis would grow.

During winters that were so cold that the Thames River was
covered with ice, blackbirds became so hungry that they
were “tame” — they would take food from the hands of a
human. According to folklore, bees would return to the hive
if a basin were drummed.

Doll’s “drum” was used in a rhythmic sexual pounding.

“Doll” is a nickname for “Dorothy,” which is derived from
the Greek Dorothea, which means “God’s-gift.”

“Who is this man, General?”” Doll asked.

Face replied, “He is an adalantado, a grandee, girl.”



An adalantado is a Spanish grandee; a grandee is a Spanish
nobleman of the highest rank.

Face asked, “Hasn’t my Dapper been here yet?”
“No,” Doll replied.

“Nor my Drugger?”

“He has not, either,” Doll replied.

“A pox on them!” Face said. “They are taking so long to
collect money to give to us! Such stinkards should not be
seen upon these festival days.”

Subtle entered the room.

Face asked, “How is everything? Have you finished with the
Anabaptists?”’

“All is done,” Subtle said. “They are gone. The sum of
money they paid is put away safe and sound, my Face. [ wish
we knew another businessman now who would buy
Mammon’s metal objects outright. I have sold them once,
but if I sold them twice we would have twice the profit.”

Face said, “By God’s eyelid, Nab shall buy them in the
expectation that he will marry the widow. He will buy the
metal items in order to furnish his household.”

“Excellent idea,” Subtle said. “Good thinking. I pray to God
he comes here soon.”

Face said, “I pray that he keeps away until our new business
with the Spanish Don is over and done.”

Subtle asked, “But, Face, how did you come to learn about
this secret Don?”

Another meaning of “secret” is “pertaining to mystical,
occult matters.”



Face replied, “A spirit brought me the intelligence in a paper
here, as I was conjuring yonder in my circle for Surly; I have
my personal spiritual attendants abroad. Your bath is
famous, Subtle, by my means.”

He was referring to the rotunda of Temple Church as a
magician’s circle, but all that had happened was that while
he was walking in the rotunda looking for Surly, someone
handed him a note. The note was about finding a whore to
have sex with.

Face continued, “Sweet Doll, you must go tune your
virginals without losing any time. Listen. Give good action.
Firk like a flounder. Kiss like a scallop, close. And tickle him
with your mother tongue.”

Virginals was a musical instrument like the harpsichord, but
Face was using the word in a sexual sense: He wanted Doll
to get ready to have sex with the Spanish Don.

“Firk” is to “fuck” as “dern” is to “damn.” Flounders
undulate when they swim. A scallop is a shellfish; the two
pieces of the shell are close together. “Tickle him with your
mother tongue” is fellatio.

Face continued, “His great Verdugoship has not a jot of the
English language; this will make him so much the easier to
be cheated, my Dolly.”

The Spanish word “verdugo” means either “hangman” or “a
young shoot of a tree.” The second meaning may mean that
Face thinks the Spanish Don is young and naive and so will
be easy to cheat. The first meaning is simply an insult.

Face continued, “He will come here in a hired coach, in
secret, accompanied by our own coachman, whom I have
sent as guide, and no one else.”

Knocking sounded at the door.



Face asked, “Who’s that?”

Doll exited to find out.

Subtle asked, “Isn’t that the Spanish Don?”

Face replied, “Oh, no. It’s too early for it to be him.”
Doll returned.

“Who is it?” Subtle asked.

“Dapper, your clerk,” Doll replied.

“This is God’s will then,” Face said.

He said to Doll, “Queen of Fairy, put your costume on.”
Doll exited.

Face said to Subtle, “And, Doctor, put on your academic
robes. Let’s get this business over and done with, for God’s
sake.

“It will take some time,” Subtle said.

“That’s true,” Face said. “Take the cues I give you, and the
time shall be brief enough.”

Face went to the window, looked out, and said, “By God’s
light, here are two more! I see Abel Drugger, and I think he
has with him the angry boy, the heir, who wants to learn how
to quarrel.”

“Is the widow with them?”” Subtle asked.
“No, not that I see,” Face said. “Leave and get dressed.”
Subtle exited.

—34—

Dapper entered the room.



Face, who was dressed like a Captain, said to him, “Oh, sir,
you are welcome. The Doctor is inside working for you. I
have had to take many pains to persuade him to do it!

“He swears you’ll be the darling of the dice. He says that he
never heard her highness the Queen of Fairy dote until now.
Your aunt has spoken about you the most gracious words
that can be thought on.”

“Shall I see her grace?” Dapper asked.
“You shall see her, and kiss her, too,” Face replied.
Abel Drugger entered the room, followed by Kastril.

Face said, “What, honest Nab! Have you brought the
damask?”

“No, sir,” Drugger said. “Here’s the tobacco.”

Face said, “That is well done, Nab. Will you bring the
damask, too?”

“Yes,” Drugger said. “Captain Face, here’s the gentleman,
Master Kastril, whom I have brought to see the Doctor.”

“Where’s the widow?”” Captain Face asked.

Drugger replied, “Sir, if Kastril likes what happens here, his
sister, he says, shall come.”

“Is that so?” Captain Face said. “All in good time.”
He then asked, “Is your name Kastril, sir?”

Kastril replied, “Yes, and I’m the best of the Kastrils. I’d be
sorry otherwise by fifteen hundred pounds a year.”

He was the oldest male son and so had inherited the bulk of
his late father’s estate.



He asked, “Where is the Doctor? My mad tobacco-boy, here,
tells me that the Doctor is a man who can do things. Has the
Doctor any skill?”

“In what, sir?” Captain Face asked.

“To carry out the business of dueling — that is, to manage a
quarrel fairly, upon fit terms and according to the rules,”
Kastril said.

“It seems, sir, you are new to London,” Face said, “since you
wonder about his ability to do that.”

Kastril, who was from the country, said, “Sir, I am not so
young, but I have heard some speech of the angry boys, and
seen them take tobacco in Drugger’s shop, and I can take
tobacco, too, and I would like to be one of the angry boys,
and go down and practice being angry in the country.”

The angry boys, aka roaring boys, were upper-class
hooligans who smoked tobacco and who insulted and fought
people. Dueling was illegal in England, but many people
died in duels in France. The angry boys wanted to learn the
rules for insulting and fighting people because the rules
would let them know to what extent they could insult other
people without having to fight a duel.

Face said, “Sir, as for the duello, the Doctor, I assure you,
shall inform and educate you to the least shadow of a hair;
and he will show you a document he has written. When you
report to him a quarrel you are involved in, he can tell you
how serious the quarrel is, and how safe or dangerous it is,
and whether or not a duel to the death must be fought.

“He will let you know how the quarrel may be borne,
whether in a right line, or a half circle, or else may be cast
into an angle that is blunt, if not acute. All this he will
demonstrate. And then, he will teach you rules for giving and
receiving insults about being a liar.”



“What?” Kastril said. “To take the insult of being called a
liar?”

Face replied, “Yes, in oblique he’ll show you how to take the
insult, or in a circle he’ll show you how to take the insult,
but never in diameter.”

To be directly accused of being a liar — for example, “You
lie in your throat” — was an insult that required a duel to
settle. Being accused indirectly of lying, however, need not
result in a duel. There were other ways to handle the issue.

Face continued, “The whole town of London studies his
theorems about quarreling, and disputes and discusses them
ordinarily at the eating academies.”

The “eating academies” were ordinaries — places for eating
and drinking and gambling. Face was playing with language.

Kastril asked, “Does he teach living by the wits, too?”

A person who lives by his wits is able to survive and advance
himself with his intelligence. A person who lives by his wits
lacks a regular source of income and often is forced to cheat
others. Possibly, Kastril thought that living by one’s wits
meant being witty and making puns.

Face replied, “He teaches anything whatsoever. You cannot
think of any subtle subject but he reads and understands it.

“Can he teach living by one’s wits? Look at me. He made
me a Captain. [ was a stark pimp previously and was a novice
to gambling like you, before I met with him. That was not
even two months ago. I’ll tell you his method: First, he will
introduce you at some ordinary eating and drinking place.
He will enter you there as if you were a student.”

Apparently, Face wanted Kastril to think that Face had
become a Captain as a result of winning at gambling —
something he had learned from Doctor Subtle.



“No,” Kastril said. “I’ll not go there. You shall pardon me.”
“Why not, sir?” Captain Face asked.
“There’s gambling there, and tricks, and cheating.”

“What!” Face said. “Do you want to be a gallant and not
gamble?”

“Yes, gambling will financially ruin a man. It will spend a
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man.
“Spend a man” meant “waste a man’s wealth.”

“Spend you!” Face said. “It will repair you when you are
spent. How do they live by their wits there, who have spent
six times your fortunes?”

Kastril said, “What? Three thousand pounds a year!”

Apparently, this was his annual income. If he had been a
younger son, he would have been poorer by fifteen hundred
pounds per year. But possibly his real annual income was
five hundred pounds a year, and he had been exaggerating
his annual income earlier.

Face said, “Yes, forty thousand.”

Forty thousand pounds would produce a good annual
income.

Face may have been stating that Kastril would definitely lose
all his money gambling. Kastril wanted to learn how to live
by his wits, and people with steady sources of income do not
need to live by their wits.

Kastril asked, “Are there such men?”

“Yes, sir,” Captain Face replied. “And they are still gallants
and dress well.”



He pointed to Dapper and said, “Here’s a young gentleman
who was born to nothing. He has forty marks a year, which
I count as nothing. He is to be initiated into the world of
gallantry and receive a familiar spirit from the Doctor to help
him win at gambling. Dapper will win, by irresistible luck,
within this fortnight, enough to buy a Barony for himself.
His Barony and the money he wins will cause people to treat
him with great respect. They will set him at the head of the
table, the position of honor, at the groom-porter’s all the
Christmas season.”

A groom-porter was a court officer of the English Royal
Household. He managed gambling and resolved disputes
related to gambling.

Captain Face continued, “And for the whole year through, at
every place, where there is gambling, they will present him
with the chair of honor, the best service, the best drink and
sometimes will present him with two glasses of Canary wine
and pay nothing.”

Captain Face may have wanted Kastril to think that Dapper
would pay nothing, but actually he had said that whoever
presented Dapper with two glasses of Canary wine would
pay nothing — and would possibly drink one of the glasses
of wine.

Captain Face continued, “They will present him with the
purest linen and the sharpest knife. The partridge will be next
to his plate, and somewhere he will be presented with a
dainty bed, in private, with the dainty.”

The dainty is a dainty woman — a prostitute.

All of this would be the result of the money that Dapper
expected to win at gambling.

Captain Face continued, “You shall have your ordinaries bid
for him, as playhouses bid for a poet.”



Poets such as William Shakespeare wrote plays. A good poet
was highly valued, and Shakespeare did well financially.

Captain Face continued, “The master of the ordinary will ask
him to say aloud what dish he wants, which must be buttered
shrimps, and those who drink to no mouth else, will drink to
his, as being the splendid president mouth of all the board.
Yes, those who drink toasts to no one else will drink toasts
to him.”

Kastril asked, “Do you not gull one? Are you deceiving
me?”

“As God is my life, do you think that?” Captain Face said.
“A cast-off commander — an unemployed military
commander — who has little credit and can get only two
pairs of gloves or two pairs of spurs without paying in
advance, will, as swiftly as post-horses, by dealing with
Doctor Subtle, arrive at competent means and money to keep
himself, a woman for heterosexual sex, and a naked boy for
homosexual sex in excellent fashion and be admired for it.”

Apparently, if you have enough money, you can be admired
for unethical behavior. This is as true now as it was then.
Quite a few highly respected rock stars have allegedly slept
with underage girls. A rich USAmerican President has
boasted about grabbing women “by the pussy.”

Kastril asked, “Will the Doctor teach this?”

Captain Face said, “He will do more, sir, when your land is
gone, as men of spirit hate to keep earth long —”

He was saying clearly that Kastril would lose his land and so
lose his income. Kastril would probably do this through
gambling — Kastril had neglected to ask for a familiar spirit
as Dapper had done to help him win at gambling. (Not that a
familiar spirit would help him win at gambling.)



Kastril no doubt thought that being a man of spirit was a
good thing.

Captain Face continued, “— in a vacation, when small
money is stirring, and ordinaries are suspended until the term
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London was much quieter during vacations between law
terms.

Captain Face continued, “— he’ll show you a perspective,
where on one side you shall see the faces and the persons of
all sufficient young heirs in town, whose bonds are current
for commodity. On the other side, you shall see the
merchants’ forms, and others, who without the help of any
second broker who would expect a share, will trust such
parcels. In the third square, you shall see the exact street and
sign where the commodity is, and does but wait to be
delivered, be it pepper, soap, hops, or tobacco, oatmeal,
woad (a plant used to make blue dye), or cheeses. All of
these things you may so handle, to enjoy to your own use,
and never stand obliged to pay for them.”

As a man who had lost his money and land and the rest of
his inheritance through gambling, Kastril would have to live
by his wits. The “perspective” — possibly a magic mirror —
that Doctor Subtle would supposedly show him would let
him know who are the young men who are being cheated in
the commodities swindle — taking out a loan and getting
part of the loan in much overvalued commodities. It would
also show him the merchants and others who would profit
from supplying the commodities. Finally, it would show him
where the commodities were stored. The heirs would get the
commodities, have little use for them, and store them.
Kastril, who was living by his wits, would break in and steal
the commodities.

“Really!” Kastril said. “Is he such a fellow?”



He thought that getting the commodities without paying for
them would be wonderful.

Face replied, “Why, Nab here knows him. And then for
making wedding matches for rich widows, young
gentlewomen, heirs, he’s the most fortunate man who can
deliver the greatest amount of fortune when arranging a
match. Doctor Subtle’s sent to, from far and near, from all
over England, by people who want to have his counsel, and
to know their fortunes.”

“By God’s will, my suster shall see him,” Kastril said.

He was a country boy, and he used the country-boy
pronunciation of “sister.”

“I’ll tell you, sir, what he told me about Nab,” Captain Face
said. “It’s a strange thing!”

He then said to Drugger, “By the way, you must eat no
cheese, Nab. It breeds melancholy, and that same
melancholy breeds worms, but forget it.”

Captain Face said to Kastril, “He told me that honest Nab
here was never in a tavern but once in his life.”

Drugger said, “That’s the truth, and no more than once.”
Captain Face said, “And then he was so sick —”

With a hangover, no doubt.

Drugger said, “Could he tell you that, too?”

“How else would I know it?”” Captain Face replied.

Drugger said, “In truth we had been out shooting and had a
piece of fat ram-mutton for supper, and it lay so heavy on
my stomach —”



Captain Face interrupted, “And he has no head to bear any
wine; for what with the noise of the fiddlers, and care of his
shop, for he dares to keep no servants —”

Drugger did not trust servants, and so he ran the shop by
himself.

Drugger said, “My head did so ache —”

Captain Face said, “And he was eager to be brought home,
Doctor Subtle told me, and then a good old woman —”

Drugger interrupted, “— yes, indeed, she dwells in Sea-coal
Lane, and she did cure me with boiled ale and the plant
known as pellitory of the wall. It cost me only two-pence.”

He hesitated and said, “I had another sickness that was worse
than that.”

Captain Face said, “Yes, that was with the grief you suffered
for being assessed at eighteen-pence for the water-work.”

Pump houses were being built in London to provide Thames
River water to houses.

Drugger said, “That’s the truth, and it was likely to have cost
me almost my life.”

“Your hair fell out?” Captain Face asked.
“Yes, sir,” Drugger said.
Baldness can be a sign of syphilis.

Drugger added, “The high assessment was done out of
spite.”

Captain Face said, “That’s correct — so says Doctor Subtle.”

Kastril said, “Please, tobacco-boy, go fetch my suster. I’ll
see this learned boy before I go, and so shall she.”



Captain Face said, “Sir, he is busy now, but if you have a
sister to fetch hither, perhaps your own efforts may bring her
here sooner, and he by that time will be free.”

Kastril said, “T am leaving.”
He exited.

Captain Face said, “Drugger, the widow is yours! You shall
marry her! The damask!”

Abel Drugger exited.

Captain Face thought, Subtle and I must wrestle to decide
who marries the widow.

Subtle was an older man, so Face would almost certainly win
the wrestling match.

Face said out loud, “Come on, Master Dapper, you see how
I turn clients here away so that we can give your cause swift
dispatch. Have you performed the ceremonies we prescribed
for you?”

Dapper replied, “Yes, I used the vinegar, and I put on a clean
shirt.”

Captain Face said, “That’s good. That clean shirt may do you
more good than you think. The Queen of Fairy, your aunt, is
on fire, although she will not show it, to have a sight of you.
Have you provided for her grace’s servants?”

Dapper was supposed to bring money for the servants of the
Queen of Fairy.

Dapper replied, “Yes, here are six score Edward shillings.”
“Good!” Captain Face said.

These were shillings minted during the reign of King
Edward VL



“And an old Harry’s sovereign.”

This was a sovereign minted during the reign of King Henry
VIIIL

Coins were identified by whose reign they were minted in
because the amount of precious metal in the coins varied
from sovereign to sovereign.

“Very good!” Captain Face said.

“And three James shillings, and an Elizabeth groat.
Altogether, they are exactly twenty nobles.”

The sovereigns were King James I and Queen Elizabeth I.
“Oh, you are too exact,” Captain Face said.

He would have preferred that Dapper bring more than
exactly twenty nobles.

He added, “I wish you had had the other noble in Maries.”

Queen Mary I was the sovereign between King Edward VI
and Queen Elizabeth 1. After she married, both her portrait
and her husband’s portrait appeared on coins.

Dapper said, “I have some Philip and Maries.”

These were coins bearing the faces of Queen Mary of
England and her husband, the future King Philip II of Spain.
Maries were rare because Bloody Mary reigned only one
year before marrying Philip. She began her reign in July
1553 and married Philip of Spain on 25 July 1554. Philip of
Spain became King Philip II of Spain on 16 January 1556,
and Queen Mary died on 17 November 1558.

Captain Face said, “Yes, those are the best of all.”

Those coins were the best of all because they were in
addition to the coins he had already received. Or Face may



have been making a joke because those two sovereigns were
NOT the best of all. Queen Mary I attempted to make
England a Catholic nation again. Some Protestant bishops,
including Archbishop Thomas Cranmer, were burnt at the
stake, and other violence broke out, resulting in her being
known as Bloody Mary. As King Philip II of Spain, Philip
attempted to invade England with the Spanish Armada in
1588. Fortunately, England decisively defeated the Spanish
Armada.

Captain Face asked, “Where are they?”

Dapper handed the coins to Captain Face, who said, “Listen,
I hear the Doctor.”

—35—

Subtle, disguised as and wearing the costume of a Priest of
Fairy, entered the room. He was carrying a strip of cloth.

Using a feigned voice, Subtle asked, “Has her grace’s cousin
come yet?”

Captain Face said, “He has come.”

“And is he fasting?” Subtle asked.

“Yes.”

“And has he cried ‘hum’?”

Face said to Dapper, “Thrice, you must answer.”
Dapper said, “Thrice.”

Subtle asked, “And as often has he said ‘buzz’?”

Face said to Dapper, “If you have, say so.”

Dapper said, “I have.”



Subtle said, “Then, to her cuz, aka nephew, hoping that he
has vinegared his senses as he was bid, the Fairy Queen
dispenses by me this robe, the petticoat of Lady Fortune.
This petticoat he immediately must put on, she importunes.
And though to Lady Fortune near be her petticoat, yet nearer
is her smock, the Queen does note.”

A smock is a ladies’ undergarment. Subtle was identifying
Lady Fortune and the Queen of Fairy as the same person.

Subtle, disguised as a Priest of Fairy, continued, “And
therefore, a piece of her smock the Queen of Fairy has sent.
When Dapper was a child, a piece of her smock was rent to
wrap him in, and she requests that for a scarf he now will
wear it with as much love as then her grace did tear it, around
his eyes to show he is fortunate.”

They used the piece of ladies’ underwear to blindfold
Dapper’s eyes.

Subtle continued, still using a feigned voice, “And, trusting
to her to make his fortune and estate, the Queen of Fairy
wants him to throw away all worldly pelf — all money and
valuables — that are on him. Once he has performed that,
she will not doubt him.”

“She need not doubt him, sir,” Face said to the disguised
Subtle. “Alas, he has nothing, except what he will part with
as willingly, upon her grace’s word —”

He said to Dapper, “Throw away your wallet.”

He said to Subtle, “— as she would ask it.”

He said to Dapper, “Throw away handkerchiefs and all.”
He said to Subtle, “Whatever she orders, he’ll obey.”

Dapper threw away his wallet and handkerchiefs. In this
society, handkerchiefs were expensive.



Face said to Dapper, “If you have a ring on you, cast it away,
or if you have a silver seal at your wrist, throw it away, too.
Her grace will send her fairies here to search you; therefore,
deal directly with her highness. If they find that you conceal
a mite, you are ruined.”

A mite is a small coin of little monetary value.
In Luke 20:45-47 and 21:1-4 we read:

45 Then in the audience of all the people he said unto his
disciples,

46 Beware of the scribes, which desire to walk in long robes,
and love greetings in the markets, and the highest seats in the
synagogues, and the chief rooms at feasts;

47 Which devour widows’ houses, and for a shew make long
prayers: the same shall receive greater damnation.

1 And he looked up, and saw the rich men casting their gifis
into the treasury.

2 And he saw also a certain poor widow casting in thither
two mites.

3 And he said, Of a truth I say unto you, that this poor widow
hath cast in more than they all:

4 For all these have of their abundance cast in unto the
offerings of God: but she of her penury hath cast in all the
living that she had. (King James Version)

The same story is told in Mark 12:38-44.

Face and Subtle are much more like the scribes who devour
widows’ houses than they are like the widow.

Dapper said, “Truly, that’s all.”
“All what?” Face asked.



“All my money,” Dapper said. “I am telling the truth.”
Face said, “Keep nothing that is transitory about you.”

“Transitory” means “belonging to this transitory world.”
That includes money and other wealth.

Face whispered to Subtle, “Tell Doll to play music.”

He then said to the blindfolded Dapper, “Look, the elves
have come—"

Doll played on a cittern in the next room.

Face continued, “— to pinch you, if you are not telling the
truth. You have been warned.”

Face and Subtle pinched the blindfolded Dapper, who said,
“Ow! I have a paper with a spur-royal in it.”

A spur-royal is a coin — a royal that has the design of a Sun
and Sunbeams on it. The Sun and Sunbeams look like the
rowel of a spur. A rowel is a small wheel with radiating
spokes.

Face and Subtle began to speak in “Fairy,” using feigned
voices. When Face translated the Fairy language, he used his
normal voice. Subtle used two disguised voices: one for the
Priest of Fairy, and one for the fairy.

Face said, “Ti, ti.

“They knew it, they say.”
Subtle said, “Ti, ti, i, ta.
“He has more yet.”

Face said, “Ti, ti-ti-ti.
“In the other pocket?”

Subtle said, “Titi, titi, titi, titi, titi.



“The fairies must pinch him or he will never confess, they
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say.
Face and Subtle pinched Dapper again.
Dapper said, “Ow! Ow!”

Face said, “No, please hold back — he is her grace’s
nephew.

“Ti, ti, ti?

“The fairies say this: What do you care? In good faith, you
shall care.”

Face then said to Dapper, “Deal plainly, sir, and shame the
fairies. Show that you are an innocent.”

The phrase “an innocent” means both “a not-guilty person”
and “a fool.”

Dapper said, “I swear by this good light, I have nothing.”
Subtle said, “Ti, ti, ti, ti, to, ta.
“He does equivocate, she says.”

“To equivocate” means “to conceal the truth by using
deceptive language.”

Subtle continued, “Ti, ti do ti, ti ti do, ti da.
“And he swears by the light when he is blinded.”

Dapper said, “I swear by this good dark, I have nothing but
a half-crown of gold about my wrist, that my love gave me,
and I have a leaden heart I have worn since she forsook me.”

Face said, “I thought it was something. And would you incur
your aunt’s displeasure for these trifles? Come, I had rather
you had thrown away twenty half-crowns.”



Indeed, he would. Twenty half-crowns are worth twenty
times one half-crown.

Dapper took off the half-crown that he was wearing as a
bracelet.

Face told him, “You may wear your leaden heart still.”
Lead is not a precious metal.
Doll entered the room hastily.

Face and Subtle went to Doll and talked to her quietly so that
Dapper would not overhear them.

Face asked, “What is it?”
Subtle asked, “What is your news, Doll?”
Doll replied, “Yonder’s your Knight, Sir Mammon.”

Face said, “By God’s eyelid, we never thought of him until
now! Where is he?”

Doll replied, “Here next to this room; he is at the door.”

Subtle said to Face, “And you are not ready to meet him!
You are dressed as Captain Face, not as Lungs!”

He then ordered, “Doll, get Lungs’ suit of clothing.”
Doll exited.
Subtle said to Face, “He must not be sent back.”

Face said, “You are correct. We must keep him here. What
shall we do with this puffin we have here, now he’s on the
spit?”

The puffin was Dapper. Puffins were seabirds whose young
puffed up their feathers and looked plump and were
considered a delicacy. (By the way, in this culture, proud
people were called puffins.)



Dapper was metaphorically on the spit, ready to be roasted.
Face and Subtle were getting everything of value that they
could get from him.

Subtle said, “Why, we’ll lay him back awhile, with some
excuse. Let’s put him on the back burner. Sir Epicure
Mammon is the big prize — the one we can get the most
money from.”

Doll came back with the clothes Face wore when he was
Lungs, the alchemist’s assistant.

Subtle said loudly, “Tj, #, ¢, ti, ti, ti.

“Would her grace speak with me? I am coming.”

He then said quietly, “Help me dress Face quickly, Doll!”
They began to dress him.

Knocking sounded on the door.

Face asked, “Who’s there?”

Hearing the answer, he said, “Sir Epicure, my master’s in the
way of my coming to you — he can’t know you’re here.
Please walk three or four turns around the room, just until
Subtle’s back is turned, and I’ll be able to serve you.”

He then whispered, “Quickly, Doll!”

Subtle went to Dapper and said out loud, “Her grace the
Queen of Fairy commends her kindly to you, master
Dapper.”

“I long to see her grace,” Dapper replied.

Subtle said, “She now is eating dinner in her bed, and she
has sent you from her own private plate a dead mouse and a
piece of gingerbread to be merry with and appease your



hunger, lest you faint with fasting. Yet if you could hold out
until she sees you, she says, it would be better for you.”

Face said, “Sir, he shall hold out, even if it were for two
hours, for her highness, I can assure you of that. We will not
lose all we have done.”

Subtle said, “He must neither see nor speak to anybody until
then.”

Face said, “For that reason we’ll put, sir, a gag in his mouth.”
“A gag of what?” Subtle asked.

“Of gingerbread,” Face said. “You put it in. He who has
pleased her grace thus far shall not now shrink back because
of a little inconvenience.”

He said to Dapper, “Open your mouth, sir, and let him put
the gag in.”

Subtle put the gingerbread in Dapper’s mouth.

Subtle and Doll spoke quietly together so that Dapper could
not hear them.

Subtle asked, “Where shall we put him now?”
Doll replied, “In the privy.”
A privy is a latrine.

Subtle said to Dapper, “Come along, sir, I now must show
you Lady Fortune’s privy lodgings.”

“Privy lodgings” are “private rooms.”
Face asked, “Are they perfumed, and is his bath ready?”

“All is ready,” Subtle said. “Only the fumigation’s
somewhat strong.”



One meaning of “fumigating” is “perfuming with aromatic
plants.” Another meaning is “generating odorous fumes.”

Yes, the fumigation of a privy can be somewhat strong.

Subtle led Dapper away, and Doll Common carried away
Face’s Captain’s uniform.

Face said, “Sir Epicure, I am yours, sir, by and by.”

He finished dressing as Lungs while Subtle, Doll, and
Dapper exited.



ACT 4 (The Alchemist)
—4.1 —

Face, now dressed as Lungs, opened the door, let in Sir
Epicure Mammon, and said, “Sir, you have come here at the
absolute best time.”

“Where’s your master?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

“He is now preparing for projection, sir,” Face said. “Your
metal stuff will all be changed into precious metals shortly.”

“Into gold?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.
“Into gold and silver, sir.”
“I don’t care for silver.”

“Yes, sir,” Face said, “but there will be a little silver that you
can give to beggars.”

“Where’s the lady?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

“She is at hand here,” Face said. “I have told her such brave
and splendid things about you, especially about your
generosity and your noble spirit.”

“Have you?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

“Yes, so much that she is almost in her fit because she is so
eager to see you. But, good sir, speak about no theology in
your conference with her for fear of putting her in a rage —
a mad fit.”

“I promise you I won’t,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

Face said, “If you do, six men will not hold her down, and
then, if the old man — Doctor Subtle — should hear or sece

2

you —

“Don’t worry about that,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.



Face continued, “— the whole house, sir, would run mad.
You know it. You know how scrupulous he is, and violent,
against the least act of sin.

“Medicine, or mathematics, poetry, affairs of state, or
bawdry, as I told you, she will endure, and never be startled
at hearing about them, but say to her no word of religious
controversy.”

“You have schooled me well, good Ulen.”

“And you must praise her family, remember that,” Face said,
“and her nobility.”

“Leave it to me,” Sir Epicure Mammon said. “No
genealogist at the College of Heralds, no, nor antiquary, aka
student of history, Lungs, shall do it better. Go.”

Face thought, Why, this is yet a kind of modern happiness, to
have Doll Common thought to be a great lady.

In this society, “happiness” meant both “good fortune” and
“fitness,” and “modern” meant “common,” “trivial,” and
“current.”

In other words, this is one of the things that Face was
thinking: In our modern society, how fitting it is that a
prostitute such as Doll Common should be thought to be a
great lady.

Face exited to get Doll.

Alone, Sir Epicure Mammon said to himself, “Now, Epicure,
heighten yourself.”

By “heighten yourself,” he meant, “Raise your level of
discourse, and talk like a courtier.” Readers may be forgiven
if they thought he meant, “Heighten and raise a certain part
of my body.”



He continued, “Talk to her all in gold. Rain on her as many
showers as Jove did drops on his Danag.”

Jupiter, the Roman King of the gods, had appeared to Danaé
after taking the form of a shower of gold. He made her
pregnant, and she gave birth to the hero Perseus.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “Show that the god is a
miser, compared with me, Mammon. What! The
philosopher’s stone will do it. She shall feel gold, taste gold,
hear gold, sleep gold; indeed, we will concumbere gold.”

Concumbere is Latin for “to have sex.”

He continued, “I will be puissant and mighty in my talk to
her.”

He heard a noise and said, “Here she comes.”
Face and Doll entered the room. Doll was richly dressed.

Face whispered to Doll, “Up and at him, Doll. Suckle him
and nurse him along as if he were a baby.”

He then said out loud, “This is the noble Knight, I told your
ladyship —”

Sir Epicure Mammon interrupted, “Madam, with your
pardon, I kiss your vesture.”

“Vesture” is elevated language for “clothing” or “dress.”

Doll replied, “Sir, I would be uncivil if I were to endure that.
My lip to you, sir.”

To kiss a lady’s dress is often not acceptable. When Doll
replied, “My lip to you, sir,” she had her choice of two
responses: 1) Doll could curl her lip at Sir Epicure Mammon
to show that she was rejecting his uncivilized behavior, or 2)
Doll could kiss him. Doll had to decide whether to play hard
to get.



Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I hope my lord your brother is
in health, lady.”

Doll replied, “My lord, my brother is, although I am no lady,
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SIr.

One meaning of “lady” is “the female equivalent of a lord.”
It has another meaning that also did not pertain to Doll.

Face thought, Well said, my Guinea bird.
“Guinea bird” is slang for “prostitute.”
Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Right noble madam —”

Face thought, Oh, we shall have most fierce idolatry — make
it iDOLLatry.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “— it is your prerogative;
it is your right to be called ‘lady.’”

Doll replied, “Rather, it is your courtesy that makes you call
me ‘lady.””

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Even if there were nothing else
to make known your virtues to me, your answers reveal your
breeding and your blood.”

Doll said, “Blood we boast none, sir. I am a poor Baron’s
daughter.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Poor! And he begat you? Don’t
be profane. Had your father slept all the happy remnant of
his life after that act of procreation, just lying there still and
panting, he would have done enough to make himself, his
issue, and his posterity noble.”

Doll said, “Sir, although we may be said to lack the gilt and
trappings, the dress of honor, yet we strive to keep the seeds
and the materials.”



She was using the language of alchemy. “The seeds and the
materials” meant “the essential elements.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I see that the old ingredient,
virtue, was not lost, nor was lost the drug money used to
make your compound.”

He also was using the language of alchemy.

He continued, “There is a strange — foreign — nobility in
your eye, this lip, that chin! I think you resemble one of the
Austrian Princes.”

The Austrian Princes were Hapsburgs; the Hapsburg lip was
a prominent lower lip. Look up images of the Habsburg lip,
and you will see that his attempt to flatter Doll was an abject
failure. Being of royal blood does not necessarily mean that
one is good looking. Chances are, Sir Epicure Mammon
knew little about what the Austrian Princes looked like.

Face thought, Very likely! Her father was an Irish
costermonger. He sold fruit from a cart.

A “coster” is an apple, but costermongers sold other kinds of
fruit, too.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “The house of Valois had just
such a nose, and such a forehead the Medici of Florence still
boast.”

Doll said, “Truly, I have been likened to all these Princes.”
Face thought, I'll be sworn that it is true because I heard it.

Some guys, such as Sir Epicure Mammon, will say anything
to get laid. In Doll’s case, “How much?” and “OK” are
usually all that need to be said.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I don’t see how! You don’t
resemble any one Prince; rather, you have the very best of
all their features.”



Face thought, I’l/ go into another room and laugh.
He exited.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “You have a certain touch,
or air, that sparkles a divinity, beyond an earthly beauty!”

Doll said, “Oh, you are playing the role of a courtier.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Good lady, give me permission

2

Doll interrupted, “Truly, I may not give you permission to
mock me, sir.”

Sir Epicure Mammon finished, “— to burn in this sweet
flame of love. The phoenix never knew a nobler death.”

The phoenix was a mythological Arabian bird that lived for
five hundred years, burned itself up, and rose reborn from
the ashes.

Doll said, “Now you court the courtier.”

She meant that he was out-doing the courtier — speaking
more extravagant praise than even a courtier would speak.

She continued, “You destroy what you would build. This art,
sir, that you put in your words calls your whole faith into
question. By speaking such extravagant praise, you make me
question your praise.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “By my soul —”

Doll interrupted, “Oaths are made of the same air, sir. You
can swear exaggerated oaths just like you say exaggerated
praise.”

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “— Nature never bestowed
upon mortality a more unblemished, a more harmonious



physical appearance. She played the stepdame in all other
faces.”

Stepmothers were thought to be less generous and caring
than mothers.

He said, “Sweet madam, let me be particular —”

This society used “particular” to mean “familiar, intimate,
close, friendly,” but Doll deliberately interpreted
“particular” to mean sexually “familiar, intimate, close,
friendly.”

She interrupted, “‘Particular,” sir! I hope you know your
distance!”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I don’t mean ‘particular’ in any
ill sense, sweet lady, but merely to be friendly enough to you
to ask how your fair graces pass the hours? I see you are
lodged here in the house of a rare and splendid man, an
excellent artist, but what’s that to you? Why are you here?”

Doll said, “Yes, he is a rare and splendid man, sir. I study
mathematics and astrology, as well as distillation and
alchemy, here.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Oh, I see! I beg your pardon.
He’s a divine instructor! He can extract the souls of all things
by his art. He can call all the virtues and the miracles of the
Sun into a temperate furnace. He can teach dull Nature what
her own forces are. He is a man whom the Emperor has
courted above Kelley and has sent him medals and chains —
necklaces — to invite him to come to his court.”

Edward Kelley was an associate of John Dee; he was also an
alchemist who claimed to have the philosopher’s stone.
Because of this claim, Holy Roman Emperor Rudolph II of
Germany invited him to his court. When Edward Kelley
failed to make gold, Rudolph II had him imprisoned. In this



society, chains can be necklaces, but Edward Kelley wore a
different kind of chains in prison.

Doll said, “Yes, and for his medical art, sir —”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “His medical art is above the
medical art of Aesculapius, who drew the envy of the
Thunderer! I know all this, and more.”

Aesculapius was an ancient Greek doctor who could revive
the dead. Out of fear that Aesculapius would make humans
immortal, Zeus — known as the Thunderer because of the
thunderbolts he threw as weapons — killed him.

Doll said, “Indeed I am wholly taken, sir, with these studies
that contemplate Nature.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “That is a noble quality to have,
but this form of yours was not intended to so dark a use. Had
you been crooked, foul, of some coarse mold, a cloister
would have done well as a place for you, but for such a
physical appearance as yours, which might stand up the
glory of a Kingdom, to live as a recluse is a complete
solecism, even if it were in a nunnery.”

A solecism is an error; Sir Epicure Mammon believed it
would be an “error” for Doll to sleep alone. A woman like
her ought not to be “sole”” — alone.

He continued, “It must not be. I wonder that my lord your
brother would permit it. You should spend half my land first,
if I were he. Doesn’t this diamond look better on my finger
than in the quarry?”

“Yes,” Doll said.

“Why, you are like this diamond,” Sir Epicure Mammon
said. “You were created, lady, for the light. Here, you shall
wear it; take it, this is the first pledge of what I will say now.
This will bind you to believe me.”



Taking the diamond, Doll asked, “To bind me in chains of
adamant?”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Yes, the strongest bands. And
hear a secret, too: Here, by your side, stands at this time the
happiest man in Europe.”

“Happiest” meant “most fortunate” and “with the most
fortune.”

Doll asked, “You are contented, sir?”
“Yes, in truth I am the envy of Princes and the fear of states.”

Princes would envy him because of his large amount of gold,
and states — governments — would fear him because such
a surplus of gold could wreck the economy.

“Do you say so, Sir Epicure?”

“Yes, and you shall be the proof of it, daughter of honor. I
have cast my eye upon your beautiful form, and I will raise
this beauty above all titles of rank.”

“You mean no treason, sir?” Doll asked.

“No, I will take away that suspicion from you,” Sir Epicure
Mammon said. “I am the lord of the philosopher’s stone, and
you are the lady of it.”

“What, sir!” Doll said. “Do you really have that?”
“I am the master of the mastery,” he said.

He meant that he was the master of the alchemist who had
mastered the art of making the philosopher’s stone.

He continued, “This day the good old wretch of the house
here has made the philosopher’s stone for us. Now he’s busy
at projection. Think therefore what is your first wish now.
Let me hear it, and it shall rain into your lap. It will be no



shower of gold, but instead it will be floods of gold, whole
cataracts, a deluge, that will beget a nation’s inhabitants with
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you.

Zeus had used one shower of gold to be able to sleep with
Danaé, and they had had one son. Sir Epicure Mammon
intended to use whole floods of gold to sleep many times
with Doll and to have many children with her.

Doll said, “You are pleased, sir, to work on the ambition of
our sex.”

Apparently, according to Doll the ambition of women is to
be very rich and to have many children.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I am pleased the glory of her sex
should know that this nook, here, of the Blackfriars area is
no climate for her to live obscurely in and learn medicine
and surgery that would be fit for the constable’s wife living
in part of a county in Essex.”

The constable’s wife could learn medicine and surgery that
she could use to help other people, or someone such as Doll
could learn medicine and surgery in order to help people
such as the constable’s wife. Either way, people would be
helping people — constables certainly also help other people
by keeping law and order. This is in contrast to the life that
Sir Epicure Mammon wanted Doll and himself to lead — life
that is purely selfish.

He continued, “Instead, you should come forth, and taste the
air of palaces. You should eat and drink the toils of empirical
physicians, and their boasted practice. Their remedies
include tincture of pearl, and coral, gold, and amber.”

Tincture of pearl was supposed to help the heart. Coralline
was a sea-moss that was supposed to increase strength.
Aurum potabile, Latin for “drinkable gold,” was an



alchemical medicine. People wore amber bracelets in an
attempt to find love.

He continued, “You should be seen at feasts and triumphs.
You should have people ask about you, ‘What miracle is
she?” You should set all the eyes of people at court on fire,
like a magnifying glass that is used to start fires, and you
should burn their eyes to cinders because the jewels of
twenty states adorn you, and the light emanating from the
jewels and you strikes out the stars with the result that, when
your name is mentioned, Queens look pale. You and I, just
by showing our love, can cause Nero’s Poppaea to be lost in
story! Thus will we have it.”

Poppaea was first the Roman Emperor Nero’s mistress and
then his second wife. Odd stories were told about her and
Nero, such as that Nero murdered his mother and divorced
and later murdered his first wife so he could marry Poppaea.
Supposedly, she bathed in the milk of asses. Nero is said to
have killed her by kicking her in the abdomen while she was
pregnant.

Sir Epicure Mammon, by saying that the romance of Doll
and himself would make the romance of Nero and Poppaea
become only a story when contrasted to their real romance,
showed a lack of knowledge of ancient history.

Doll said, “I could well consent to living this kind of life, sir.
But, in a monarchy, how will this be? The Prince will soon
take notice, and seize both you and your philosopher’s stone,
it being a wealth unfit for any private subject.”

Sir Epicure Mammon could very well end up in prison if
word got out that he had a philosopher’s stone because
flooding the economy with excessive amounts of gold could
cause economic and political upheaval. Kings would prefer
to have and control that gold themselves. Alchemists tried to
work in secret because of the danger of imprisonment.



Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Yes, that could happen if the
Prince knew of'it.”

Doll said, “You yourself boast of having the philosopher’s
stone, sir.”

If Sir Epicure Mammon boasted about having it, the Prince
would sooner or later learn about it.

“I boast about it to you, my life,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

Doll said, “Oh, but beware, sir! You may come to end the
remnant of your days in a loathed prison if you speak about
the philosopher’s stone.”

“That is no idle fear,” he replied. “We’ll therefore go with
what we have, my girl, and live in a free state.”

A free state is a republic.

He continued, “There we will eat our mullets, soaked in
high-country wines, sup on pheasants’ eggs, and have our
cockles boiled in silver shells.”

Mullets are fish that were Roman delicacies. Cockles are
mollusks. Sir Epicure Mammon greatly desired fancy foods.

He continued, “Our shrimps will swim again, as they did
when they lived, but this time they will swim in a rare butter
made of dolphins’ milk, whose cream looks like opals, and
with these delicate meats we will set ourselves high for
pleasure, and take us down again, and then renew our youth
and strength with drinking the elixir of life, and so enjoy a
perpetuity of life and lust!”

A certain part of his body would certainly rise high and then
lower again.

Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “And you shall have a
wardrobe that is richer than Nature’s, and will be able always



to change your clothing, and vary it oftener, for your pride,
than Nature, or than Art, her wise and almost-equal servant.”

Face entered the room and said, “Sir, you are too loud. I
heard your every word in the laboratory. Go to some fitter
place: the garden or the great chamber upstairs.”

He paused and then asked quietly, “How do you like her?”

Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “Excellent! Lungs, here’s
something for you.”

He gave Face some money.

Face said quietly, “But listen to me. Good sir, beware, make
no mention of the rabbis to her.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “We don’t even think about
them.”

Face said, “Oh, that is well, sir.”
Sir Epicure Mammon and Doll exited.

Face’s complaint about the noise they were making was
simply an excuse to have Sir Epicure Mammon and Doll
move to a place where they could have sex. Having sex with
Sir Epicure Mammon was part of Doll’s contribution to the
con game.

Face called, “Subtle!”
—4.2 —
Subtle entered the room.
Face asked, “Aren’t you laughing?”
“Yes, [ am,” Subtle said. “Are they gone?”
“All’s clear.”

“The widow has come.”



“And your quarrelling disciple, Kastril?”
‘CYeS'9’
Face said, “I must put on my Captain’s uniform again then.”

“Wait,” Subtle said. “In the character of Lungs, bring them
in first.”

“I meant to,” Face said. ““What is she? A bonnibel?”

A “bonnibel” is an attractive woman. The French bonne et
belle means “good and beautiful.”

“I don’t know,” Subtle said.

“We’ll draw lots to see who marries her,” Face said. “You’ll
agree to that?”

She was rich, so good looks weren’t essential.
Subtle replied, “What else?”

Face said, “Oh, for a Captain’s suit, to fall now like a curtain!
Flap! Right into my lap!”

He needed to make a quick costume change.
“Go and answer the door, man,” Subtle said.

Face said, “You’ll be able to kiss her first because I am not
ready. She won’t let Lungs kiss her, although she will let
Captain Face kiss her.”

Subtle said, “Yes, I will kiss her first, and perhaps hit you
through both the nostrils.”

The modern idiom for “hit you through both the nostrils” is
“put your nose out of joint,” which means “irritate you.”

Face asked at the door, “Who do you want to speak with?”

Kastril, standing outside, asked, “Where’s Captain Face?”



Face replied, “Gone, sir. He went to see about some
business.”

“Gone!”

Face said, “He’ll return quickly. But Master Doctor Subtle,
his Licutenant, is here.”

He opened the door, and Kastril, followed by Dame Pliant,
came into the room.

Subtle said to Kastril, “Come near, my worshipful boy, my
terrae fili — that is, my boy of land — make your approach.”

Terrae fili is Latin (vocative case). Literally, it means “son
of the earth.” As an idiom, it means ‘“bastard” — someone
without property rights. If Kastril were to achieve his dream
and live by his wits, he would have no land and no property
rights.

Kastril and Dame Pliant walked over to him.

Subtle continued, “Welcome. I know your lusts, and your
desires, and I will serve and satisfy them. Begin, charge me
from thence, or thence, or in this line. Here is my center:
ground your quarrel.”

His “center” was his stance. “Ground your quarrel” meant
“State the reasons for your quarrel.”

Kastril wanted to learn to be an angry boy, and Subtle was
starting the tutoring by asking Kastril to quarrel with him.

Kastril responded, “You lie.”
This was a great insult that could result in a duel to the death.

Subtle asked, “What, child of wrath and anger! The loud lie?
For what reasons do you make that charge, my impulsive
boy?”



Kastril said, “No, you look to the reasons. I am aforehand —
I have made the first move.”

The art of quarreling and dueling had rules and protocol that
Kastril did not know.

Normally, the accusation of lying was not made so abruptly.
Also, the accuser was supposed to give reasons for making
the accusation. If the accuser did not, his opponent would
have the advantage of making the choice of weapons.

Subtle said, “Oh, this is no true grammar, and it is as ill
logic!”

He was comparing the rules of quarreling to the rules of
grammar and of logic. Earlier, Face had compared them to
the rules of geometry.

Subtle continued, “You must render reasons, child, your first
and second intentions, know your canons and your divisions,
moods, degrees, and differences, your predicaments,
substance, and accident, series extern and intern, with their
causes — efficient, material, formal, and final — and have
your elements perfect.”

“What is this!” Kastril said. “What is this angry tongue he
talks in?”

Subtle said, “That false precept, of being aforehand, has
deceived a number of people and made them enter quarrels,
often, before they were aware, and afterward, against their
wills.”

Many people enjoyed quarreling, but they disliked risking
their lives in a duel. These drama queens wanted to make a
scene, but they did not want to die. Not knowing the rules of
quarreling sometimes meant that they ended up in a duel they
did not want to fight.

“How must I do this then, sir?”” Kastril asked.



“I ask this lady for mercy and forgiveness,” Subtle said. “I
should have greeted her first.”

He kissed her and said, “I call you ‘lady,’ because you are to
be one before long, my soft and buxom widow.”

In this society, the word “buxom” meant “pliant.”
“Is she going to be a lady, indeed?” Kastril said.

One way to be a lady — the female equivalent of a lord —
is to be married to a wealthy and distinguished man who is a
lord. The wife of a Knight or a Baron or a Count is a lady.

“Yes, or my art is an egregious liar,” Subtle replied.
“How do you know?”

“By inspection of her forehead, and subtlety of her lip, which
must be tasted often in order to make a judgment.”

He kissed her again.

One meaning of the word “subtlety” is “a confection chiefly
made of sugar.”

Subtle said, “By God’s light, she melts like a myrobolane —
a plum-like fruit.”

Looking at her forehead, he said, “Here is yet a line, in rivo
frontis, that tells me the man she will marry is no Knight.”

This could mean she will marry “no mere Knight.” If so,
Dame Pliant’s new husband would have a higher rank. Or it
could mean that Dame Pliant would marry someone of lower
rank than a Knight.

“In rivo frontis” is Latin for “the vein of the forehead.”

Again, Subtle was baffling the mark — the intended victim
— with bullshit. However, it should be pointed out that the
terms he used, whether of alchemy or of the art of quarreling



or of astrology or of phrenology or of the art of palm reading
were real terms, used correctly. Subtle was a learned man
when it came to bullshit.

Dame Pliant asked, “What is he then, sir?”

Subtle said, “Let me see your hand. Oh, your /inea fortunae,
aka line of fortune, makes it plain. So does the stella, aka
star, here in monte Veneris, aka the hill of Venus at the
bottom of your thumb. But, most of all, the junctura
annularis, aka joint of the ring finger, makes it clear.”

Subtle continued, “The man you will marry is a soldier, or a
man of art, lady, but he shall have some great honor shortly.”

The soldier was Captain Face; the man of art was Subtle. The
great honor to come was marriage to Dame Pliant, and
possibly, lots of money from successful cons.

Dame Pliant said to her brother about Subtle, “Brother, he’s
a rare and splendid man, believe me!”

Face, wearing his Captain’s uniform, entered the room.
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Kastril said to his sister, “Hold your peace. Be quiet. Here
comes the other rare and splendid man.”

He then said, “May God save you, Captain Face.”

“Good master Kastril!” Captain Face said. “Is this your
sister?”

“Yes, sir. Will it please you to kuss her, and be proud to
know her?”

“Kuss” was his country way of saying “kiss.”

“I shall be proud to know you, lady,” Face said, and then he
kissed her.

Dame Pliant said, “Brother, he calls me ‘lady,’ too.”



“Yes, be quiet,” Kastril replied. “I heard it.”

He took her aside and talked to her quietly.

Face said to Subtle, “The Spanish Count has come.”
“Where is he?”

“At the door.”

“Why, you must entertain him.”

“What will you do with Kastril and Dame Subtle in the
meantime?”

“Why, have them up in another room, and show them some
fustian book, or the dark glass.”
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“Fustian” means “worthless” and “bogus.” Originally,
fustian was a cloth that was worth much less than silk but
was often substituted for silk.

A dark glass is a fortune-teller’s crystal ball.

Captain Face said, “Before God, I say that Dame Pliant is a
delicate dabchick! I must have her.”

A dabchick is a small waterfowl. Of course, Face was using
it to mean “cute woman.”

Captain Face exited to see to the Spanish Count.

“You must, must you!” Subtle said. “Yes, if your fortune
will, you must.”

He then said to Kastril, “Come, sir, Captain Face will come
to us soon. I'll take you to my chamber of demonstrations,
where 1 will show you both the grammar and logic of
quarrelling and the rhetoric of quarrelling. I will show you
my whole method drawn out in tables, and I will show you
my written instructions that have the several scales and
degrees of quarreling drawn upon it. These instructions shall



make you able to quarrel about the breadth of a straw when
seen by moonlight.”

In other words, he would teach him how to quarrel about
inconsequential things, things that other people would not
even notice.

He added, “And, lady, I’ll have you look in a crystal ball
some half an hour so you can clear your eyesight in
preparation for the time you see your fortune, which is
greater than I may judge in so short a time, trust me.”

Subtle exited, followed by Kastril and Dame Pliant.
—43—

Captain Face entered the room and asked, “Where are you,
Doctor Subtle?”

From another room, Subtle said, “I’ll come to you quickly.”

Captain Face said to himself, “I will have this widow, Dame
Pliant, now I have seen her, on any terms.”

Subtle entered the room.
“What do you have to say?” Subtle asked.

“Have you disposed of them?” Captain Face asked. “Have
you found a way to keep Kastril and his sister the widow
busy?”

“I have sent them up to another room,” Subtle said.
Captain Face said, “Subtle, truly I must have this widow.”
“Is that the main thing you want to talk to me about?”
“No, but hear me out.”

“Bah,” Subtle said. “If you rebel once, Doll shall know it all.
Therefore be quiet, and see how your future turns out.”



Captain Face said, “You are so violent now. Do but conceive
that you are old, and you cannot service —”

A bull services and impregnates a cow; Captain Face was
saying that Subtle was incapable of servicing and
impregnating Dame Pliant.

“Who cannot? 1?”” Subtle said. “By God’s light, I will service
her along with you, fora —”

Either Subtle was proposing a threesome in which both he
and Face would service Dame Pliant, or he was saying that
he was potent enough to service both Dame Pliant and Face.

Captain Face interrupted, “Please understand that I mean to
give you monetary compensation if you let me have her.”

“I will not bargain with you,” Subtle said. “What! Sell my
fortune? It is better than my birthright.”

Dame Pliant had money. Whoever married her would have
access to her vagina and her money.

Subtle continued, “Do not murmur and complain. Win her,
and carry her. If you grumble, Doll will know about this
directly.”

Apparently, Doll was a jealous woman. Or perhaps she
wanted all profits to be shared equally, and unfortunately for
her, those profits would not include the rich widow’s estate.
Or perhaps she simply wanted the three members of the gang
— Subtle, Face, and Doll — to work together.

Subtle and Face would continue to compete for Dame Pliant,
but if Face could win her consent to marry him, then he could
carry her across a threshold.

Captain Face said, “Well, sir, I am silent. Will you go and
help to fetch in the Spanish Don ceremoniously?”

He exited.



“I follow you, sir,” Subtle said to himself. “I know what kind
of man you are. Doll and I must keep Face in awe, or he will
look down on us like a tyrant.”

Captain Face returned with the Spanish Don, who was
extravagantly dressed in fancy clothing, including a ruff
around his neck. Neither Face nor Subtle thought that the
Spanish Don could speak English, but the Spanish Don was
actually Surly in disguise. Surly was hoping to get evidence
to prove to Sir Epicure Mammon that Face and Subtle were
con men.

Subtle, seeing the Spanish Don’s fancy clothing, said, “Brain
of a tailor! Who comes here? Don John!”

Don John was the English version of Don Juan; Juan is a
common Spanish name. Don Juan was a famous Spanish
libertine.

The disguised Surly said, “Senores, beso las manos a
vuestras mercedes. [Sirs, I kiss your honors’ hands.]”

Subtle said, “I wish that you had stooped a little and kissed
our arios.”

Neither Subtle nor Face knew much Spanish. In this
encounter with the Spanish Don, they would sometimes
speak garbled Spanish and sometimes speak a deliberate
parody of Spanish.

Anos is Spanish for “years,” but Subtle knew that Face
would understand it as “anus.”

“Peace, Subtle,” Face said. “Be calm.”

“Stab me,” Subtle said. “I shall never be able to keep from
laughing.”

He looked at the enormous ruff that the Spanish Don was
wearing, and then he added, “He looks in that deep ruff like



a head on a platter, served in by a short cloak upon two
trestles.”

The trestles were legs.

Face joined in on the fun: “Or, what do you say to a collar of
brawn, cut down beneath the souse, and wriggled with a
knife?”

The head being served could be a pig’s head. A “collar of
brawn” is the meat of a pig’s neck. A “souse” is a pig’s ear.
“Wriggled with a knife” meant that the knife would be used
to carve the lines of a ruff into the pig’s neck.

Subtle said, “By God’s blood, he looks too fat to be a
Spaniard.”

Face said, “Perhaps some Fleming or some Hollander begot
him during the time of Fernando Alvarez, Duke of Alva.”

During 1567-1573, Fernando Alvarez was the Governor-
General of the Netherlands.

Face added, “This Spanish Don could be Count Egmont’s
bastard.”

In 1568, Fernando Alvarez executed Netherlands patriot and
rebel Count Egmont.

Subtle said, “Don, your scurvy, yellow, Madrid face is
welcome.”

“Gratias [Thank you],” the disguised Surly said.

Subtle said, “He speaks out of a fortification. Pray God he
have no squibs in those deep sets.”

“Squibs” are explosives. “Deep sets” were the deep folds of
the ruff, which Subtle was likening to the crenels of a castle’s
fortifications.



The disguised Surly said, “Por dios, senores, muy linda
casa! [By God, sirs, a very nice house!]”

Subtle asked, “What is he saying?”

“He is praising the house, I think,” Face replied. “I know no
more than what he communicates with his gestures.”

Subtle said, “Yes, the casa [house], my precious Diego, will
prove fair enough to cheat you in. Are you paying attention?
You shall be cheated, Diego.”

Like Juan, Diego is a common Spanish name. From it, we
get the derogatory word “dago” that is used to refer to native
speakers of Spanish, Italian, or Portuguese.

Face said, “Cheated, do you see, my worthy Donzel,
cheated.”

“Donzel” was a word Face made up: a diminutive of “Don.”
The disguised Surly said, “Entiendo. [I understand.]”
He did.

Not knowing what “entiendo” meant, Subtle said, “Do you
intend it! So do we, dear Don. Have you brought the coins
called pistolets or portagues, my solemn Don?”

He asked Face, “Do you feel any?”
Face felt the disguised Surly’s pockets and said, “Full.”

Subtle said, “You shall be emptied, Don, pumped and drawn
dry, as they say.”

They intended for him to be emptied financially and
sexually. Doll would have sex with him for money.

“You will be milked, truly, sweet Don,” Face said.



Subtle said, “You will see all the monsters; you will see the
great lion of all, Don.”

Metaphorically, this meant that he would see all the sights.
Lions were kept at the Tower of London. Monsters were
people with disabilities: sideshow attractions. Literally, the
Spanish Don would see Doll — and Subtle and Face.

The disguised Surly said, “Con licencia, se puede ver a esta
senora? [With your permission, may I see the lady?]”

“What is he saying now?” Subtle asked.
“He is talking about the senora [lady].” Face replied.

Subtle said, “Oh, Don, that is the lioness, which you shall
see also, my Don.”

Face said, “By God’s eyelid, Subtle, what shall we do?”
“What do you mean?”

“Why, Doll’s employed, you know. She’s with Sir Epicure
Mammon.”

“That’s true,” Subtle said. “Before heaven, I don’t know
what to do. He must wait, that’s all.”

“Wait!” Face said. “By no means must he be made to wait.”
“No!” Subtle said. “Why not?”

“He can’t wait unless you want to ruin everything,” Face
said. “By God’s light, he will suspect that he is getting
sloppy seconds, and then he will not pay, not half as well.
This is a travelled punk-master, and he knows all the delays.
He is a notorious hot-and-horny rascal, and he looks already
rampant.”



A rampant lion is a lion that is standing on its hind legs. Face
meant that the Spanish Don was horny and ready to have sex
— now.

Subtle swore, “God’s death!”

He added, “And Mammon must not be troubled. He can’t be
interrupted.”

“No way can he be interrupted!” Face said.
“What shall we do then?” Subtle asked.
“Think,” Face said. “You must be quick.”

The disguised Surly said, “Entiendo que la senora es tan
hermosa, pue codicio tan verla, coma la bien aventuranza
de mi vida. [1 understand that the lady is so beautiful that I
desire to see her as greatly as the greatest good fortune of my
life.]”

Face said, “Mi vida! [My life!]”

In his mouth, the words sounded similar to “my widda,” aka
“my widow.”

He added, “By God’s eyelid, Subtle, he puts me in mind of
the widow. What do you say to persuading her to do it? Ha!
What do you say to convincing her to sleep with the Spanish
Don, and telling her it is her fortune? All our venture now
lies on this. It is only one more man she will sleep with, and
that need not concern either you or me, whichever of us ends
up with her. After all, she’s a widow, and no longer a virgin.
There’s no maidenhood to be feared or lost. What do you
think about it, Subtle?”

“Who, 1? Why —

“The reputation of our house, too, is engaged,” Face said.
“We have a reputation as a bawdy house to live up to.”



“You made me an offer for my share in the widow a short
while ago,” Subtle said. “What will you give me, in faith?”

“Oh, by the light of these new circumstances,” Face said.
“I’ll not buy your share of the widow now. You can have
her. You know what you said to me. Just take your lot, and
take your chances, sir. I say to you, Win her, and wear her
out, as for me.”

“Win her and wear her” was a phrase about courting and
marrying a woman. “Wear her” meant “consummate the
marriage.” Face was saying to Subtle, You can win her and
wear her out in the marriage bed, as far as I'm concerned.

Subtle said, “By God’s light, I’ll not work her as a prostitute
for this Spanish Don then.”

He did not want to marry a whore.

“It is for the common cause; therefore, think about it,” Face
said. “Doll otherwise must know about it. As you threatened
me then, so I threaten you now.”

Presumably, Doll would be in favor of Dame Pliant sleeping
with the Spanish Don if it would increase their — including
Doll’s — profits. At least Face thought so.

“I don’t care,” Subtle said to himself but loud enough for
Face to hear him.

He meant that he had changed his mind and didn’t care if
Dame Pliant slept with the Spanish Don.

The disguised Surly said, “Senores, porque se tarda tanto?
[Sirs, why so much delay?]”

Subtle said to himself but loud enough for Face to hear him,
“Indeed, I am not fit. I am old.”

Subtle was admitting that he, Subtle, was impotent. Earlier,
Face had said that Subtle was impotent, but Subtle had



denied it. But even earlier, Face had said that he and Subtle
would draw straws to see who would sleep with Doll. Face
believed even then that Subtle was impotent, and he was
teasing him.

Subtle was admitting to himself that he was impotent and he
was trying to convince himself that he did not care if Dame
Pliant slept with the Spanish Don. Why should he care who
had her if he could not? Still, the idea of marrying a whore
bothered him. Even an impotent man does not want to be a
cuckold.

Face said, “That’s now no reason, sir.”

He meant that Subtle’s impotence was no reason not to
persuade Dame Pliant to sleep with the Spanish Don. It
might be a reason not to marry the widow, but that was not
relevant now.

The disguised Surly asked, “Puede ser de hazer burla de mi
amor? [Can it be that you are making fun of my love?]”

Face said, “You hear the Don, too! I swear by this air, I will
call Doll, and I will loosen the hinges of our agreement to
work together.”

Doll, Face, and Subtle were supposed to work for the
common good of each other and to share equally the profits.

Face called, “Doll!”

Subtle cursed, “A plague of hell —”

“Will you do it, then?” Face asked.

“You are a terrible rogue!” Subtle said. “I’ll remember this.”

What Face was doing was venal. Dame Pliant was a
respectable woman who had probably slept with only one
man: her late husband. Face was turning her into a whore.



He wanted to trick her into sleeping with the Spanish Don
by saying that the Don would marry her.

Subtle then asked, “Will you, sir, call the widow here?”

Face said, “Yes, and I’ll take her, too, with all her faults, now
I think on it better.”

“You are welcome to her with all my heart, sir,” Subtle said.
“Am I discharged of the lot?”

If Face would marry the widow, Subtle was willing to
persuade the widow to sleep with the Spanish Don. He did
not like Face, and Face’s marrying a prostitute would be a
form of revenge on him.

Face replied, “As you please.”
Subtle said, “Shake on it.”
They shook hands.

Face said, “Remember now, that upon any change of events,
you will never claim the widow as yours.”

“Much good joy, and health to you, sir,” Subtle said. “Marry
a whore! Fate, let me wed a witch first.”

If Dame Pliant could be persuaded to sleep with the Spanish
Don, that would make her a whore in Subtle’s eyes.

The disguised Surly said, “Por estas honradas barbas— [By
this honorable beard —]”

Subtle translated, “He swears by his beard. Go, and call the
brother, too, as well as the widow.”

Face exited.

The disguised Surly said, “Tengo duda, senores, que no me
hagan alguna traycion. [1 think, sirs, that you are tricking
me.]”



Hearing “fraycion,” Subtle said, “What? Issue on?”

Using a mixture of mangled “Spanish” and English, he said,
“Yes, praesto, sennor |[quickly, sefior?]. Please you
enthratha [enthrall?] the chambratha [bedchamber?],
worthy Don, where if you please the Fates, in your bathada
[bath?], you shall be soaked, and stroked and tubbed, and
rubbed, and scrubbed, and fubbed, dear Don, before you go.”

As part of the Spanish Don’s sexual experience, he would be
given a sensual bath — and he would be given a financial
bath. The word “fubbed” meant “cheated.”

Subtle added, “You shall truly, my scurvy baboon Don, be
curried, clawed and flayed, and tawed, indeed.”

He was using words that described the tanning of leather.
“Curried” meant “rubbed and beaten.” “Clawed” meant
“scraped.” “Flayed” meant “skinned.” “Tawed” meant
“soaked in alum and salt to make it supple” or “beaten to
make it flexible.”

Subtle added, “I will with greater heart go about it now, and
make the widow a prostitute so much the sooner in order to
be revenged on this impetuous Face. The quickly doing of it
is the grace.”

— 44—

In another room of the house, Face, Kastril, and Dame Pliant
talked. Face wanted to convince Dame Pliant to sleep with
the Spanish Don. One way to do that was to convince her —
and her brother — that she would marry the Spanish Don.
Face, however, still intended to marry the widow.

Captain Face said, “Come, lady. I knew that Doctor Subtle
would not leave off until he had found the exact turning point
of her fortune.”



Kastril said, “She will be a Countess, you say, a Spanish
Countess, sir?”

Dame Pliant asked, “Is that better than an English
Countess?”

“Better!” Face said. “By God’s light, how can you ask that
question, lady?”

“She is a fool, Captain Face, you must pardon her,” Kastril
said.

Captain Face said, “Ask anyone from your courtier, to your
inns-of-court man, aka lawyer, to your mere milliner, and
they all will tell you that your Spanish horse is the best horse,
your Spanish bow is the best style of bow, your Spanish
beard is the best cut of beard, your Spanish ruffs are the best
ruffs to wear, your Spanish pavin is the best dance, your
Spanish titillating perfume in a glove is the best perfume,
and as for your Spanish pike and Spanish blade, let your poor
Captain speak —”

Spanish pikes and Spanish sword blades from Toledo were
of very high quality.

He heard a noise and said, “Here comes Doctor Subtle.”
Subtle, carrying a paper, entered the room.

Subtle said to Dame Pliant, “My most honored lady, for so I
am now to style you, having found by this horoscope I made
for you that you are to undergo an honorable fortune, very
shortly.”

A now obsolete meaning of the word ‘“undergo” is to
“submit.” Face and Subtle wanted Dame Pliant to submit to
the Spanish Don and have sex with him.

Subtle continued, “What will you say now, if some —”



Face interrupted, “I have told her all, sir, and I have told her
right worshipful brother here that she shall be a Countess; do
not delay them, sir. A Spanish Countess. Do not postpone
that happiness for them.”

Subtle said, “Always, my scarcely worshipful Captain Face,
you can’t keep a secret!”

He then said to Dame Pliant, “Well, since he has told you,
madam, forgive him, and I will do the same.”

“She shall do that, sir,” Kastril said. “I’ll look to it; it is my
charge. I tell my suster what to do.”

Subtle said, “Well, then. Nothing remains except to fit her
love now to her fortune.”

Dame Pliant said, “Truly I shall never endure a Spaniard.”
“No!” Subtle said.

“Never since eighty-eight could I abide them,” Dame Pliant
said, “and that was some three years before I was born, in
truth.”

In 1588, the English Navy defeated the attacking Spanish
Armada. Because of the attempted invasion of England,
many English people hated Spanish people. King James I,
however, wanted better international relations with Spain.
Because of his efforts, Spanish things were growing
fashionable at court.

Dame Pliant was born in 1591, and so she was nineteen years
old.

Subtle said, “Come, you must love him, or be miserable.
Choose which you will.”

Captain Face picked up a rush and said, “By this good rush,
persuade her, or she will cry ‘strawberries’ and become a
seller of fruit before twelve months have passed.”



In this culture, green rushes, a plant, were used as floor
coverings instead of carpets.

A rush is an onslaught as well as a plant. Captain Face and
Subtle would do their best to get Dame Pliant to sleep with
the Spanish Don. Her brother unwittingly would help.

Face was saying that if Dame Pliant did not accept the
Spanish Don, she would end up a poor fruit seller within a
year.

Subtle said, “No, she will cry ‘herring and mackerel,” which
is worse. She will sell fish in the marketplace.”

“Indeed, sir!” Captain Face said.

Kastril said to his sister, “By God’s eyelid, you shall love
him, or I’ll kick you.”

Dame Pliant replied, “Why, I’ll do what you want me to do,
brother.”

Kastril said, “You better, or with this hand I’ll maul you.”
Face said, “Good sir, don’t be so fierce.”

“There is no need for you to be fierce, my enraged child,”
Subtle said. “She will do what you tell her to do. Why, when
she comes to taste the pleasures of a Countess! To be courted
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Face interrupted, “And kissed, and ruffled!”

To be “ruffled” is to be “fondled,” but Face was also thinking
of the Spanish Don’s ruff.

Subtle said, “Yes, behind the wall hangings.”

Wall hangings in inns often hid an alcove in which sex could
take place.

Face said, “And then come forth in pomp!”



Subtle said, “And know her state!”

Her state is her social rank, which would be higher than it is
now if she were to marry a Spanish Count.

Face said, “She would keep all the idolaters of the chamber
— the courtiers — barer to her than they are at their
prayers!”

The chamber could be a reception chamber or a bedchamber.
People wore hats inside, but took them off to show respect.
To Dame Pliant, they would bare their head — and perhaps
more.

Subtle said, “She would be serviced upon the knee!”

In other words, her servants would bend their knee to her,
Or, perhaps, she would get on her knees and her servants
would service her from behind the way a bull services a cow.

Face said, “And she would have her pages, ushers, footmen,
and coaches —”

Subtle interrupted, “Her six mares —”
Face interrupted, “No, eight!”

Subtle continued, “— to hurry her through London, to the
Exchange, Bedlam, the china-houses —”

These were places of interest in London. The New
Exchanges had many dress shops and hat shops. Bedlam was
a hospital for the insane; people could pay a fee to look at
the patients. China-houses were shops that sold goods from
the Orient.

Face said, “Yes, and have the citizens gape at her, and praise
her clothing and my lord’s goose-turd bands of attendants
who ride with her!”



The attendants would wear livery the color of goose-turds:
dark green.

Kastril, who was impressed by social status, said, “Very
splendid! By this hand of mine, you are not my suster, if you
refuse to marry the Spanish Don.”

“I will not refuse, brother,” Dame Pliant said.

Disguised as the elaborately dressed Spanish Don, Surly
entered the room and said, “Que es esto, senores, que no
venga? Esta tardanza me mata! [What is this, gentlemen,
that she does not come? This delay kills me!”

Face said, “The Spanish Count has come. By his art Doctor
Subtle knew he would be here.”

In a poor attempt at Spanish, Subtle said, “En gallanta
madama, Don! Gallantissima! [A gallant lady, Don! Very
gallant!]”

The disguised Surly said, “Por todos los dioses, la mas
acabada hermosura, que he visto en mi vida! [By all the
gods, the most beautiful beauty whom I have seen in my
life!]”

Face said, “Isn’t it a gallant language that they speak?”
“An admirable language!” Kastril said. “Is it French?”
“No, Spanish, sir,” Face replied.

Kastril said, “It goes like law French, and that, they say, is
the courtliest language.”

Law French was a form of French used at the time in English
courts of law, and so, yes, law French was a “courtly”
language. Law French, however, was a bastard form of
French that bore little resemblance to the French spoken in
France.



“Listen, sir,” Face said.
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The disguised Surly said, “El sol ha perdido su lumbre, con
el esplandor que trae esta dama! Valgame dios! [The Sun
has lost its light, on account of the splendor this lady brings!
Oh, my God!]”

Face said to Kastril, “He admires your sister.”
“Shouldn’t she curtsey to him?”” Kastril asked.

Subtle said, “By God’s will, she must go to him, man, and
kiss him! It is the Spanish fashion for the women to make
the first courting move.”

Face said to Kastril, “He is telling you the truth, sir. His art
knows all.”

All, except for Spanish, among other things, such as ethics.

The disguised Surly asked, “Porque no se acude? [Why
doesn’t she come to me?]”

Kastril said, “He speaks to her, I think.”
“That he does, sir,” Face replied.

The disguised Surly said, “Por el amor de dios, que es esto
que se tarda? [For God’s sake, why is she waiting?]”

Kastril said, “She refuses to understand him!”
He then said to his sister, “Gull! Noddy! Fool!”
Dame Pliant asked him, “What did you say, brother?”

“Ass, my suster,” Kastril replied. “Go kuss him, as the
cunning-man would have you. I’ll thrust a pin in your
buttocks else.”

“Kuss” was his country way of pronouncing “kiss.”

Face said, “Oh, no, sir.”



The disguised Surly said, “Senora mia, mi persona esta muy
indigna de allegar a tanta hermosura. [My lady, my person
is very unworthy of attaining such beauty.]”

Dame Pliant kissed the disguised Surly, who returned her
kiss.

Face said, “Does he not use her bravely?”
One meaning of “use” is “treat.”
“Bravely, indeed!” Kastril said.

Face said, “He will use her better.”

One meaning of “use” is “fuck.”

“Do you think so?” Kastril said, still thinking of “use” as
“treat.”

The disguised Surly said, “Senmora, si sera sererida,
entremonos. [Lady, if it will please you, let’s go in.]”

Surly and Dame Pliant exited.
Kastril asked, “Where is he taking her?”

“Into the garden, sir,” Face said. “You have nothing to worry
about. I must interpret for her.”

He was implying that he would chaperone them, although he
had no intention of doing that.

Subtle whispered to Face, “Give Doll the word.”

He would give her the word that it was time for her to put on
a mad act — to act as if she were suffering a fit of madness.

Face exited.

Subtle said to Kastril, “Come, my fierce child, come with
me. We’ll go to our quarrelling lesson again.”



Subtle wanted to keep Kastril away from his sister and the
Spanish Don.

“Agreed,” Kastril said. “I love a Spanish boy with all my
heart.”

Subtle said, “Good, and by this means, sir, you shall be
brother-in-law to a great Count.”

Kastril said, “Yes, I knew that right away. This match will
advance the house, aka family, of the Kastrils.”

Subtle said, “I pray to God that your sister proves to be
pliant!”

“Why, her name is ‘Pliant,” by her other — first —
husband,” Kastril said.

“What!” Subtle said.

“She is the Widow Pliant,” Kastril said. “Didn’t you know
that?”

“No, indeed, sir,” Subtle said. “Yet, by erection of her figure,
I guessed it.”

“Erection of her figure” meant “casting of her horoscope.”
The phrase could also mean her posture or that her figure
caused erections.

Subtle said, “Come, let’s go practice the art of arguing.”

Kastril said, “Yes, but do you think, doctor, I shall ever
quarrel well?”

“I promise that you will,” Subtle said.
—45—

In another room of the house, Doll was acting as if she were
suffering from a fit of madness. Sir Epicure Mammon was
with her. Doll’s ravings were based on Hugh Broughton’s



book A Concent of Scripture (1590). Some religious people
are insane, or at least their writings make them seem to be
insane.

Doll said, “For after Alexander the Great’s death —”
Mammon attempted to calm her: “Good lady —”

Doll said, “Perdiccas and Antigonus were slain, and the two
who stood, Selucus and Ptolemy —”

These four people were Alexander the Great’s generals.
After Alexander the Great died, these four generals divided
his Kingdom and then began jousting for additional power.

Sir Epicure Mammon tried again: “Madam —”

Doll continued, “— make up the two legs, and the fourth
beast, that was Gog-north, and Egypt-south, which after was
called Gog-iron-leg, and South-iron-leg —”

Sir Epicure Mammon tried again: “Lady —”

Doll continued, “— and then Gog-horned. So was Egypt,
too. Then Egypt-clay-leg, and Gog-clay-leg —”

Sir Epicure Mammon tried again: “Sweet madam.”

Doll continued, “— and last Gog-dust, and Egypt-dust,
which fall in the last link of the fourth chain. And these are
stars in story, which none see, or look at —”

Sir Epicure Mammon said to himself, “What shall I do?”

Doll continued, “— for, as he says, unless we call the rabbis,
and the heathen Greeks —”

Sir Epicure Mammon tried again: “Dear lady.”

Doll continued, “— to come from Jerusalem, and from
Athens, and teach the people of Great Britain —”



Wearing the clothing of the alchemical assistant Lungs, Face
entered the room hastily and asked Sir Epicure Mammon,
“What’s the matter, sir?”

Doll continued, “— to speak the tongue of Eber, and Javan
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Sir Epicure Mammon replied to Face, “Oh, she’s having a fit
of madness.”

Doll continued, “— we shall know nothing —”
Face said, “Death, sir, we are undone!”

Doll continued, “— where then a learned linguist shall see
the ancient used communion of vowels and consonants —

Face said, “My master, Doctor Subtle, will hear her!”

Doll continued, “— a wisdom, which Pythagoras held most
high —”

Sir Epicure Mammon said to her, “Sweet honorable lady!”

Doll said, “— to comprise all sounds of voices, in few marks
of letters —”

Face said, “You must never hope to lay her now.”
s y

“Lay her” meant 1) allay, aka calm, her, and 2) take her to
bed.

Doll said, “— and so we may arrive by Talmud skill, and
profane Greek, to raise the building up of Helen’s house
against the Ismaelite, King of Thogarma, and his Habergions
brimstony, blue, and fiery, and the force of King Abaddon,
and the beast of Cittim, which rabbi David Kimchi, Onkelos,
and Aben Ezra do interpret to be Rome.”

As Doll babbled, Face and Sir Epicure Mammon talked.

Face asked, “How did you put her into this fit of madness?”



Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “Unfortunately, by chance I
talked about a fifth monarchy I would erect with the
philosopher’s stone, and she immediately started blabbing
about the other four monarchies.”

Some people who studied the end times believed that a fifth
monarchy would destroy the four previous monarchies that
were connected in some way to the four monarchies created
by the four generals who divided Alexander the Great’s
empire after Alexander died. During the thousand years of
the fifth monarchy, Satan would be tied up and saints would
rule in the name of Jesus. Sir Epicure Mammon’s fifth
kingdom was quite different. With the elixir of life, he would
live for a thousand years and have sex multiple times a day.

Face recognized the source of Doll’s ideas: “Straight out of
Hugh Broughton’s works! I told you so! By God’s eyelid,
stop her mouth! Make her be quiet!”

“Is that the best thing to do?”

“She’ll never leave otherwise. If the old man hears her, we
are but feces, sediment after alchemical distillation, and
ashes.”

From another room, Subtle shouted, “What’s going on in
there?”

Face, “Oh, we are lost!”
Doll stopped babbling.
Face said, “Now that she hears him, she is quiet.”

Subtle entered the room, and Doll, Face, and Sir Epicure
Mammon ran in different directions, looking for exits.

Doll exited, but Sir Epicure Mammon was slower to escape.

He said, “Where shall I hide myself!”



Subtle said, “What! What sight is here? Secret deeds of
darkness, and deeds that shun the light!”

He said to Face about Sir Epicure Mammon, “Bring him
back. Who is he? What, my son! Oh, I have lived too long!”

Sir Epicure Mammon lied, “No, good, dear father, there was
no unchaste purpose.”

“There wasn’t! Ha! And yet you fled from me, when I came
in this room!”

“That was my error.”

“Your error!” Subtle said. “That was your guilt — guilt, my
son. Give it the right name. It’s no wonder that I have run
into problems with our great work in the laboratory since
such affairs as these were happening!”

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “Have you run into problems?”

Subtle said, “It has stood still this past half hour. And all the
rest of our works — the lesser works — have regressed.
Where is the instrument of wickedness — Face, my lewd and
false drudge?”

Face exited — quickly.

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “No, good sir, don’t blame him.
Believe me, it was against his will or knowledge. I saw her
by chance.”

Subtle said, “Will you commit more sin by making excuses
for a varlet?”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I swear by my hope, it is true,
sir.”

He could have been swearing by his hope for an afterlife in
Heaven or by his hope for the philosopher’s stone.



Subtle said, “Then since you saw her by accident, I wonder
less that you, for whom the blessing was prepared, would so
tempt Heaven and lose your fortunes.”

“What do you mean, sir?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.

Subtle replied, “This will retard the work for a month at
least.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Why, if it does, what is the
remedy? But don’t think it will happen, good father.”

He lied about himself and Doll, “Our purposes were honest;
they were pure and chaste.”

Subtle said, “As they were, so the reward will prove. If your
purposes were pure and chaste, you have nothing to fear. If
you had sex with her, you have much to fear — the
philosopher’s stone will be ruined.”

A loud explosion sounded.

Subtle said, “What now! Ah, me! God and all saints, be good
to us.”

Face entered the room.
Subtle asked him, “What was that explosion?”

Face replied, “Sir, we are defeated! Everything is ruined! All
the alchemical works are blown in fumo — up in smoke.
Every glass is burst. The furnace, and everything else is torn
down! It is as if a thunderbolt had been driven through the
house. Retorts, receivers of distilled liquids, pelicans, bolt-
heads, and all the rest of our alchemical equipment has been
struck into splinters and shards!”

Subtle pretended to faint.

Face said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “Help, good sir!
Coldness and death are invading him. Now, Sir Mammon,



do the fair offices of a man! You stand, shell-shocked, as if
you were readier to depart this life than he.”

Knocking sounded. Doll was knocking hard on the door. She
kept knocking.

Face asked, “Who’s there?”

He looked out the window and said, “My lord, the mad
lady’s brother has come.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “What, Lungs!”

Face said, “His coach is at the door. Avoid his sight, for he’s
as furious and hot-tempered as his sister is mad.”

“I’m in serious trouble!”

Face said, “My brain is quite undone with the fumes from
the explosion, sir. I never can hope to fully recover and be
myself again.”

“Is all lost, Lungs?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked. “Will
nothing be preserved of all our cost?”

“Indeed, very little, sir,” Face said. “A peck of coals or so,
which is cold comfort, sir.”

Sir Epicure Mammon mourned, “Oh, my horny mind! I am
justly punished.”

“And so am I, sir.”

“I am cast from all my hopes —”
“Not hopes — certainties, sir.”
“— by my own base affections.”

Pretending to recover a little from fainting, Subtle said, “Oh,
the curst fruits of vice and lust!”



Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Good father, it was my sin.
Forgive it.”

Subtle said, “Why is my roof still hanging over us? Why
hasn’t it fallen upon us and justly punished us because of this
wicked man!”

Subtle hung his head.

Face said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “Look, sir, you grieve
him now by staying in his sight. Good sir, the nobleman will
come, too, and capture you, and that may breed a tragedy.”

“I’ll go,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

“Yes,” Face said, “and repent at home, sir. It may be that for
some good penance you may have it yet — say, a hundred
pounds donated in the charity box at Bedlam —”

The box was for money to support the insane.
“Yes,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

Face thought, — for the restoring of such people as ... have
their wits.

“I’ll do it,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.
“I’ll send someone to you to receive it,” Face said.

That someone would collect the hundred pounds but would
not put it in the charity box. The money would go to the
restoring of Doll, Face, and Subtle, who have their wits.

“Do,” Sir Epicure Mammon said. “Is no projection left?”
“All is blown to bits, or stinks, sir,” Face said.

“Will anything be saved that’s good for medicine, do you
think?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked.



He was hoping that even if he could not have enough of the
philosopher’s stone to turn base metal to gold, he might have
at least a little of the elixir of life.

“I cannot tell, sir,” Face said. “There will be perhaps
something gotten from scraping the shards that will cure the
itch.”

Scraping the shards on itchy skin will relieve the itch.
Face thought, Though not your itch of mind, sir.
He meant the itch of greed for gold.

He continued, “It shall be saved for you, and sent to your
home. Good sir, exit this way for fear the lord should meet

2

you.
Mammon exited.

Subtle raised his head and said, “Face!”
“Yes.”

“Is he gone?”

“Yes, and as heavily as if all the gold he hoped for were in
his blood,” Face said. “Let us be lighthearted, though.”

Subtle got up from the floor and said, “Yes, let us be as light
as balls and jump and hit our heads against the roof for joy.
There’s so much of our care now cast away. Now we don’t
need to worry about Sir Epicure Mammon expecting to
possess the philosopher’s stone.”

Face said, “Now we need to turn our attention to our Spanish
Don.”

Subtle said, “Yes, your young widow by this time has been
made a Countess, Face; she has been working hard with the
Spanish Don to produce a young heir for you.”



In this case, Subtle believed that the honeymoon had taken
place before the wedding. He was happy that Face would
marry a whore.

“Good, sir,” Face said.

Sometimes people are excessively polite when they very
much dislike each other.

“Take off your alchemist’s assistant’s costume, and go and
greet her kindly, as a bridegroom should, after these
common hazards we have been through.”

“Very well, sir,” Face said. “Will you go fetch Don Diego
away, while I take care of the widow?”

Diego was a common Spanish name that Face was using to
refer to the Spanish Don.

“And I will get the better of him, too, if you’ll be pleased,
sir,” Subtle said. “I wish that Doll were in the widow’s place
so she could pick the Spanish Don’s pockets now!”

Face said, “Why, you can do it as well as she could, if you
would set your mind to it. I hope that you will prove your
skill at pickpocketing.”

“I will, for your sake, sir,” Subtle said.
— 4.6 —

Surly and Dame Pliant were talking together in another room
of the house. Surly was still wearing the costume of the
Spanish Don, but he had revealed his true identity to Dame
Pliant. Surly was being honorable, and he had not had sex
with Dame Pliant.

Surly said, “Lady, you see into what hands you have fallen!
You see that you are among such a nest of villains! And you
see how near your honor was to have certainly caught a clap,
aka a misfortune, through your credulity, if I had only been



as punctually forward as place, time, and other
circumstances would have made most men. You're a
beautiful woman; I wish that you were wise, too!”

Another meaning of “clap” was the venereal disease
“gonorrhea,” and another meaning of “punctually forward”
was “point forward.” You can guess what was pointing.

Surly continued, “I am a gentleman who came here disguised
only in order to find out the knaveries of this citadel, and
because I might have wronged your honor and have not, I
claim some interest in your love. You are, they say, a widow
who is rich, and I’'m a bachelor who is financially worth
nothing. Your fortune in money may make me a man, as my
fortune in life has preserved your reputation as a respectable
woman. Think upon this, and decide whether I have
deserved you or not.”

“I will, sir,” Dame Pliant replied.

Surly said, “And as for these household rogues, let me alone
to deal with them.”

Subtle entered the room, still thinking that the Spanish Don
spoke no English.

He asked, “How does my noble Diego, and my dear madam
Countess? Has the Count been courteous, lady? Has he been
liberal and open?”

The word “liberal” at this time also meant “licentious.”

Subtle continued, “Donzel, I think you look melancholic,
after your coitum [Latin for ‘sex’], and you look scurvy.
Truly, I do not like the dullness of your eye. It has a heavy
cast, it is upsee Dutch, and it says you are a lumpish
whoremaster.”

“Upsee Dutch” meant “in the manner of the Dutch,” who
were reputed to be heavy drinkers. In other words, Subtle



was accusing the Spanish Don of looking as if he had a
hangover.

Subtle said, “Be lighter, just as I will make your pockets
lighter.”

He attempted to pick the Spanish Don’s pockets.
Surly said, “Will you, Don Bawd and Pickpocket?”

He hit Subtle hard and said, “What do you think now? Are
you reeling! Stand up, sir, you shall find, since I am so
heavy, I’'ll give you equal weight.”

Subtle shouted, “Help! Murder!”

Surly said, “No, sir, there’s no such thing as murder
intended. A good cart and a clean whip shall ease you of that
fear.”

The punishment that Surly intended for Subtle was being
tied behind a cart and whipped as the cart was driven through
public places.

Surly continued, “I am the Spanish Don whom you wanted
to cheat, do you see — cheat! Where’s your Captain Face,
that part-time dealer in stolen items and that full-time bawd
— that wholly rascal?”

Wearing his Captain’s uniform, Face entered the room.
Seeing the commotion, he looked closely at the Spanish Don
and said, “What! Surly!”

“Oh, make your approach, good Captain,” Surly said. “I
have found from whence your copper rings and spoons
come, now, with which you cheat abroad in taverns.”

The copper rings and spoons were treated so that they looked
like gold and could be sold at high prices.



Surly continued, “It was here that you learned to anoint your
boot with brimstone, then rub men’s gold on it for a kind of
touchstone, and say the gold was worthless, when you had
changed the color of the touch so that you might have the
gold for nothing.”

People used touchstones to test the purity of gold. Gold
would be rubbed on the touchstone and the color it left
revealed the purity of gold. In Face’s con, real gold would
appear to be base metal, and Face could pocket it or buy it
for much less than it was worth.

Surly continued, “And this Doctor Subtle, your sooty,
smoky-bearded peer, will enclose so much gold in a flask,
and turn aside and substitute for it another flask containing
sublimed mercury that shall burst in the heat and fly out all
in fumo — in lots of smoke! The gold appears to be lost, but
instead Doctor Subtle has it.”

Surly had probably heard the noise of the recent explosion,
and he could guess — more or less — what had happened.

He added, “Then weeps Sir Epicure Mammon. Then faints
his worship: Doctor Subtle.”

Face slipped out of the room as Surly looked at Subtle.

Surly continued, “Or, he is the Faustus, who casts
horoscopes and can conjure, and who cures plagues,
hemorrhoids, and syphilis by the astrological almanacs, and
who exchanges information with all the bawds and midwives
of three shires, while you — Captain! What! Has he gone?
— send in pregnant women, barren wives, or waiting-
maidens who suffer from the green sickness.”

Faustus used black magic — he received help from demons
rather than from angels. Surly was accusing Subtle of using
black magic to medically treat people, especially women
suffering from sex-related problems. The green sickness was



a form of anemia suffered by some women when they
reached puberty, but people in this culture believed that it
was caused by unrequited love.

Subtle may have been giving women abortions. One cure for
the green sickness was thought to be sex, so he may also have
been helping, or using Face to help, young women to need
abortions.

Subtle attempted to leave, but Surly grabbed him and said,
“No, sir, you must tarry, although Face has escaped, and you
must answer by the ears, sir.”

He meant that Subtle would be placed in a pillory and have
his ears cut off.

— 4.7 —
Face had gone to get help. He now returned with Kastril.

Face said to Kastril, “Why, now’s the time, if you will ever
quarrel well, as they say, and be a true-born child. Both the
doctor and your sister are being abused.”

“Where is the abuser?” Kastril asked. “Which is he? He is a
slave, whatever he is, and the son of a whore.”

He asked Surly, “Are you the man, sir, I would know?”
Surly replied, “I am loath, sir, to confess so much.”

No one wants to confess to being an abuser, a slave, and the
son of a whore.

Kastril replied, “Then you lie in your throat!”

In this culture, this insult was worse than the previous
insults.

“What!” Surly said.



Face said to Kastril, “He is a very arrant rogue, sir, and a
cheater. He was employed to come here by another conjurer
who does not love Doctor Subtle, and would cross and
thwart him, if he knew how.”

Surly said to Kastril, “Sir, you are being abused and treated
badly. You are being lied to.”

Kastril replied, “You lie. And it is no matter.”

Kastril was still bad at quarreling. He had made the strong
insult of “Then you lie in your throat!” without providing
evidence. And he ought not to have meant it when he said,
“And it is no matter.” It was an important matter indeed.
People dueled to the death over insults such as being directly
accused of lying. No one should say, “You lie in your
throat,” and then say, “And it is no matter.”

“Well said, sir!” Face said. “He is the most impudent rascal
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Surly said to Face, “You are the most impudent rascal
indeed.”

Then he said to Kastril, “Will you hear me out, sir?”
Face said to Kastril, “By no means. Tell him to be gone.”
Kastril said to Surly, “Be gone, sir, and quickly.”

Surly said, “This is strange!”

He then said to Dame Pliant, “Lady, tell your brother what
is going on.”

Face said to Kastril, “There is not such a cheater as this man
in all the town. The doctor knew immediately that this man
is a cheater, and finds still that the real Spanish Count will
come here.”

Face whispered, “Bear up, Subtle. Go along with this.”



Subtle said to Kastril, “Yes, sir, the real Spanish Count will
appear within this hour.”

Face said, “And yet this rogue would come in a disguise,
after being tempted by another spirit, to trouble our art,
although he could not hurt it!”

Kastril said, “Yes, I know.”

His sister whispered in his ear, and Kastril said, “Go away,
you talk like a foolish mauther.”

“Mauther” was country dialect for “girl or young woman.”
Dame Pliant exited.
Surly said to Kastril, “Sir, everything she says is the truth.”

Face said to Kastril, “Do not believe him, sir. He is the
lyingest swabber! Keep on the path you are traveling, sir.”

A swabber is a low-ranking sailor who swabs (mops) the
deck.

Surly said, “You are valiant when you are in the midst of
people backing you up!”

“Yes, and so what, sir?” Kastril asked.
Carrying a roll of damask cloth, Drugger entered the room.

Face said, “Here’s an honest fellow, too, who knows Surly,
and all his tricks.”

He whispered to Abel Drugger, “Make good what I say,
Abel. Back me up. This cheater — Surly — would have
cheated you out of the widow.”

Face then said out loud, “Surly owes this honest Drugger
here seven pounds — a debt that he has acquired by buying
from him many, many two-penny worths of tobacco.”



At the time, a pound was worth 240 old pence. Therefore,
Face was accusing Surly of charging and never paying for
840 purchases of two-penny worths of tobacco.

“Yes, sir,” Drugger said, “And he has damned himself by
swearing falsely for three terms to pay me.”

The terms were periods of times in which the law courts were
in session.

Face asked Drugger, “And what does he owe for lotium?”
Lotium is stale urine; it was used as a hair tonic.

Drugger replied, “Thirty shillings, sir. And he owes for six
syringes.”

Surly said, “Hydra of villainy!”

The Hydra was a mythological multi-headed monster that
Hercules had killed. Each time he cut off one of its heads,

two more grew in its place. Hercules killed the Hydra by
cutting off a head and then immediately cauterizing it.

Surly’s naming of the Hydra was fitting; his enemies were
multiplying.

Face said to Kastril, “Sir, you must quarrel him out of the
house.”

“I will,” Kastril replied.

He said to Surly, “Sir, if you get not out of doors, you lie and
you are a pimp.”

“Why, this is madness, sir,” Surly said. “It is not valor in
you; I must laugh at this.”

Kastril said, “It is my disposition. You are a pimp and a trig,
and an Amadis de Gaul or a Don Quixote.”



A “trig” is a “dandy.” Surly was dressed in fancy Spanish
clothing. Amadis de Gaul is a hero in a Spanish romance;
Don Quixote is the protagonist of a satire of Spanish
romances.

Drugger said, “Or a Knight of the curious cockscomb, do
you see?”’

Surly was wearing a fancy Spanish hat.

Ananias the Anabaptist entered the room and said, “Peace to
the household!”

To this common greeting, Kastril, the wanna-be angry boy,
said, “I’ll keep my peace for no man.”

Ananias said to Subtle, “The casting of dollars is concluded
to be lawful.”

Kastril asked, “Is he the constable?”” He did not want to get
in trouble for quarreling.

Subtle said, “Peace, Ananias. Be quiet.”

The casting of dollars is NOT lawful, and Subtle did not
want too many people to associate him with the casting of
dollars.

Face said to Kastril, “No, sir. He is not the constable.”

Kastril said to Surly, “Then you are an otter, and a shad, a
whit. A very tim.”

Otters are difficult to classify. Are they fish or flesh? Kastril
may have been saying that he found Surly’s sexual
preference difficult to ascertain.

A “shad” is a herring. A “shotten herring” was an insult
meaning “worthless.” Literally, a “shotten herring” is a
herring that has spawned.



A “whit” is something small. As an insult for a man, it means
the man has a small penis.

A “tim” is perhaps a timid man.
Surly asked, “You’ll listen to me, sir?”
“I will not,” Kastril said.

In this culture, the two quarreling men were supposed to talk
to ascertain facts and to see if any extenuating circumstances
existed.

Ananias asked Subtle, “What is the motive? Why are they
quarreling?”

The word “motive” has a Puritan meaning: “supernatural
prompting.”

Subtle replied, “Zeal in the young gentleman, against the
other man’s Spanish breeches.”

Ananias said, “The Spanish breeches are profane, lewd,
superstitious, and idolatrous.”

Spain was and is largely a Catholic country; Ananias, as an
Anabaptist, hated Catholics.

Surly said, “Here are new rascals!”
Kastril said to Surly, “Will you be gone, sir?”

Ananias said, “Leave, Satan! You are not of the light! That
ruff of pride about your neck betrays you; it is the same with
that which the unclean birds, in the year fifteen seventy-
seven, were seen to swagger on diverse coasts.”

Catholic priests were persecuted for a time in England, and
so priests coming to England would wear disguises rather
than clerical clothing. Some priests coming from Spain
would wear Spanish ruffs. In 1577, large Spanish ruffs of the



kind that Surly was wearing came into fashion. Around
1577, priests began wearing Spanish ruffs. In June 1577,
some priests were arrested in Cornwall, and the English
authorities began a crackdown on priests.

Puritans such as Ananias called Catholic priests “unclean
birds” in part because of Revelation 18:2:

And he cried mightily with a strong voice, saying, Babylon
the great is fallen, is fallen, and is become the habitation of
devils, and the hold of every foul spirit, and a cage of every
unclean and hateful bird. (King James Version)

In addition, they called priests “unclean birds” because of
reaction to a book. In 1580, Robert Persons, a Jesuit in
England, anonymously published a book titled 4 Brief
Discours contayninge certayne Reasons Why Catholiques
refuse to goe to Church that defended Catholics and argued
that Catholics refused to go to the Anglican Church on
religious grounds, not on treasonous grounds. He used the
pseudonym “I. Howlet”: a howlet is an owl. People
responding to and criticizing the book seized on “Howlet”
and referred to Catholic priests as “unclean birds.”

Ananias added, “You look like the Antichrist, in that lewd
hat.”

Surly’s Spanish hat reminded Ananias of the Pope’s hat;
Ananias regarded the Catholic Pope as the Antichrist.

Surly said, “I must give way to my enemies.”
Kastril said, “Be gone, sir.”

Surly began, “But I’ll be revenged on you —”
Ananias said, “Depart, proud Spanish fiend!”
Surly ended, “— Captain Face and Doctor Subtle.”

Ananias said, “Child of perdition!”



Kastril said, “Go away from here, sir!”

Surly exited.

Kastril asked, “Didn’t I quarrel bravely and splendidly?”
“Yes, indeed, you did, sir,” Face said.

“Indeed, if I give my mind to it and try hard, I shall quarrel
properly,” Kastril said.

“Oh, you must follow him, sir,” Face said, “and threaten him
until he is tame; otherwise, he’ll turn and come back here.”

Kastril said, “I’ll re-turn him then and have him face the
exiting direction.”

He exited.
Subtle took Ananias aside and talked to him quietly.

Face said, “Drugger, this rogue forestalled us from helping
you. We had determined that you would have come here
wearing a Spanish suit of clothing and courted the widow,
but he — a pimping slave! — put the Spanish suit of clothing
on himself.”

He then asked, “Have you brought the damask?”
“Yes, sir,” Drugger replied.

Face said, “You must borrow a Spanish suit of clothing. Do
you have any credit with actors?”

Actors would have items of Spanish clothing in their
collection of costumes.

Drugger said, “Yes, sir; didn’t you ever see me play the
Fool?”

This was an in-joke. Acting troupes would have a lead comic
actor to play the major comic roles such as professional



Fools — and fools such as Drugger. Robert Armin, the
comic actor who originated the part of Drugger, had played
the Fool in William Shakespeare’s King Lear.

Face replied, “I don’t know if I have, Nab.”

He thought, But you shall play the fool, if I have anything to
do with it.

He continued, “Hieronimo’s old cloak, ruff, and hat will
serve. I’ll tell you more when you bring me those items of
clothing.”

Hieronimo was the protagonist of Thomas Kyd’s play 7he
Spanish Tragedy.

Drugger exited.

Ananias said to Subtle, “Sir, I know the Spaniards hate the
Puritan brethren and have spies to watch their actions, and I
have no doubt that this Spanish Don was one of those spies.

“But the holy Synod — the ecclesiastical assembly — have
been in prayer and meditation about the matter of coining,
and it is revealed no less to them than to me that the casting
of money is most lawful.”

“That is true,” Subtle said, “but I cannot do it here. If the
house should happen to be suspected, all that Face and I are
doing, including making the philosopher’s stone, would be
revealed and we would be locked up in the Tower of London
forever, to make gold there for the state. We would never
come out of the Tower of London, and then you would be
defeated in your purpose of getting much money for your
cause.”

Ananias said, “I will tell this to the elders and the weaker
brethren so that the whole company of the separation may
join in humble prayer again.”



“And so they may join in fasting,” Subtle said.

“Yes, for some fitter place in which to cast money,” Ananias
said. “May peace of mind rest within these walls!”

“Thanks, courteous Ananias,” Subtle said.
Ananias exited.

Face and Subtle were alone.

“What did Ananias come here about?” Face asked.

“He came about the casting of dollars,” Subtle replied. “He
wanted to start doing it immediately and without taking any
more thought about it. And so I told him that a Spanish
minister came here to spy against the faithful —”

“I understand,” Face said. “Come, Subtle, you are so
downcast when you suffer the least disaster! What would
you have done if I had not helped you out?”

“I thank you, Face, for the angry boy, indeed,” Subtle
replied.

Face said, “Who would have expected that Surly would have
been the Spanish Don? He had dyed his beard and done
everything else needed to impersonate a Spaniard.”

He pointed to the cloth that Drugger had brought and said,
“Well, sir, here’s damask to make you a suit of clothing.”

“Where’s Drugger?” Subtle asked.

“He has gone to borrow for me a Spanish suit of clothing,”
Face said. “I’ll be the Spanish Count, now, and marry the
widow.”

“But where’s the widow?”” Subtle asked.

“Inside, with my lord’s sister,” Face said. “Madam Doll is
entertaining her.”



Subtle said, “Pardon me, Face, but now that I know the
widow is still honest and chaste, I will stand again.”

He meant that he would compete again with Face for the
widow’s hand in marriage. The word “stand” also had the
meaning of “erection.”

“You will not attempt to compete for her hand in marriage!”
Face said.

“Why not?”

“You must stand to your word,” Face said. “You said that
you would not marry her. Or — here comes Doll. T will tell
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“You are tyrannous still,” Subtle said.
“I am strict when it comes to my rights,” Face said.
Doll entered the room hastily.

Face said, “Hello, Doll! Have you told her that the Spanish
Count will come?”

“Yes, but another person has come, a person you little looked
for!”

“Who is that?”

“Your master,” Doll answered. “The master of the house.”
People in this society called the boss “master.”

Subtle said, “What, Doll!”

Face said, “She lies. This is some trick. Come, put your
tricks aside, Dorothy.”

“Look out the window, and see for yourself,” Doll said.

Face went to the window.



“Are you telling the truth?” Subtle asked.

“By God’s light, forty of the neighbors are about him,
talking,” Doll said.

“It really is my master,” Face said. “I swear it by this good
day.”

Doll said, “It will prove to be an ill day for some of us.”

Face said, “We are undone, we are ruined, and we will be
caught in the act.”

“We are lost, I'm afraid,” Doll said.

Subtle complained to Face, “You said he would not come as
long as one person died each week within the liberties.”

The liberties were the suburbs outside the city walls.
Face said, “No. I said within the city walls.”

That area was much smaller, but actually Face had not
specified this.

“Is that so?”” Subtle said. “Then I beg your pardon. I thought
it was in the liberties. What shall we do now, Face?”

“Be silent,” Face said. “Don’t say a word if my master calls
or knocks. I’ll shave my beard and put on my old clothes
again and meet him as the person he thinks I am: Jeremy the
butler.

“In the meantime, you two pack up all the goods and profits
that we can carry in the two trunks. I’ll keep my master away
from the house at least for today, if not longer, and then at
night, I’ll ship you both away down the Thames River to
Ratcliff, where we will meet tomorrow, and there we’ll share
the goods and profits.



“Let Sir Epicure Mammon’s brass and pewter stay in the
cellar. We’ll have another time to deal with that. But, Doll,
please go and quickly heat a little water. Subtle must shave
me: All my Captain’s beard must come off to make me
appear again as smooth-faced and smooth-talking Jeremy
the butler.”

He asked Subtle, “Will you do it? Will you shave me?”
“Yes, I’ll shave you as well as I can.”

“And not cut my throat, but trim me?”

“You shall see, sir.”

The words “shave” and “trim” also mean ‘“cheat.”



ACT 5 (The Alchemist)
—51—

Outside the house, Lovewit — the master of the house —
was talking with several neighbors.

Lovewit said, “Has there been such visiting, you say?”
Neighbor #1 said, “Daily, sir.”
Neighbor #2 said, “And nightly, too.”

Neighbor #3 said, “Yes, and some visitors were dressed as
splendidly as lords.”

Neighbor #4 said, “There were ladies and gentlewomen.”
Neighbor #5 said, “Citizens’ wives.”

Neighbor #1 said, “And Knights.”

Neighbor #6 said, “In coaches.”

Neighbor #2 said, “Yes, and women who sell oysters.”
Neighbor #1 said, “Beside other gallants.”

Neighbor #3 said, “Sailors’ wives.”

Neighbor #4 said, “Tobacco men.”

Neighbor #5 said, “Another Pimlico!”

Pimlico was a crowded tavern in a resort area.

Lovewit asked, “What would my servant Jeremy the butler
advertise to draw this large company of people? Did he hang
out any banners advertising a strange calf with five legs to
be seen, or a huge lobster with six claws?”

Neighbor #6 said, “No, sir.”



Neighbor #3 said, “We would have gone in the house if he
had, sir.”

Lovewit said, “He has no gift of teaching in the nose that I
ever knew of.”

Puritans were reputed to preach — a kind of teaching — with
a nasal twang.

Lovewit asked the neighbors, “Did you see any bills set up
that promised the cure of fevers or the toothache?”

Neighbor #2 said, “We saw no such thing, sir.”

Lovewit asked, “Did you ever hear a drum struck to
advertise the chance to see baboons or puppets?”

Neighbor #5 said, “We never have, sir.”

Lovewit said, “What kind of a scheme did Jeremy the butler
bring forth now? I love an abundant wit and intelligence as I
love my nourishment. I pray to God that Jeremy the butler
has not kept such open house that he has sold my hangings
and my bedding! I left him nothing else that he could sell. If
he has ‘eaten’ them, then I say, ‘A plague on the moth!” Or
surely he has gotten some bawdy pictures to call together all
this gang of people. He has been showing a bawdy picture of
the friar and the nun, or a bawdy picture of the Knight’s
courser sexually covering the parson’s mare, or a bawdy
picture of a six-year-old boy with an enormous penis. Or
perhaps, he has a flea circus in which fleas run at full tilt
upon a table, or he has a dancing dog.”

He then asked, “When did you last see him?”
Neighbor #1 asked, “Who, sir, Jeremy?”’

Neighbor #2 said, “Jeremy the butler? We haven’t seen him
at all this month.”

“What!” a shocked Lovewit said.



Neighbor #4 said, “Not for the past five weeks, sir.”
Neighbor #6 said, “For the past six weeks at the least.”
“You amaze me, neighbors!” Lovewit said.

Neighbor #5 said, “To be sure, if your worship doesn’t know
where he is, he’s slipped away.”

Neighbor #6 said, “Pray to God that he has not been made
away. Pray to God that he has not been murdered.”

Lovewit said, “In that case, it’s not the time to ask
questions.”

He knocked on the door of his house.

Neighbor #6 said, “About three weeks ago, I heard a doleful
cry as I sat up mending my wife’s stockings.”

“It is strange that no one will answer the door!” Lovewit
said. “Did you hear a cry, did you say?”

Neighbor #6 said, “Yes, sir, it was like the cry of a man who
had been strangled for an hour and could not speak.”

Neighbor #2 said, “I heard it, too, exactly three weeks ago at
two o’clock this coming morning.”

Lovewit said, “These are miracles, or you make them seem
like miracles! A man was strangled for an hour and could not
speak, and yet both of you heard him cry out?”

Neighbor #3 said, “Yes, downward, sir.”

Neighbor #3 may have meant that the cry came from the
cellar.

Lovewit said, “You are a wise fellow. Give me your hand.”

They shook hands, and Lovewit asked, “Please, what is your
trade?”



Neighbor #3 said, “I am a blacksmith, if it pleases your
worship.”

“A blacksmith!” Lovewit said. “Then lend me your help to
get this door open.”

Neighbor #3 said, “That I will immediately, sir, but let me
fetch my tools.”

He exited.

Neighbor #3 said, “Sir, it’s best to knock again, before you
break down the door.”
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Lovewit said, “I will.”

A freshly shaven Face appeared on the scene outside
Lovewit’s house. Face was wearing his butler’s livery.

Face asked, “What are you doing, sir?”

Some of the neighbors recognized him and said, “Oh, here’s
Jeremy the butler!”

Face said to Lovewit, “Good sir, go away from the door.”
“Why, what’s the matter?”” Lovewit asked.
“Move away farther,” Face said. “You are still too close.”

Lovewit said, “In the name of wonder, what does the fellow
mean?”

“The house, sir, has been visited,” Face said.

“What, with the plague? In that case, you stand further away
from me.”

“Don’t worry, sir,” Face said. “I didn’t catch the plague.”



“Who had it then?”” Lovewit asked. I left no one other than
you in the house.”

“Yes, sir, my fellow, the cat that kept the buttery, had it on
her a week before I spied it, but I got her conveyed away in
the night —”

Domestic cats can catch the three major kinds of plague:
bubonic, septicemic, and pneumonic.

Face continued, “— and so I shut the house up for a month
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“What!” Lovewit said. This contradicted what the neighbors
had told him.

Face said, “I intended to fumigate the house by burning
treacle, tar, and vinegar infused with rose petals, which
would have made the house sweet, so that you would never
have known that plague had visited here because I knew the
news would only upset you, sir.”

“Breathe less toward me, and from farther away! Why, this
is stranger: The neighbors here all tell me that the doors have
always been open —”

“What, sir!” Face said, pretending to be shocked.

Lovewit said, “Gallants, men and women, and people of all
sorts, rag-tag, have been seen to flock here in threaves, these
ten weeks, as to a second Hogsden in the days of Pimlico and
Eye-bright.”

By “threaves,” Lovewit meant “crowds.” A “threave” of
corn is twenty-four sheaves of corn. Hogsden was a popular
resort; now it is named Hoxton. Pimlico and Eye-bright were
popular taverns.

“Sir, their wisdoms will not say so,” Face said.



Lovewit replied, “Today they speak of coaches and gallants.
A woman in a French hood went in, they tell me, and another
woman was seen in a velvet gown at the window.”

The woman in a French hood was Dame Pliant; the woman
in a velvet gown was Doll.

Lovewit continued, “Many other people were seen to pass in
and out.”

“They passed through the doors then, or the walls, I assure
their eyesights and their spectacles,” Face said, “for here, sir,
are the keys, and here they have been, in this my pocket, now
more than twenty days, and as for before, I kept the fort alone
there.

“Except that it is not yet late in the afternoon, I would believe
that my neighbors had seen double through the black pot of
beer, and created these apparitions in their minds! I swear on
my Christian faith to your worship that for these three weeks
and upwards, the door has not been opened.”

“This is strange!” Lovewit said.

Neighbor #1 said, “In good faith, I think I saw a coach
outside here.”

Neighbor #2, “And so did I, I’d have been sworn.”

“Do you think it now?” Lovewit asked. “And was it only one
coach?”

Neighbor #4 said, “We cannot tell, sir. Jeremy is a very
honest fellow.”

Face asked, “Did you see me at all?”
Neighbor #1 said, “No; that we are sure of.”
Neighbor #2 said, “I’ll be sworn to that.”



Lovewit said, “You are fine rogues to have your testimonies
built on!”

Neighbor #3, the blacksmith, returned with his tools.
Seeing Face, he asked, “Has Jeremy come!”

Neighbor #1 said, “Oh, yes; you don’t need your tools. We
were deceived, he says.”

Neighbor #2 said, “He has had the keys, and the door has
been shut these three weeks, he says.”

Neighbor #3 said, “That is likely enough.”

Lovewit said, “Peace, be silent, and go away from here, you
changelings.”

Some of the neighbors exited.

Lovewit called the neighbors changelings because they had
changed their testimony so quickly. Changelings were also
idiots; according to folklore, fairies would sometimes steal
an intelligent, healthy human child and leave a stupid child
of their own in its place.

In the theater, “changeling” was a clever clue for some of the
neighbors to leave. Some of the actors performing as
neighbors doubled other roles and needed to leave to get into
the costumes of Kastril, Ananias, and Tribulation
Wholesome.

Surly and Sir Epicure Mammon entered the scene.

Face said to himself, “Surly has come! And he has
acquainted Mammon with all the facts! They’ll tell
everything to my master. How shall I beat them off? What
shall T do? Nothing’s more wretched than a guilty
conscience.”
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Surly said sarcastically to Sir Epicure Mammon, “No, sir, he
was a great physician. This, it was no bawdy house, but an
absolute church! You knew the lord and his sister.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Good Surly —”
Surly continued, “The happy word, BE RICH —”
Sir Epicure Mammon continued, “Don’t play the tyrant.”

Surly continued, “— should be today pronounced to all your
friends. And where are your andirons now? And your brass
pots that should have been golden flagons and great wedges
of precious metals — large ingots of gold and silver?”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Let me just say something.
What! They have shut their doors, I think!”

“Yes, now it is holiday with them,” Surly said.
Sir Epicure Mammon and Surly began to knock on the doors.

“Rogues, cheaters, impostors, bawds!” Sir Epicure
Mammon shouted.

Face asked, “What do you mean by knocking at this house,
sir?”

Face was freshly shaven and he was wearing a servant’s
livery, and so Sir Epicure Mammon and Surly did not
recognize him.

Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “To enter it if we can.”
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“Another man’s house!” Face said. “Here is the owner, sir:
turn to him, and state your business.”

“Are you, sir, the owner?” Sir Epicure Mammon asked
Lovewit.



“Yes, sir,” Lovewit replied.

“And are those knaves within your cheaters?”

“What knaves? What cheaters?”

“Subtle and his Lungs,” Sir Epicure Mammon replied.

“The gentleman is distracted, sir!” Face said. “No lungs nor
lights have been seen here for the past three weeks, sir,
within these doors, upon my word.”

The word “lights” was a pun. In this society, it meant
“lungs.”

Surly said, “Do you swear to that, arrogant groom!”

“Yes, sir, I am the housekeeper,” Face said, “and I know the
keys have not been out of my hands.”

“This is a new Face,” Surly said.

He did not recognize Face; he meant that here was a new
person who was as arrogant as Face.

“You have mistaken this house for another, sir,” Face said.
“What sign was the one you are seeking?”

Brothels and taverns and ordinaries had signs hanging
outside.

“You rascal!” Surly said.

He said to Sir Epicure Mammon, “This is one of the
confederacy of villains. Come, let’s get police officers and
force open the doors.”

Lovewit said, “I ask you to wait, gentlemen.”
“No, sir,” Surly said. “We’ll come back with a warrant.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “Yes, and then we shall have
your doors opened.”



Sir Epicure Mammon and Surly exited.
Lovewit asked Face, “What is the meaning of this?”
“I cannot tell, sir,” Face replied.

Neighbor #1 said, “These are two of the gallants whom we
think we saw.”

“Two of the fools!” Face said. “You talk as idly as they do.”

He said to Lovewit, “Truly, sir, I think the Moon has crazed
them all.”

Seeing Kastril coming, he said to himself, “Oh, me, the
angry boy has come, too! He’ll make a noise, and never go
away until he has betrayed us all.”

Kastril knocked on the doors and shouted, “Rogues, bawds,
slaves! You’ll open the door, immediately! Punk, cockatrice,
my suster! By this light I’ll fetch the marshal to you. You are
a whore to keep your castle —”

“Cockatrice” is a slang word for a whore, perhaps because
the word contains the words “cock™ and “trice.” The word
“trice means “very quickly,” so the word “cockatrice” can
be understood as meaning “cock in a very short time.”

Kastril was afraid that his sister had slept with the Spanish
Don — or with someone else.

The freshly shaven Face asked, “Who would you speak with,
sir?”

Kastril said, “The bawdy Doctor, and the cheating Captain,
and puss my suster.”

Lovewit said, “There’s something to this, surely.”

Face said, “Upon my trust, the doors were never open, sir.”



Kastril said, “I have heard all their tricks told me twice over
by the fat Knight and the lean gentleman. They have told me
the cons going on here.”

Sir Epicure Mammon and Surly were the fat Knight and the
lean gentleman.

Lovewit said, “Here comes another group.”

Ananias and Tribulation Wholesome walked over to the
group.

Face said to himself, “Ananias, too! And his pastor!”

Tribulation Wholesome knocked loudly on the doors and
said, “The doors are shut against us.”

“Come forth, you seed of sulphur, sons of fire!” Ananias
shouted. “Your stench of evil has broken forth; abomination
is in the house.”

“Yes, my suster’s there,” Kastril said.

Ananias said, “The place, it has become a cage of unclean
birds.”

Kastril said, “Yes, I will fetch the scavenger and the
constable.”

The scavenger was a public official who hired people to
clean the streets.

Tribulation Wholesome said to Kastril, “You shall do well if
you do that.”

Ananias said, “We’ll join together in order to weed them
out.”

Kastril shouted, “You will not come then, punk-device, my
sister?”



“Punk” means “whore.” “Point-device” means “perfect
attention to detail.” By calling his sister a punk-device,
Kastril was calling her a “whore in every detail.”

Ananias said, “Don’t call her ‘sister’; she’s a harlot verily.”
To Ananias, a “sister” was a “female Puritan.”

Kastril said, “I’ll raise the street — I’ll call people here to
help us.”

Lovewit said, “Good gentleman, a word.”

Ananias said, “Satan, leave us, and do not hinder our
religious zeal!”

Ananias, Tribulation Wholesome, and Kastril exited.

“The world’s turned Bedlam,” Lovewit said. “Everyone’s
gone crazy.”

Face said, “These people have all broken loose out of St.
Katherine’s Hospital, where they are accustomed to keep the
better sort of mad-folks.”

Neighbor #1 said, “All these persons we have seen going in
and out of here.”

Neighbor #2 said, “Yes, indeed, sir.”
Neighbor #3 said, “These were the parties.”
“Silence, you drunkards!” Face said.

Then he said to Lovewit, “Sir, I wonder at this. If it would
please you to give me permission to touch the door, I'll test
it to see if the lock has been changed.”

“This amazes me!” Lovewit said.

Face went to the door and said, “Truly, sir, I believe there’s
no such thing. This is all deceptio visus — a hallucination.”



Deceptio visus is Latin for “the deception of sight.”
Face thought,  wish could get my master away from here.

From inside the house, Dapper shouted, “Master Captain!
Master Doctor!”

Lovewit asked Face, “Who’s that?”

Face thought, He’s Dapper, our clerk within, whom I forgot
about!

He replied, “I don’t know, sir.”

From inside the house, Dapper shouted, “For God’s sake,
when will her grace be at leisure?”

He was referring to the Queen of Fairy.
Face said, “Ha! Illusions! Some spirit of the air!”

He thought, Dapper’s gag of gingerbread has melted, and
now he is displaying his throat by shouting.

From inside the house, Dapper shouted, “I am almost stifled
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Face thought,  wish you were entirely stifled.

Lovewit said, “The shouting is from inside the house. Ha!
Listen.”

Face said, “Believe me, sir. The shouting is in the air. It’s
spirits.”

“Be silent, you,” Lovewit said.

From inside the house, Dapper shouted, “My aunt’s grace is
not treating me well.”

From inside the house, Subtle said, “You fool, be quiet.
You’ll ruin everything.”



Face spoke to Subtle through the keyhole, “If he doesn’t, you
will.”

Unfortunately, Lovewit had moved closer to the door and
Face had spoken loudly enough for Lovewit to overhear him.

“Oh, is that so?” Lovewit said. “Then you converse with
spirits! Come, sir. No more of your tricks, good Jeremy. Tell
me the truth, the shortest way — quickly and directly.”

Face requested, “Dismiss this rabble, sir.”
He was referring to the remaining neighbors.
Face thought, What shall I do? I have been caught!

Lovewit said, “Good neighbors, I thank you all. You may
depart.”

The remaining neighbors exited.

Lovewit then said to Face, “Come, sir, you know that [ am
an indulgent master, and so therefore conceal nothing.
What’s your medicine that can draw so many several sorts
of wild fowl here?”

The medicine was a quack remedy that could be sold to “wild
fowl” such as geese, aka fools. Without intending or
knowing it, Lovewit was also referring to the alchemical
medicine known as the elixir of life.

Face said, “Sir, you have been accustomed to appreciate
mirth and wit — but in the street is no place to talk. Just give
me permission to make the best of my fortune, and only
pardon me the abuse of your house: It’s all I beg. In
recompense for your forgiveness, I’ll help you to a widow,
whom you shall give me thanks for. She will make you seven
years younger, and she will make you a rich man. All that
you will have to do is put on a Spanish cloak. I have the



widow inside the house. You need not fear entering the
house; it was not visited by the plague.”

Lovewit replied, “But it was visited by me, who came sooner
than you expected.”

Face said, “That is true, sir. I ask that you forgive me.”
Lovewit said, “Well, let’s see your widow.”
They went inside the house.
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Subtle was with Dapper in a room in the house. Dapper was
no longer blindfolded.

Subtle said, “What! Have you eaten your gag?”

“Yes, indeed. It crumbled away in my mouth,” Dapper
replied.

“You have spoiled everything then.”
“No! I hope my aunt of Fairy will forgive me.”

“Your aunt’s a gracious lady,” Subtle said, “but indeed you
are to blame.”

“The fumes overcame me, and I ate the gingerbread gag to
calm my stomach,” Dapper said. “Please explain that to her
grace.”

Face entered the room. He was wearing his Captain’s
uniform and a fake beard.

Dapper said, “Here comes Captain Face.”
Face said to Subtle, “What is this! Is Dapper’s mouth open?”

Subtle replied, “Yes, he has spoken!”



Face said quietly to Subtle, “Damn! I heard him when I was
outside, and I heard you, too.”

He said loudly so Dapper could hear him, “He’s ruined
then.”

He said quietly to Subtle, “I have been obliged to say that
the house is haunted with spirits in order to keep the churl
back.”

A ““churl” is a country fellow. Face was referring to Lovewit,
who had been in the country inspecting his hop yards.

“And have you succeeded in keeping him away?” Subtle
asked quietly.

“Yes, for this night,” Face replied.
He was lying.

“Why, then triumph and sing of Face so famous, the precious
King of present wits,” Subtle said, praising Face for his
supposed success.

Face asked, “Didn’t you hear the disturbance at the door?”

“Yes, I did, and I dwindled with fear because of it,” Subtle
said.

“Let’s show Dapper his aunt the Queen of Fairy, and then
let’s get rid of him,” Face said. “I’ll send her in to you.”

Face exited.

Subtle said loudly to Dapper, “Well, sir, your aunt her grace
will see you quickly, at my request and the Captain’s word
that you did not eat your gingerbread gag in any contempt of
her highness.”

“I certainly did not do it in any contempt of her highness,
sir,” Dapper said.



Doll, dressed like the Queen of Fairy, entered the room.

Subtle said to Dapper, “Here she is. Get down on your knees
and grovel. She has a stately presence.”

Dapper knelt, and then he groveled towards her.

Subtle said, “Good! Go nearer, and tell her, ‘God save you’!”
Dapper said, “Madam!”

“And your aunt,” Subtle prompted.

“And my most gracious aunt,” Dapper said. “May God save
your grace.”

The disguised Doll said, “Nephew, we thought to have been
angry with you, but that sweet face of yours has turned the
tide, and made it flow with joy, although it recently ebbed of
love.

“Arise, and touch our velvet gown.”
Subtle said, “Kiss her skirts.”
Dapper did.

Subtle said, “Good!”

The disguised Doll said, “Let me now stroke that head.
Nephew, much shall you win, and much shall you spend.
Much shall you give away, and much shall you lend.”

“Yes, much indeed,” Subtle said.
He then said to Dapper, “Why do you not thank her grace?”
Dapper said, “I cannot speak for joy.”

Subtle said to the disguised Doll, “See, the kind wretch! He
is filled with love for his relative — you, his aunt. He is your
grace’s true kinsman.”



The disguised Doll said to the air, “Give me the bird.”

She was pretending that the familiar spirit she was giving to
Dapper was a bird in the fairy world.

In modern times, this can be a funny line because to “give
someone the bird” means to boo them. On the New York
opening night of Bitter Sweet, Noél Coward walked into
Evelyn Laye’s dressing room and presented her with a silver
box. When she opened the box, a mechanical bird emerged,
flapped its wings, and sang. Mr. Coward said, “I wanted to
be the first to give you the bird.”

The disguised Doll then gave an item to Dapper and said,
“Here is your fly in a purse, which you will hang about your
neck, nephew.”

The fly was the familiar spirit in the human world. In this
society, many people believed that demons assumed the
form of flies.

She added, “Wear it, and feed it in about a week from this
day on your right wrist.”

Subtle said, “Open a vein with a pin and let it suck blood just
once a week; until then, you must not look at it.”

The disguised Doll said, “That is correct, and nephew, be
sure to bear yourself worthy of the blood you come from.”

Subtle said, “Her grace would have you eat no more
Woolsack pies, nor Dagger frumety.”

“Frumety” was wheat cakes boiled in milk and then
seasoned. Woolsack and Dagger were taverns.

The disguised Doll said, “And he should not break his fast
in Heaven and Hell.”

Heaven and Hell were also taverns.



Subtle said, “She’s with you everywhere!”

He added, “Nor should you play with costermongers —
sellers of fruit — at the game of mum-chance, the game of
tray-trip, and the game of God-make-you-rich, which your
aunt has done.”

The game of God-make-you-rich was a variant of
backgammon.

Subtle added, “Instead, you must keep the gallantest
company, and play the best games —”

“Yes, sir,” Dapper interrupted.

Subtle continued, “— such as gleek and primero, and be true
to us and give us a share of what you win.”

Dapper said, “I swear by this my hand that I will.”

Subtle said, “You may bring us a thousand pounds before
tomorrow night, even if only three thousand pounds are
being gambled over — if you are willing.”

“I swear I will,” Dapper said.
“Your fly will teach you all games,” Subtle said.

Face whispered to Subtle from another room, “Have you
done there?”

Subtle asked the disguised Doll, “Does your grace have any
other duties to command him to do?”

“No,” the disguised Doll said, “except to come and see me
often. I may chance to leave him three or four hundred chests
of treasure and some twelve thousand acres of fairy land, if
he gambles well and decorously with good gamesters.”

Fairies are thought to be long-lived, so even if fairies existed,
Dapper would be unlikely to inherit these things.



Subtle said to Dapper, “There’s a kind aunt! Kiss her
departing part.”

Dapper kissed the train of her gown — although her
“departing part” could have been interpreted as her butt.

Subtle added, “But you must now sell your assets that earn
you forty marks a year.”

“Yes, sir,  mean to,” Dapper said.
“Or, give those assets away,” Subtle said. “A pox on them!”

“I’ll give them to my aunt,” Dapper said. “I’ll go and fetch
the legal papers.”

“That’s a good idea,” Subtle said. “Go now.”

Subtle knew, because Face had told him, that Dapper was
“the sole hope of his old grandmother,” but Subtle was
willing to con Dapper out of his inheritance.

Dapper exited.
Face entered the room and asked Doll, “Where’s Subtle?”
“Here I am,” Subtle said. “What’s the news?”

Face said, “Drugger is at the door. Go take from him his
Spanish suit of clothing, and tell him to fetch a parson
immediately. Tell him that he shall marry the widow. You
shall earn and then spend a hundred pounds by doing this
service!”

Subtle exited.

Face said, “Now, Queen Doll, have you packed up
everything?”

“Yes.”

“And how do you like the Lady Pliant?”



“She is a good dull innocent.”

An “innocent” is a fool, someone innocent of the evil in the
world.

Subtle returned, carrying a bundle, and said, “Here’s your
Hieronimo’s Spanish cloak and hat.”

Face said, “Give them to me.”

“And the ruff, too?”” Subtle asked.

“Yes,” Face said. “I’ll come back to you quickly.”
He took the clothing and exited.

Subtle said, “Doll, now he is gone about his project, the one
I told you about, for the widow.”

Doll said, “It is directly against our agreement. We are
supposed to share everything equally, and no one is
supposed to have precedence.”

By marrying Dame Pliant, Face would gain Dame Pliant’s
fortune.

Subtle said, “Well, we will fix him, wench.”
The word “wench” was often used affectionately.

He asked, “Have you gotten Dame Pliant’s jewels or
bracelets from her?”

“No, but I will do it,” Doll replied.

Subtle said, “Soon at night, my Dolly, when we are shipped,
and all our goods are aboard, eastward for Ratcliff, we will
turn our course and instead go westward to Brainford, if you
say the word, and take our leaves of this overweening,
conceited, cocksure rascal — this peremptory Face.”

“Good idea. I'm weary of him,” Doll said.



Subtle said, “You have reason to be since the slave will run
and get a wife, Doll, against the agreement that was drawn
among us three.”

Doll said, “I’ll pluck his bird — Dame Pliant — as bare as I
can.”

Subtle said, “Yes, tell her that she must by any means
address and give some present to the cunning-man — me —
to make him amends for wronging his art with her suspicion;
she must send him a ring or a pearl necklace. If she does not,
tell her that she will be tortured extremely in her sleep and

have strange things — nightmares — come to her. Will you
do this?”

“Yes.”

Subtle said, “My fine flitter-mouse, my bat, my bird of the
night!”

A bird is a young woman. As a prostitute, Doll was a lady of
the night.

Subtle added, “We’ll tickle it at the Pigeons, when we have
everything and may unlock the trunks, and say that this is
mine, and this is thine; and this is thine, and this is mine.”

They kissed.

“Tickle” meant “celebrate,” including “celebrate sexually.”
They would tickle their throats with alcohol, and they would
tickle other things. Subtle might be impotent, but there are
multiple ways to have fun in bed.

Face returned and said, “What now! Busy a-billing?”
When doves caress each other, they are billing.

“Billing” also means “making a list,” something that Subtle
and Doll had been doing with the profits before they kissed.



Subtle said, “Yes, we are a little high-spirited with the good
passage of our work here.”

Face said, “Nab Drugger has brought his parson; take the
parson inside, Subtle, and send Nab back again to wash his
face.”

“I will,” Subtle said, “and shall I have him shave himself?”
“If you can get him to do it,” Face said.

“You are hot upon something, Face, whatever it is!”” Doll
said. “You are up to something!”

Face said, “I am up to a trick that shall allow Doll to spend
ten pounds a month.”

He was lying.

Subtle returned.

Face asked, “Is Drugger gone?”

Subtle said, “The chaplain is waiting for you in the hall, sir.”
“I’ll go and take him where he needs to be,” Face said.

He exited.

Doll said, “He’ll now marry her, immediately.”

“He cannot yet,” Subtle said. “He is not ready.”

Face was not wearing the Spanish clothing.

Subtle added, “Dear Doll, cheat Dame Pliant of everything
you can. To deceive Face is no deceit; instead, it is only
justice because Face is willing to break such an inextricable
tie as ours was.”

“Leave it to me to fix him,” Doll said.



Face returned and said, “Come, my partners. You have
packed up everything? Where are the trunks? Bring them
forth.”

“Here they are,” Subtle said, pointing.
“Let’s see them,” Face said. “Where’s the money?”
Subtle pointed to a trunk and said, “Here, in this one.”

Face opened the trunk and said, “Sir Epicure Mammon’s ten
pounds. Eight score pounds from previously. Here is the
brethren’s money. Here is Drugger’s money, and here is
Dapper’s money.”

He pointed and asked, “What paper’s that?”

Doll said, “It contains the jewel of the waiting maid’s, who
stole it from her lady, in order to know for certain —”

Face interrupted, “— if she should rise in social status and
have precedence over her mistress?”’

Doll replied, “Yes.”
Face asked, “What box is that?”

Subtle said, “It contains the fish-wives’ rings, I think, and
the ale-wives’ small coins.”

He asked, “Is that right, Doll?”

She replied, “Yes, and it contains the silver boatswain’s
whistle that the sailor’s wife brought to you in order to learn
whether her husband was with Captain Ward, the famous
pirate.”

Face said, “We’ll wet it tomorrow, along with our silver
beakers and tavern cups.”

He meant that they would sell the whistle and use the money
obtained to buy drinks to wet their whistles.



He then asked, “Where are the French petticoats and girdles
and hangers?”

The hangers were ornamental loops that could be put on a
belt and used to hold swords.

Subtle said, “Here, in this trunk, and so are the bolts of fine
linen.”

Face asked, “Is Drugger’s damask there, and the tobacco?”
Subtle replied, “Yes.”

“Give me the keys,” Face said.

“Why should you have the keys?” Doll asked.

“It doesn’t matter, Doll,” Subtle said, “because we shall not
open the trunks before he comes.”

Of course, he intended to open them before Face arrived
because he thought that Face would never arrive.

Face said to Subtle, “That is true: You shall not open them,
indeed. Nor shall you take them forth, do you see?”

He looked at Doll and said, “Doll, you shall not take them
away from here.”

“No!” an angry Doll said.
“No, my smock-rampant,” Face said.

On coats of arms, an animal could be shown rampant — on
its rear legs and ready to attack.

As a prostitute, Doll did much of her work in a smock —
ladies’ underwear. Right now, she looked very much ready
to attack.

Face said, “The truth is, my master knows all, he has
pardoned me, and he will keep the trunks. Doctor, this is true



— you look dumbfounded — despite all the horoscopes you
cast.”

Face then lied, “I sent for my master to come here, indeed.”

He then said, “Therefore, good partners, both of you — both
he and she — must be satisfied, for here ends our agreement:
the indenture tripartite made among Subtle, Doll, and Face.
All T can do for you now is to help you over the wall in the
back of the house or lend you a sheet to save your velvet
gown, Doll.”

Subtle and Doll could either escape by climbing over the
back wall, or stay and be arrested. If they were arrested, Doll
could be forced to make a walk of penitence wearing nothing
but a sheet.

Face added, “Here will be police officers very quickly, so
you need to think of some course of action immediately if
you intend to escape the prisoners’ dock, for there you will
end up if you don’t escape.”

Loud knocking sounded on the doors.
Face said, “Listen to the sound of thunder.”
Subtle said, “You are a precious and ‘precious’ fiend!”

One meaning of “precious” is expensive. Face had cost
Subtle and Doll much wealth, so Subtle’s use of the word
with that meaning was not sarcastic. Another meaning is “of
great moral and spiritual value.” Face was not of great moral
and spiritual value, so Subtle’s use of the word with that
meaning was sarcastic.

A police officer shouted, “Open the door!”

Face said, “Doll, I am sorry indeed for you, but listen to me.
It shall go hard with me, it shall be unpleasant for me, but I



will place you somewhere. You shall have my letter of
recommendation to Mistress Amo —”

Doll said, “Go get hanged!”
Face continued, “— or Madam Caesarcan.”

Mistress Amo and Madam Caesarean were typical
nicknames for women who ran brothels.

Amo is Latin for “I love you.”

Doll said, “A pox upon you, rogue. I wish I had time to beat
you!”

Face said, “Subtle, let me know where you set up shop next.
I will send you a customer now and then, for old
acquaintance’s sake. What new course of action are you
considering?”’

Subtle replied, “Rogue, I’'ll hang myself, so that [ may walk
as a greater devil than you, and haunt you in the flock-bed
and the buttery.”

A flock-bed was stuffed with wool; the buttery was the
pantry where food and drink were stored. As a butler, Face
was in charge of the pantry.

Subtle was saying that he would kill himself so that he could
haunt the places Face spent a lot of time.

Doll Common and Subtle exited.
—5.5—

Lovewit, wearing Spanish clothing, stood talking with the
parson.

Loud knocking sounded at the door.

At the door, Lovewit asked, “What do you want, my
masters?”



Sir Epicure Mammon replied, “Open your door, cheaters,
bawds, conjurers.”

A police officer with him threatened, “Or we will break it
open.”

“What warrant do you have?” Lovewit asked.

“Warrant enough, sir,” the police officer replied. “Don’t
doubt that, if you’ll not open it.”

“Is there an officer out there?”” Lovewit asked.

The police officer replied, “Yes, two or three in case they are
needed.”

Lovewit said, “Have a little patience, and I will open it in a
moment.”

Face entered the room; he was beardless and dressed as a
butler.

Face asked Lovewit, “Sir, have you finished the ceremony?
Is it a marriage? Is it duly and legally performed?”

“Yes, my brain,” Lovewit said, complimenting Face, aka
Jeremy the butler.

“Then take off your ruff and cloak,” Face said. “Be yourself,

2

Sir.
Lovewit removed the Spanish clothing.

Surly shouted from outside, “Knock down the door!”
Kastril shouted, “By God’s light, beat it open.”

Opening the door, Lovewit said, “Wait, wait, gentlemen,
what is the meaning of this violence?”

Sir Epicure Mammon, Surly, Kastril, Ananias, Tribulation
Wholesome, and the police officers rushed in.



“Where is this collier?” Sir Epicure Mammon shouted.

A collier is a man who deals in coal. Sir Epicure Mammon
was referring to Subtle, who used much coal in his trade of
alchemy.

Surly shouted, “And where is Captain Face?”
Sir Epicure Mammon began, “These day owls —”
“— that are birding in men’s wallets,” Surly finished.

Owls hunt at night, but Subtle and Face went birding —
hunting — by day in other men’s wallets. Subtle and Face
were thieves.

Sir Epicure Mammon mentioned another person who had
conned him and whose whereabouts he wanted to know:
“Madam Suppository.”

A suppository is a plug used to give medicine vaginally or
rectally. Doll had pretended to Sir Epicure Mammon that she
was studying medicine. Unknown to but possibly suspected
by Sir Epicure Mammon, Doll was a prostitute who very
well might be called Madame Suppository. She was also a
supposed lady who was not really a lady.

Kastril mentioned someone he wanted to see: “Doxy, my
suster.”

A doxy is a whore.
“Locusts of the foul pit,” Ananias said.

“Profane as Bel and the dragon,” Tribulation Wholesome
said.

“Bel and the Dragon” is a section of the extended Book of
Daniel. These stories are part of the biblical apocrypha. Bel
(a statue) and the dragon were both falsely worshipped;
Daniel convinced the people not to worship them.



The people who worshipped Bel and the dragon were
worshipping idols. Such things occurred in Ben Jonson’s day
and in our day, but modern idols tend to be money and the
bad things that money can buy.

“Worse than the grasshoppers, or the lice of Egypt,” Ananias
said.

Lovewit said, “Good gentlemen, listen to me.”
The commotion continued.

He asked, “Are you police officers, and you cannot stop this
violence?”

The first police officer ordered, “Keep the peace.”

“Gentlemen, what is the matter?” Lovewit asked. “Who do
you seek?”

“The chemical cozener,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.
“And the Captain pander,” Surly said.

“The nun who is my suster,” Kastril said.

“Nun” was an ironic way of saying “whore.”
“Madam Rabbi,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

Doll had pretended to have religious knowledge while she
was deceiving him.

“Scorpions and caterpillars,” Ananias said.
Lovewit said, “Fewer speak at once, please.”

The second police officer ordered, “Speak one person at a
time, gentlemen. Take turns speaking. So I order you, by
virtue of my staff.”

His staff was a symbol of his authority as a police officer.



Ananias said, “They are the vessels of pride, lust, and the
cart.”

The cart was used in punishing criminals. A criminal could
be placed on the cart and driven to the place of punishment,
or the criminal could be bound and walk behind the cart
while being whipped.

Lovewit said to Ananias, “Good zeal, lie still for a little
while.”

“Peace, Deacon Ananias,” Tribulation Wholesome said. “Be
b b
quiet.”

Lovewit said, “The house here is mine, and the doors are
open. If there are any such persons as you seek, use your
authority and search the house in God’s name.”

He was hinting that perhaps the people they were seeking
did not really exist.

He added, “I have only recently come to town, and to tell
you truly, finding this tumult about my doors somewhat
bewildered me until my butler here, fearing my greater
displeasure, told me he had done something somewhat
insolent — he had rented my house (probably he was
presuming on my known aversion to any air of the town
while there was present the sickness of plague) to a Doctor
and a Captain. Who they are, what they are, and where they
may be, he doesn’t know.”

Sir Epicure Mammon asked, “Are they gone?”
“You may go in and search, sir,” Lovewit invited.

Sir Epicure Mammon, Ananias and Tribulation went into the
interior rooms of the house.

Lovewit said, “Here, I find the empty walls worse than I left
them; they are smoked, with a few cracked pots and glasses



and a furnace, and the ceiling filled with graffiti made from
the candle smoke and a drawing of ‘Madam with a Dildo’
written on the walls. [ have met only one gentlewoman here.
She is within, and she said that she was a widow —”

Kastril said, “Yes, that’s my suster. I’ll go thump her. Where
is she?”

He went inside.

Lovewit continued, “— and she should have married a
Spanish Count, but he, when he came to it, neglected her so
grossly, that I, a widower, am gone through with her.”

He had gone through the wedding ceremony with her.
Surly said, “What! Have I lost her then!”

“Were you the Spanish Don, sir?” Lovewit asked. “Truly,
now, she does blame you extremely, and she says that you
swore and told her you had taken the pains to dye your beard
and darken your face with umber and had borrowed a suit of
Spanish clothing and a ruff, all for her love — and then you
did nothing. What an oversight and lack of putting forward
an effort, sir, was this!

“An old musketeer can still fare well; he could prime his
powder, and give fire, and hit, all in the twinkling of an eye!”

Lovewit, an older man, was hinting that he had
consummated the marriage.

Sir Epicure Mammon returned and said, “The whole nest has
fled!”

“What sort of birds were they?” Lovewit asked.

“A kind of choughs, or thievish daws, sir, who have picked
my purse of eight score and ten pounds within these five
weeks.”



Choughs are a kind of crow, and daws are jackdaws. These
are birds that sometimes steal shiny items.

He continued, “In addition, I paid for the first materials —
coals and chemicals — and my goods are lying in the cellar,
which I am glad they have been left because I may still take
them home.”

“Do you think so, sir?”” Lovewit said.
‘CYeS'9’

“You may have them by order of law, sir, but not otherwise,”
Lovewit said. “A court must rule that these are your goods.”

“I can’t have my own goods!” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

“Sir, I can have no knowledge that they are yours, except by
public laws,” Lovewit said. “If you can bring a legal
certificate that you were gulled of them, or out of a court law
any formal writ that you did cheat yourself, I will not hold
them.”

Lovewit knew what had happened. Sir Epicure Mammon
had cheated himself by trusting con men. And, of course, he
had been cheated. As a later con man, W.C. Fields, would
say, “You can’t cheat an honest man.”

“I’d rather lose them,” Sir Epicure Mammon said.

If he were to testify in a court of law, everyone would know
what a fool he had been.

Lovewit said, “You shall not lose your goods because of me,
sir. Upon these terms I have given, they are yours. Were they
all to have been, sir, turned into gold?”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “No, I cannot tell — it may be
they would have been — what then?”



He was unwilling to admit that an alchemist had cheated
him.

Lovewit said, “What a great loss in hope you have
sustained!”

“Not I,” Sir Epicure Mammon said. “The commonwealth
has.”

He was thinking of all the good he could have done with the
alchemical gold, and he was not mentioning the decadent
lifestyle he would have lived.

Face said, “Yes, he would have built the city anew and made
around it a silver ditch, which would have run with cream
from Hogsden so that, every Sunday, in Moorfields, the
younkers and tits and tomboys would have drunk the cream,
gratis.”

Younkers are young men, tits are young women, and
tomboys are boisterous girls. “Gratis” means “free of
charge.”

Sir Epicure Mammon said, “I will go and mount a turnip
cart, and preach the end of the world, within these two
months.”

Itinerant preachers often stood on a farm cart to preach.

He looked at Surly and said, “Surly, wake up! Are you in a
dream?”

Surly had been thinking about his own losses: Dame Pliant
and her fortune. If he had married her without revealing that
he was not a Spanish Don, she would be his. Instead, he had
been honest and had revealed to her who he really was. Also,
he had left her to reveal to his friend Sir Epicure Mammon
that Sir Epicure was being cheated.



Surly said, “Must I necessarily cheat myself with that same
foolish vice of honesty! Come, let us go and search for the
rogues. That Face I’ll mark for mine, if ever I meet him.”

He meant that he would single Face out for punishment and
that he would mark Face’s face with his fists.

Face said, “If I ever hear of him, sir, I’'ll bring word to your
lodging, for indeed they were strangers to me. I thought they
were as honest as myself, sir.”

Lovewit appreciated the wit.

Sir Epicure Mammon and Surly exited. So did the police
officers.

Ananias and Tribulation Wholesome returned.

Tribulation Wholesome said to Ananias, “It is well; the
saints shall not lose all yet. Go, and get some carts —”

“For what, my zealous friends?” Lovewit asked.

Ananias said, “To bear away the portion of the righteous out
of this den of thieves.”

“What is that portion?” Lovewit asked.

“The goods that used to be the orphans’, that the brethren
bought with their silver pence,” Ananias replied.

“What, those in the cellar that the Knight Sir Epicure
Mammon claims?” Lovewit asked.

Ananias said, “I do defy the wicked Mammon, as do all the
brethren, you profane man! I ask you with what conscience
you can advance that idol against us, who have the seal of
God?”

He was referring to Revelation 9:4: “And it was commanded
them that they should not hurt the grass of the earth, neither



any green thing, neither any tree; but only those men which
have not the seal of God in their foreheads” (King James
Version).

Ananias continued, “Were not the shillings numbered that
made the pounds? Were not the pounds counted out, upon
the second day of the fourth week, in the eighth month, upon
the table, the year of the last patience of the saints, six
hundred and ten?”

By “the second day of the fourth week, in the eighth month,”
he meant 23 October. In the calendar Anabaptists used, the
first month was March.

By the “last patience of the saints,” he meant the thousand
years before the Second Coming.

By “six hundred and ten,” he meant the year 1610.
According to Ananias, the Second Coming would occur in
the year 2000 C.E.

Lovewit said to Ananias, “My earnest vehement botcher and
deacon also, I cannot dispute religion with you verbally, but
unless you get yourselves away from here very soon, I shall
confute you with a cudgel.”

A botcher can be 1) someone who performs a task poorly,
and/or 2) a tailor who repairs clothing rather than making
new items of clothing.

“Sir!” Ananias said.
“Be calm, Ananias,” Tribulation Wholesome said.

“I am strong, and I will stand up, well girt, against a host of
enemies who threaten Gad in exile,” Ananias said.

Genesis 49:19 predicted eventual victory for Gad: “Gad, a
troop shall overcome him: but he shall overcome at the last”
(King James Version).



Lovewit said, “I shall send you to Amsterdam, to your
cellar.”

“I will pray there against your house,” Ananias said. “May
dogs defile and pee on your walls, and wasps and hornets
breed beneath your roof, this seat of falsehood, and this cave
of cheating!”

Ananias and Tribulation Wholesome exited.
Drugger arrived.

Lovewit asked, “Another one, too?”

Drugger replied, “Not I, sir, I am no brother.”
He meant that he was not a Puritan brother.

Lovewit beat him and said, “Go away, you Harry Nicholas!
Dare you talk?”

By “Harry Nicholas,” Lovewit meant Harry Niclaes, an
Anabaptist mystic whose sect Queen Elizabeth I suppressed
and banned in 1580.

Drugger exited.

Face said to Lovewit, “No, he was no Anabaptist. This man
was Abel Drugger.”

He then said to the parson, “Good sir, go and give him
information. Tell him all is over: The widow has been
married. He stayed at home too long, washing his face. He
shall hear of the Doctor Subtle at Chester and of Captain
Face at Yarmouth or some other good port town, waiting for
a good wind so he can sail away.”

Drugger would either go on a wild goose chase or simply not
try to find the Doctor and the Captain and instead stay at
home.



The parson exited.

Face said to Lovewit, “If you can get rid of the angry child,
now, sir —”

Kastril entered the room, dragging in his sister.

Kastril said to her, “Come on, you ewe, you have matched
most sweetly, haven’t you? Didn’t I say that I would never
have you tupped except by a dubbed boy so that you would
be made a lady-tom?”

When a ram has sex with an ewe, the ram is said to have
tupped the ewe, according to Kastril’s country language. “A
dubbed boy” is a Knight, and Kastril had wanted his sister to
marry a Knight so that she could be a lady. “Tom” is short
for “tomboy,” but Dame Pliant was hardly a boisterous girl.

Kastril added, “By God’s light, you are a mammet! Oh, I
could touse you, now.”

A mammet is a doll or puppet. By “touse,” Kastril meant
“beat.”

He added, “Death, must you marry a pox!”

Lovewit said, “You lie, boy. I am as sound — as healthy and
as free of the pox, aka syphilis — as you, and I’'m aforehand
with you.”

Lovewit knew the rules of arguing. He drew his sword.
Kastril asked, “Do you want to duel at once?”

“Come, will you quarrel?” Lovewit said. “I will frighten you
away, Sirrah. Why don’t you draw your weapon?”

Kastril was ok with beating his sister; he was not ok with
being killed by Lovewit. Therefore, Kastril said, “By God’s
light, this is as fine an old boy as ever I saw!”



“Do you change your tune now?” Lovewit said. “Proceed.”

He waved his sword and said, “Here stands my dove. Swoop
at her, if you dare.”

Kastril said, “By God’s light, I must love and respect him! I
cannot choose not to, indeed, even if I should be hanged for
it!”

He then said, “Suster, I protest that I honor you for this
wedding match.”

“Oh, you do, do you, sir?” Lovewit said.

“Yes,” Kastril said, “and if you can take tobacco and drink,
old boy, I'll give her five hundred pounds in dowry for her
marriage — five hundred pounds in addition to her own
estate.”

“Fill a pipe full, Jeremy,” Lovewit ordered.

“Yes, but go in and smoke it there, sir,” Face, aka Jeremy,
replied.

“We will,” Lovewit said. “I will be ruled by you in anything,
Jeremy.”

Lovewit really did love wit — intelligence and quick
thinking.

Kastril said, “By God’s light, you are not hidebound — you
are a jovy boy!” Come, let us go in, please, and take our
whiffs of tobacco.”

A “jovy” boy is a jovial boy.
Lovewit replied, “Whiff in with your sister, brother boy.”
Kastril and his sister went inside.

Lovewit now said directly to you, the audience, “Any master
who has received such happiness by means of a servant, in



being provided with such a widow and so much wealth,
would be very ungrateful if he would not be a little indulgent
to that servant’s wit and help that servant’s fortune, though
with some small strain of his own honor and reputation.”

Lovewit had kept property that he knew belonged to other
people.

He continued, “Therefore, gentlemen and kind spectators, if
I have outstripped an old man’s gravity or strict standard of
conduct for an actor playing an old man, think what a young
wife and a good brain may do.”

The brain belonged to Face, aka Jeremy.

Lovewit added, “They may stretch age’s truth sometimes,
and crack it, too. I have behaved perhaps more vigorously
than you would think an old man could, but so what?”

Lovewit then said to Face, aka Jeremy, “Speak for yourself,
knave.”

“So I will, sir,” Face, aka Jeremy, replied.
Lovewit exited.

Face, aka Jeremy, then said directly to you, the audience,
“Gentlemen, my part a little fell in this last scene, yet it was
within the limits of what a character like mine can plausibly
do. I started out doing good for myself only, but then I did
good for my master. Please note that I did good only so that
I could get out of trouble. I am as much of a scoundrel now
as [ was at the beginning. And although I have cleanly got
away from Subtle, Surly, Sir Epicure Mammon, Doll, hot-
tempered Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, and all with whom I
traded and conned, yet I wish to avoid being punished by
you. Therefore, I put my fate to you, who are my jury. Please
know that if you acquit me, then this loot that I have gotten



remains here, and I will feast you often, and I will invite new
guests.”

Face, aka Jeremy, may have thought this: You don’t think
I’'m going to let Lovewit have the loot, do you? No, I have
promised these readers that I will use the loot to feast them
if they find me innocent. (There’s a name for that. What is
it? Oh, yeah, a bribe.) And, of course, I will then treat the
members of the audience the way I treat everyone else: I will
cheat them, and I will find new people to cheat.

But the actor playing Face, aka Jeremy, may have thought
this: Yes, the character I was playing cleanly got away from
Subtle, Surly, Sir Epicure Mammon, Doll, hot-tempered
Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, and all with whom my character
traded and conned, yet I the actor playing him wish to avoid
being punished by you, the audience. Therefore, I put my fate
to you, who are my jury. Please know that if you acquit me,
then this loot — the cause of your laughter that I have gotten
— remains here, and I will feast you often, and I will invite
new guests. You can either see this play in the theater, or re-
read this retelling in this book. Either way, the cause of much
laughter still remains here, and I hope that new audience
members and new readers will enjoy it.



NOTES (The Alchemist)
Steps of Creating the Philosopher’s Stone

Probably some alchemists really believed that the
philosopher’s stone could be created, while others were
merely con men. Since alchemy is not a science, we ought
not to be surprised that different numbers of steps are said
by different authors to be needed to create the philosopher’s
stone. And we ought not to be surprised that alchemists
sometimes give alchemical terms different definitions in
their writings.

When in the presence of Sir Epicure Mammon and other
people they wish to con, Subtle and Face use many
alchemical terms. These are real terms, but they are used to
confuse the hearers and make Subtle and Face seem
intelligent and knowledgeable. You readers of this book
ought not to be worried about understanding the terms used
by Subtle and Face because they are trying to confuse you,
too.

In case you are interested, here are the twelve gates (steps)
of creating the philosopher’s according to English alchemist
George Ripley (c. 1415-1490):

1. Calcination: “The breaking down of a substance by fierce
heating and burning usually in an open crucible.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

2. Solution (or Dissolution): Dissolution is “/t/he dissolving
or transforming of a substance into a liquid.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

3. Separation: “The making of two opposite components
separate from each other. Often alternated with the
conjunction process.”
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Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

4. Conjunction: “The joining of two opposite components,
often seen as the union of the male and female, the subtle
and gross, or even the elements.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

5. Putrefaction: “The rotting of a substance, often under a

prolonged gentle moist heat. Usually the matter becomes
black.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

6. Congelation: “Congelation is the process by which
something congeals, or thickens.”

Source: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Congelation

7. Cibation: “The feeding of the substance being acted upon
in a flask, with some reagent, usually a liquid.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

8. Sublimation: “This occurs when a solid is heated and
gives off a vapour which condenses on the cool upper parts
of the vessel as a solid, not going through a liquid phase. An
example is sal ammoniac.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

9. Fermentation: “The rotting of a substance, usually of an

organic nature, often accompanied by the release of gas
bubbles.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html

10. Exaltation: “An operation by which a substance is raised
into a purer and more perfect nature.”

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/alch-pro.html
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11. Multiplication: This is refining the philosopher’s stone
to increase its potency so that a little of the philosopher’s
stone will turn a vast quantity of base metal into gold.

12. Projection: After the philosopher’s stone was created, a
small part of it would be cast onto molten base metal; the
philosopher’s stone would then turn the base metal to gold.

Equi clibanum (Act 1, Scene 1)

This is a quote from John French — The Art of Distillation
— Book I:

If you would make a heat with horse dung, the manner is this,
viz., make a hole in the ground. Then lay one course of horse
dung a foot thick, then a course of unslaked lime a foot thick,
and then another of dung, as before. Then set in your vessel,
and lay around it lime and horse dung mixed together. Press
it down very hard. You must sprinkle it every other day with
water. When it ceases to be hot, then take it out and put in
more.

Source: http://www.alchemywebsite.com/jfren_1.htm

Cart and Horse (Act 1, Scene 1)

The long quotation below comes from William Andrews
(1848-1908), Medieval Punishments: An Illustrated History
of Torture. Skyhorse Publishing; Ist edition (August 1,
2013). P. 227. I ran across it while researching the
punishment of cart and whip and found it interesting, so I
wanted to share it with you.

A fire occurred at Olney in 1783, and during the confusion
a man stole some ironwork. The crime was detected, and the
man was tried and sentenced to be whipped at the cart’s tail.
[William] Cowper [1731-1800], the poet, was an eye-
witness to the carrying out of the sentence, and in a letter to
the Rev. John Newton gives an amusing account of it.
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“The fellow,” wrote Cowper, ‘“seemed to show great

fortitude; but it was all an imposition. The beadle [parish
constable, who was usually unpaid and part-time, according
to Wikipedia] who whipped him had his left hand filled with
red ochre [earthy pigment, aka color, in this case red],
through which, after every stroke, he drew the lash of the
whip, leaving the appearance of a wound upon the skin, but
in reality not hurting him at all. This being perceived by the
constable, who followed the beadle to see that he did his
duty, he (the constable) applied the cane, without any such
management or precaution, to the shoulders of the beadle.

“The scene now became interesting and exciting. The beadle
could by no means be induced to strike the thief hard, which
provoked the constable to strike harder; and so the double
flogging continued, until a lass of Silver End, pitying the
pitiful [full of pity] beadle, thus suffering under the hands of
the pitiless [without pity] constable, joined the procession,
and placing herself immediately behind the constable, seized
him by his capillary club, and pulling him backward by the
same, slapped his face with Amazonian fury.

“This concentration of events has taken up more of my paper
than I intended, but I could not forbear to inform you how
the beadle thrashed the thief, the constable the beadle, and
the lady the constable, and how the thief was the only person
who suffered nothing.”

The Seven Ages of Man (Act 2, Scene 1)

The long quotation below is from The Treasury of ancient
and modern Times (1613). It is the seven ages of man,
supposedly as according to the Greek author Proclus.

The FIRST AGE is called Infancy, containing the space of
foure years. [Birth-4 years old)



The SECOND AGE containeth ten years, until he attain to
the yeares of fourteen: this age is called Childhood. [4-14
years old]

The THIRD AGE consisteth of eight yeares, being named by
our auncients Adolescencie or Youthhood,; and it lasteth
from fourteen, till two and twenty yeares be fully compleate.
[14-22 years old]

The FOURTH AGE paceth on, till a man have accomplished
two and fortie yeares, and is termed Young Manhood. [22-
42 years old]

The FIFTH AGE, named Mature Manhood, hath (according
to the said author) fifteen yeares of continuance, and

therefore makes his progress so far as six and fifty yeares.
[42-56 years old]

Afterwards, in adding twelve to fifty-six, you shall make up
sixty-eight yeares, which reach to the end of the SIXT AGE,
and is called Old Age. [56-68 years old]

The SEAVENTH and last of these seven ages is limited from
sixty-eight yeares, so far as four-score and eight, being
called weak, declining, and Decrepite Age. [68-88 years old]

If any man chance to goe beyond this age, (which is more
admired than noted in many) you shall evidently perceive
that he will returne to his first condition of Infancy againe.
[88 years old and over}

I divided the quotation into paragraphs.
The source is a footnote to this book:
As you like it. All's well that ends well

By William Shakespeare, Joseph Dennie, Isaac Reed,
Samuel Johnson, George Steevens, William Richardson,
Edmond Malone, Edward Capell.



http://tinyurl.com/m4gbw3t

Here is Jacques speaking about the seven ages of man in
William Shakespeare’s As You Like It:

All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players;

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. [First Age] At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms;

[Second Age] And then the whining school-boy, with his
satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. [Third Age] And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. [Fourth Age] Then a
soldier,

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon’s mouth. [Fifth Age] And then the
Justice,

In fair round belly with good capon lin’d,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances,


http://tinyurl.com/m4qbw3t

And so he plays his part. [Sixth Age] The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side;
His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. [Seventh Age] Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness and mere oblivion;
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.
The Parliament Fart (Act 2, Scene 2)

“The Censure of the Parliament Fart”
Never was bestowed such art
Upon the tuning of a Fart.
Downe came grave auntient Sir John Crooke!
And redd his message in his booke.
Fearie well, Quoth Sir William Morris, Soe:
But Henry Ludlowes Tayle cry’d Noe.
Up starts one fuller of devotion
Then Eloquence; and said a very ill motion
Not soe neither quoth Sir Henry Jenkin
The Motion was good; but for the stincking
Well quoth Sir Henry Poole it was a bold tricke


http://www.earlystuartlibels.net/htdocs/parliament_fart_section/C1i.html#1

To Fart in the nose of the bodie pollitique

Indeed I must confesse quoth Sir Edward Grevill
The matter of it selfe was somewhat uncivill

Thanke God quoth Sir Edward Hungerford

That this Fart proved not a Turdd

Quoth Sir Jerome the lesse there was noe such abuse
Ever offer’d in Poland, or Spruce [Prussia]

Quoth Sir Jerome in folio, I sweare by the Masse
This Fart was enough to have brooke all my Glasse
Indeed quoth Sir John Trevor it gave a fowle knocke
As it lanched forth from his stincking Docke [arse].
I (quoth another) it once soe chanced

That a great Man farted as hee danced.

Well then, quoth Sir William Lower

This fart is noe Ordinance fitt for the Tower.

Quoth Sir Richard Houghton noe Justice of Quorum

But would take it in snuffe [take offence] to have a fart lett
before him.

If it would beare an action quoth Sir Thomas Holcrofte
I would make of this fart a bolt, or a shafte.

Quoth Sir Walter Cope "twas a fart rarely lett

I would "tweere sweet enough for my Cabinett.

Such a Fart was never seene



Quoth the Learned Councell of the Queene.

Noe (quoth Mr Pecke I have a President [precedent] in store
That his Father farted the Session before

Nay then quoth Noy ‘twas lawfully done

For this fart was entail’d from father to sonne

Quoth Mr Recorder a word for the cittie

To cutt of the aldermens right weere great pittie.

Well quoth Kitt Brookes wee give you a reason

Though he has right by discent he had not livery & seizin
Ha ha quoth Mr Evans I smell a fee

It’s a private motion heere’s something for mee

Well saith Mr Moore letts this motion repeale

Whats good for the private is oft ill for comonweales

A good yeare on this fart, quoth gentle Sir Harrys

He has caus’d such an Earthquake that my colepitts
miscarrys

"Tis hard to recall a fart when its out
Quoth [...] with a loude shoote

Source:
http://www.earlystuartlibels.net/htdocs/parliament_fart_sec
tion/C1i.html

Note: The above poem appeared in the Musarum Deliciae
(1656). The Latin means The Muses’ Delight.

Note: The fart emitted from Sir Henry Ludlow’s butt in
1607: It was his commentary on a message from the House
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of Lords. Sir Henry Ludlow was a Member of Parliament.
Ben Jonson mentions the fart in his Epigram 133.

Note: The lines “I (quoth another) it once soe chanced / That
a great Man farted as hee danced” alludes to Edward de
Vere, Earl of Oxford, who had the misfortune of farting in
front of Queen Elizabeth I.

This is a short quotation from John Aubrey’s Brief Lives:

This Earle of Oxford, making of his low obeisance to Queen
Elizabeth, happened to let a Fart, at which he was so
abashed and ashamed that he went to Travell, 7 yeares. On
his returne the Queen welcomed him home, and sayd, My
Lord, I had forgott the Fart.

Source: https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/John Aubrey

Succubae versus Succubi (Act 2, Scene 2)

Late Latin succuba means “paramour,” “whore,” or
“strumpet.” The plural is succubae. By 1587 (Oxford
English Dictionary), it had come to mean “demon in female
form.”

The plural is succubi.

Sir Epicure Mammon’s succubae may be whores with
demonic overtones; however, it is likely that Sir Epicure
Mammon would enjoy sleeping with female demons.

An incubus is a male demon who has sex with sleeping
women. Succuba may have become succubus in imitation of
incubus.

Begetting Life from Carcasses (Act 2, Scene 3)
The below is an excerpt from this source:

“The Creation of Life in Cultural Context: From
Spontaneous Generation to Synthetic Biology”


https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/John_Aubrey

Joachim Schummer
Department of Philosophy, University of Darmstadt;
Germany

js@hyle.org

https://pdfs.semanticscholar.org/6781/c3bd07al155¢7¢252b
874e51c72019b85601f.pdf

In contrast to Aristotle, late antique and early medieval
authorities (such as Virgil, Ovid, Pliny, and Isidor of
Sevilla), rather than performing their own investigations,
collected the available folk knowledge and myths to build a
growing standard set of views on how to make living beings.
Such sets typically recommended the carcasses of cows for
creating the useful bees, an art called bougonia that greatly
flourished, whereas those of horses and donkeys were only
able to produce wasps and beetles, respectively. Late
medieval Christian authorities, such as Albertus Magnus
and Thomas Aquinas, basically repeated the received views
but emphasized the importance of astrological influence.
When some Renaissance authors tried to incorporate folk
myths about goose and lambs growing on trees, criticism
arose, but views on the spontaneous generation of simple
animals and plants remained, with few exceptions (see
Section 4), largely intact through the 18th century. Francis
Bacon, in his utopia New Atlantis (1628), even devised an
entire research program. Starting from freshly made simple
organisms, higher species should be bred that perfectly meet
human needs.

Bougonia is also known as bugonia. Bugonia gets many
more hits on computer searches.

Wikipedia’s article on “Bugonia” states this:

In the ancient Mediterranean region, bugonia or bougonia
was a ritual based on the belief that bees were spontaneously
(equivocally) generated from a cow s carcass, although it is
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possible that the ritual had more currency as a poetic and
learned trope than as an actual practice.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bugonia

Part of Book 4 of Virgil’s Georgics is about the autogenesis
of bees in a carcass of a bull prepared by human beings for
this purpose. John Dryden translated the below lines:

First, in a place, by Nature closs, they build

A narrow Flooring, gutter’d, wall’d, and til’d.

In this, four Windows are contriv’d, that strike

To the four Winds oppos’d, their Beams oblique. (420)
A Steer of two Years old they take, whose Head

Now first with burnish’d Horns begins to spread:

They stop his Nostrils, while he strives in vain

To breath free Air, and struggles with his Pain.

Knock’d down, he dyes: his Bowels bruis’d within, (425)
Betray no Wound on his unbroken Skin.

Extended thus, in this obscene Abode,

They leave the Beast; but first sweet Flow'rs are strow’d
Beneath his Body, broken Boughs and Thyme,

And pleasing Cassia just renew’d in prime. (430)

This must be done, e’re Spring makes equal Day,

When Western Winds on curling Waters play:

E’re painted Meads produce their Flow’ry Crops,

Or Swallows twitter on the Chimney Tops.


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Trope_(literature)
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The tainted Blood, in this close Prison pent, (435)
Begins to boyl and through the Bones ferment.

Then, wondrous to behold, new Creatures rise,

A moving Mass at first, and short of Thighs,

‘Till shooting out with Legs, and imp’d with Wings,
The Grubs proceed to Bees with pointed Stings: (440)
And more and more affecting Air, they try

Their tender Pinions, and begin to fly:

At length, like Summer Storms from spreading Clouds,
That burst at once, and pour impetuous Floods,

Or Flights of Arrows from the Parthian Bows, (445)
When from afar they gaul embattel’d Foes;

With such a Tempest thro’ the Skies they Steer;

And such a form the winged Squadrons bear.

What God, O Muse! this useful Science taught?

Or by what Man’s Experience was it brought? (450)
A Note on Ananias (Act 2, Scene 5)

Ananias appears in Acts 5:1-10; he is a man who withholds
money that belonged to the community.

Acts 5:1-10 — King James Version (KJV)

1 But a certain man named Ananias, with Sapphira his wife,
sold a possession,



2 And kept back part of the price, his wife also being privy
to it, and brought a certain part, and laid it at the apostles’

feet.

3 But Peter said, Ananias, why hath Satan filled thine heart
to lie to the Holy Ghost, and to keep back part of the price of
the land?

4 Whiles it remained, was it not thine own? and after it was
sold, was it not in thine own power? why hast thou conceived
this thing in thine heart? thou hast not lied unto men, but
unto God.

5 And Ananias hearing these words fell down, and gave up
the ghost: and great fear came on all them that heard these
things.

6 And the young men arose, wound him up, and carried him
out, and buried him.

7 And it was about the space of three hours after, when his
wife, not knowing what was done, came in.

8 And Peter answered unto her, Tell me whether ye sold the
land for so much? And she said, Yea, for so much.

9 Then Peter said unto her, How is it that ye have agreed
together to tempt the Spirit of the Lord? behold, the feet of
them which have buried thy husband are at the door, and
shall carry thee out.

10 Then fell she down straightway at his feet, and yielded up
the ghost: and the young men came in, and found her dead,
and, carrying her forth, buried her by her husband.

A different, better Ananias — a man who baptized Saul of
Tarsus, who became Saint Paul — appears in Acts 9:10-18:

Acts 9:10-18 — King James Version (KJV)



10 And there was a certain disciple at Damascus, named
Ananias; and to him said the Lord in a vision, Ananias. And
he said, Behold, I am here, Lord.

11 And the Lord said unto him, Arise, and go into the street
which is called Straight, and enquire in the house of Judas
for one called Saul, of Tarsus: for, behold, he prayeth,

12 And hath seen in a vision a man named Ananias coming
in, and putting his hand on him, that he might receive his
sight.

13 Then Ananias answered, Lord, I have heard by many of
this man, how much evil he hath done to thy saints at
Jerusalem:

14 And here he hath authority from the chief priests to bind
all that call on thy name.

15 But the Lord said unto him, Go thy way: for he is a chosen
vessel unto me, to bear my name before the Gentiles, and
kings, and the children of Israel:

16 For I will shew him how great things he must suffer for
my name'’s sake.

17 And Ananias went his way, and entered into the house;
and putting his hands on him said, Brother Saul, the Lord,
even Jesus, that appeared unto thee in the way as thou
camest, hath sent me, that thou mightest receive thy sight,
and be filled with the Holy Ghost.

18 And immediately there fell from his eyes as it had been
scales: and he received sight forthwith, and arose, and was
baptized.

The Ananias of this play is perhaps named after the good
Ananias of Acts 9:10-18, but Subtle pretends to believe that
he was named after the bad Ananias of Acts 5:1-10.



Rebus (Act 2, Scene 6)

A rebus is a cryptic representation of a name, word, phrase,
or even sentence, using pictures and letters. Subtle creates a
rebus for Abel Drugger in Act 2, Scene 6.

In his memoir of W. Camden, Thomas Moule wrote this:

Did not that amorous youth mystically express his love to
Rose Hill, whom he courted, when in the border of his
painted cloth, be caused to be painted, as rudely as he
devised grossly, a Rose, an Hill, an Eye, a Loaf, and a Well?
That is, if you will spell it:

“Rose Hill I love well.”

I can’t say I understand the use of the picture of a loaf. It
seems to me that the sentence should be this:

“Rose Hill I bred well.”

Or, if the picture of the loaf is supposed to represent a word
that sounds like “loaf,” it seems to me that the sentence
should be this:

“Rose Hill I loath well.”

“Loaf” as a verb means “to form a loaf” (the Oxford English
Dictionary has a citation from 1578). Perhaps the sentence
should be this:

“Rose Hill I put a bun in her oven well.”

But “loaf” as “love” may be correct. Today’s online Urban
Dictionary has an entry for “I loaf you,” which it defines in
this way:

meaning “I love you” but in a friendly yet mocking way.
Noting [Nothing?] about love and relationship. All about
nonsense and real friendship.



Source:

http://www.urbandictionary.com/define.php?term=1%20loa
%20you

By the way, a footnote tells this joke:

This reminds us of a Down-South in the days of our
grandfathers, who replied to an offer of marriage with a
stroke produced by the end of a burnt stick and a lock of wool
pinned to the paper, “I wull!” [“I wool!” aka “I will!”’]

Source:

http://tinyurl.com/ycn5x58a

Urine and Love Potion (Act 2, Scene 6)

Captain Face knows a witch who can make a love potion
from a glass of Drugger’s water, aka urine.

As shown in William Shakespeare’s Macbeth, disgusting
ingredients are used in magic.

Here is an example of a love potion, one of whose
ingredients is urine from the woman the man wishes would
love him:

“When a young man is trying to wiu the love of a reluctant
girl he consults the medicine-man, who then tries to find
some of the urine and saliva which the girl has voided, as
well as the sand upon which it has fallen. He mixes these
with a few twigs of certain woods, and places them in a
gourd, and gives them to the young man, who takes them
home, and adds a portion of tobacco. In about an hour he
takes out the tobacco and gives it to the girl to smoke; this
effects a complete transformation in her feelings.” —
(“Conversation with Muhongo,” an African boy from

Angola, translated by Rev. Mr. Chatelain.)
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Source: SCATALOGIC RITES OF ALL NATIONS. A
Dissertation upon the Employment of Excrementitious
Remedial Agents in Religion, Therapeutics, Divination,
Witchcraft, Love-Philters, etc., in all Parts of the Globe,
Based upon Original Notes and Personal Observation, and
upon Compilation from over One Thousand Authorities. BY
CAPTAIN JOHN G. BOURKE, Third Cavalry, U. S. A.
NOT FOR GENERAL PERUSAL. WASHINGTON, D.C.
W. H. LOWDERMILK & CO. 1891.

https://collections.nlm.nih.gov/ocr/nlm:nlmuid-101486300-
bk

Quarrels (Act 2, Scene 6)

In William Shakespeare’s As You Like It, Touchstone, a
Professional Fool, aka Jester, explained the rules for
quarreling. This is a retelling of that conversation in modern
English:

“Let me explain, sir. I disliked the cut of a certain courtier’s
beard. He sent me word that if I said his beard was not cut
well, he was of the opinion that it was cut well. This is called
the Retort Courteous.

“If I sent him word again that it was not well cut, he would
send me word that he cut it to please himself. This is called
the Quip Modest.

“If I sent him word again that it was not well cut, he would
send me word that he did not value my judgment. This is
called the Reply Churlish.

“If I sent him word again that it was not well cut, he would
answer that I did not speak the truth. This is called the
Reproof Valiant.
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“If I sent him word again that it was not well cut, he would
say that I lied. This is called the Counter-cheque
Quarrelsome.

“The two that are left are the Lie Circumstantial and the Lie
Direct.”

“How often did you say that his beard was not well cut?”
Jaques asked.

“I dared go no further than the Lie Circumstantial, and he
dared not give me the Lie Direct, and so we measured
swords, said that they were uneven in length and therefore
fighting a duel would not be fair combat, and we parted.”

The above is an excerpt from my book William
Shakespeare’s As You Like It: A Retelling in Prose.

Pillory and Ears Cut Off (Act 3, scene 2)

The below is a quotation from an article titled “Anglicans
and Puritans”:

When James died in 1625 he was replaced by his son
Charles 1. The Puritans became very angry when Charles
married Henrietta Maria, a Catholic Princess. They also
became worried when Catholic lords began to be given
important posts in Charles’ court.

In 1633 Charles appointed William Laud as Archbishop of
Canterbury. Laud soon began to introduce changes. For
example, he ordered that the wooden communion table
should be replaced by a stone altar. This area was also
separated from the congregation by wooden railings. He
also insisted that ministers should display candles and
ornaments.

The Puritans claimed that Laud was trying to make English
churches look like those in Catholic countries. When
Puritans complained about these reforms. Laud had them
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arrested. In 1637 John Bastwick, Henry Burton and William
Prynne had their ears cut off for writing pamphlets attacking
Laud’s views.

Source:

http://spartacus-educational.com/TUDanglicans.htm

John Bastwick, Henry Burton and William Prynne were all
Puritans.

The quote below is from the Wikipedia article on Alexander
Leighton:

Leighton published his controversial pamphlet Zion’s plea
against Prelacy: An Appeal to Parliament in 1628
in Holland. In this publication, he criticised the church, and
in particular the Bishops who then ruled the Church of
Scotland, condemning them as “antiChristian and satanic”.
He was sentenced by Archbishop William Laud’s High
Commission Court to public whipping, to having the letters
‘SS” branded on him (for ‘Sower of Sedition’), and having
his ears cut off. Medical records say that, “since he had been
censured by the Star Chamber on religious grounds (& had
had his ears cropped)”, that he should now be ‘infamis’ in
his profession, and he was permanently banned from further
practice. John Taylor Brown, writing in Encyclopadia
Britannica, expressed the opinion that Leighton’s
persecution and punishment ‘‘form one of the most
disgraceful incidents of the reign of King Charles I”.

Once the warrant for his arrest was issued by the High
Commission Court, Leighton was taken to William Laud’s
house and then to Newgate prison without any trial. He was
put in irons in solitary confinement in an unheated and
uncovered cell for fifteen weeks, in which the rain and snow
could beat in upon him. None of his friends nor even his wife
were permitted to see him during this time. According to four
doctors, Leighton was so sick that he was unable to attend
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his supposed sentencing. Durant notes that Leighton also
“was tied to a stake and received thirty-six stripes with a
heavy cord upon his naked back; he was placed in the pillory
for two hours in November’s frost and snow,; he was branded
in the face, had his nose split and his ears cut off, and was
condemned to life imprisonment”. He was only released
from jail when his son Robert was ordained as a Minister
at Newbattle.

In the end, the Star Chamber’s sentence was not carried out
in full. The Long Parliament released him from prison in
1640, when they cancelled his fine, and paid him 6000
pounds for his suffering. In 1642, Leighton was appointed
Keeper of Lambeth House, which had been converted into a
prison.

Source: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alexander Leighton

“and be admired for’t” (Act 3, Scene 4)

Check out this article:

David Accomazzo, “11 Rock Stars Who Allegedly Slept
With Underage Girls.” Phoenix New Times. 3 February 2016

http://tinyurl.com/ya6365t4

Queen of the Fairies Con (Act 3, Scene 5)

Such cons as this really did happen in the time of Ben
Jonson.

In 1595, Judith Philips, known as the Bankside cunning-
woman, was whipped because she conned people into
paying her money to meet the Queen of Fairy.

In 1609, Thomas Rogers, who believed that he was engaged
to marry the Queen of Fairy, sued the conmen Sir Anthony
Ashley and his brother in Chancery.
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In 1613 (The Alchemist was first performed in 1610), Alice
and John West were convicted of posing as the Queen and
King of Fairy in order to get money from suckers who
wanted fairy gold.

Subtle’s Knowledge (Act 4, Scene 2)

In this act and scene, Subtle shows a great knowledge of
quarreling, palmistry, phrenology, and fortune telling. Of
course, throughout The Alchemist, he shows a great
knowledge of alchemy.

Jonson scholar F.H. Mares writes, “Subtle’s palmistry, like
his alchemy, is learned and can be documented. Jonson does
not invent what he ridicules” (134).

Jonson, Ben. The Alchemist. Ed. F.H. Mares. Cambridge,
Massachusetts: Harvard University Press, 1867.

“He owes this honest Drugger here, seven pound, He has
had on him, in two-penny’orths of tobacco.” (Act 4,
Scene 7)

Christopher M. Burlinson wrote this in “Ben Jonson’s
Money”:

[...] coins of higher denomination are worth considerable
sums in modern money: an angel would be the equivalent of
several hundred early twenty-first-century pounds, and
every pound mentioned by Jonson would be worth thousands
of pounds. Other indexes of purchasing power (see ‘How
Much is that Worth Today?’ website), though, suggest that a
pound from c. 1600 is worth closer to a hundred pounds
from c. 2000. The truth may be not just that the difficulty of
comparing costs of living and ways of life over hundreds of
vears will always make these comparisons rather arbitrary,
but that many of the sums mentioned in Jonson’s plays are
so large that it is their very magnitude, rather than their
exact value, that we are meant to appreciate.
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Source: Christopher M. Burlinson, “Ben Jonson’s Money.”
The Cambridge Edition of the Works of Ben Jonson Online.

http://tinyurl.com/yb9lnhxe
Accessed 8 June 2017
Green Sickness (Act 4, Scene 6)

According to this anonymous folk song, a cure for the green
sickness is sex.

A REMEDY FOR THE GREEN SICKNESS
I

A handsome buxom lass lay panting on her bed,

She looked as green as grass, and mournfully she said:
Except I have some lusty lad to ease me of my pain,

I cannot live, I sigh and grieve,

My life I now disdain.

But if some bonny lad would be so kind to me,

Before I am quite mad, to end my misery,

And cool these burning flames of fire

Which rage in this my breast,

Then I should be from torments free and be forever blest.

I am both young and fair, yet ’tis my fortune hard,

I’'m ready to despair, my pleasures are debarred:

And I, poor soul, cannot enjoy nor taste of lover’s bliss,
Whilst others meet, those joys so sweet,

Oh! what a life is this.

Were but my passion known, sure some would pity me,
That lie so long alone, for want of company.

Had I some young man in my arms

That would be brisk and brave,
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My pains would end,
He’d prove my friend,
And keep me from my grave.

From this tormenting pain I cannot long endure,
My hopes are all in vain if I expect a cure,
Without some thund’ring lad comes in

And with a courage bold,

Grant me delight,

I’d him requite,

With silver and with gold.

II

A gallant lively lad that in the next room lay,

It made his heart full glad to hear what she did say.
Into the room immediately this youngster he did rush,
Some words he spoke,

Love to provoke,

But she straight cried out, Hush!

My father he will hear and then we’re both undone,
Quoth he, love do not fear, I’ll venture for a son.

The coverlet he then threw off and jumped into the bed,
And in a trice,

He kissed her twice,

Then to his chamber fled.

And blushing all alone this damsel sweating lay,
Her troubles they were gone, thus softly did she say:
Had I but known that lover’s bliss

Had been so sweet a taste,

I’d ne’er have stayed,

Nor begged nor prayed,

That so much time did waste.



This lusty youthful boy, that banished all my pain,
I must his love enjoy ere it be long again.

For gold and silver I’ll not spare

Can that his courage prove,

He has an art, without all smart,

Green sickness to remove.

A sigh she gave and said, Oh! come again to me,
For I am half afraid I shall not cured be

At this first bout, then prithee try

To help me once again;

Count me not bold, I’ll give thee gold

Enough for all thy pain.

Source: Bagford Ballads (Anonymous. 1682; from Part III).
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Birds in Seventy-Seven (Act 4, Scene 7)

For more information, read this article:

“The ‘Vncleane Birds, in Seuenty-Seuen’: The Alchemist”
Author(s): Malcolm H. South

Source: Studies in English Literature, 1500-1900, Vol. 13,
No. 2, Elizabethan and Jacobean Drama (Spring, 1973),
pp. 331-343

Published by: Rice University
Stable URL: http://www.jstor.org/stable/449743
Accessed: 08-06-2017 18:46 UTC
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CHAPTER 2: Ben Jonson’s The Arraignment, or
Poetaster

CAST OF CHARACTERS (The Arraignment, or
Poetaster)
Male Characters

AUGUSTUS CAESAR. Emperor of Rome.

MAECENAS. Poet and patron; counselor to Augustus
Caesar.

MARCUS OVID. Father to PUBLIUS OVID.
LUSCUS. Servant to MARCUS and PUBLIUS OVID.
TIBULLUS. Elegiac poet.

CORNELIUS GALLUS Elegiac poet.
PROPERTIUS. Elegiac poet. Sextus Propertius.

FUSCUS ARISTIUS. Scholar and writer, friend of
HORACE.

PUBLIUS OVID. Publius Ovidius Naso, elegiac poet.
Referred to mostly as OVID in this book, and sometimes as
young Ovid or Ovid the poet or Publius Ovid. His father will
always be OVID SENIOR. Ovid wrote Ars Amatoria [The
Art of Love] and Metamorphoses.

VIRGIL. Publius Virgilius Maro, epic poet, author of
Aeneid.

HORACE. Quintus Horatius Flaccus, satirical poet, author
of Satires.

TREBATIUS. Lawyer, friend of HORACE.
LUPUS. Tribune. Asinius Lupus.



TUCCA. Military man, sort of. He has a stutter and/or
Sputters at times, as when his emotions are strong or when
he is pretending that his emotions are strong. Pantilius
Tucca.

CRISPINUS. The Poetaster. Poetasters are poets who write
bad poetry. Rufus Laberius Crispinus.

HERMOGENES. Musician and singer.
DEMETRIUS FANNIUS. Hack writer.

ALBIUS. Tradesman, husband to CHLOE.
MINOS. Apothecary, aka pharmacist.

HISTRIO. Actor.

AESOP. Actor.

PYRGI. Pages to TUCCA. The singular is Pyrgus.
LICTORS.

EQUITES ROMANI. Knights. Members of the Equestrian
class.

Female Characters

JULIA. Daughter to AUGUSTUS CAESAR.
CYTHERIS. PROPERTIUS' love.
PLAUTIA. TIBULLUS'’ love.

CHLOE. Wife to ALBIUS.

MAIDS.

In the Induction

ENVY.



PROLOGUE. (Heroic Virtue). The Prologue speaks the
prologue at or near the beginning of the play.

THE SCENE: ROME
NOTES:

An arraignment is a calling to account, such as calling an
accused person into a courtroom to defend him- or herself.
Or it can mean a denunciation.

In Ben Jonson’s society, a person of higher rank would use
“thou,” “thee,” “thine,” and “thy”” when referring to a person
of lower rank. (These terms were also used affectionately
and between equals.) A person of lower rank would use
“you” and “your” when referring to a person of higher rank.

“Sirrah” was a title used to address someone of a social rank
inferior to the speaker. Friends, however, could use it to refer
to each other.

The word “wench” in Ben Jonson’s time was not necessarily
negative. It was often used affectionately.

The poetaster, Crispinus, is a parody of the playwright John
Marston, with whom Ben Jonson had a feud. The two men
were sometimes frienemies.

Ben Jonson’s play conflates Julia the Elder (Augustus
Caesar’s daughter), and Julie the Younger (Augustus
Caesar’s granddaughter, the daughter of Julia the Elder).

Roman Offices

Consuls: The office of Consul was the highest political
office of the Roman Republic. Two Consuls were elected
each year and served for one year.

Praetors: A Praetor can be 1) the commander of an army, or
2) a magistrate. The office of Praetor (magistrate) was the
second highest political office of the Roman Republic. They



were subject only to the veto of the Consuls. Praetors could
take the auspices, the performance of which was a religious
rite. Taking the auspices was a way of (supposedly)
foretelling the future.

Lictors: Lictors served the Consuls and carried rods and axes
as symbols of the Senators’ authority. Rods were symbols of
the Consuls’ power to inflict corporal punishment, and axes
were symbols of their power to inflict capital punishment.
Lictors executed punishments on people who had been
convicted of serious crimes.

Tribunes: Tribunes were administrative officers. Some were
judicial Tribunes, and some were military Tribunes.

Aediles: An Aedile was a Roman magistrate who was in
charge of maintaining public buildings. They also organized
public festivals and were in charge of weights and measures.

Censors: They supervised public morality and maintained
the census.

Prefects: They had civil or military power, but that power
was delegated to them from others.

Praecones: Heralds. Criers in meetings of the Senate. They
cried loudly things during a trial, such as “Silence!”



THE INDUCTION (The Arraignment, or Poetaster)

The induction — introduction — of this play began with the
second sounding of a trumpet. The first sounding was a
warning for the audience to begin taking their seats. The
third sounding would be a notice that the play was starting.
Envy arrived at the second sounding in order to speak before
the real Prologue arrived.

Like other denizens of hell in plays, Envy arose from a
trapdoor in the stage floor. Several snakes were entwined
around her arms and hung from her neck.

Envy said to herself, “Light, I salute thee, but with wounded
nerves, wishing that thy golden splendor were pitchy
darkness.”

Some plays at this time had the title of the play written on a
title board on stage.

Envy looked at the title board and said, “What’s here? The
Arraignment? Aye: this, this is it that our sunken eyes have
stayed awake and waited for all this while. Here will be the
subject matter for my snakes and me.

“Cling to my neck and wrists, my loving worms — my
loving snakes — and cast yourselves round in soft and
amorous folds until I bid thee to uncurl. Then break your
knots and shoot out yourselves at length, as if your forced
stings would hide themselves within the regarded-with-
malice sides of him to whom I shall apply you.”

Envy was hostile to Ben Jonson, the playwright. She wanted
her snakes of envy to bite his sides, which she hated, and she
would force them to do that.

Envy looked at the audience and the stage candles and said,
“Wait! The shine of this assembly here offends my sight. I’1l



darken that first and outface — confront and disconcert —
their grace.”

Envy blew out some candles that provided light for the stage.
She then said to the audience:

“Don’t marvel if I stare and glare at you. These past fifteen
weeks — as long as it took Ben Jonson to turn the embryo
of the plot into a finished play — have I with burning lights
— my eyes — mixed vigilant thoughts in expectation of this
hated play, which will criticize envious slanderers. But now
at last I have arrived as its Prologue.

“Nor would I desire that you should look for other looks,
gestures, or expressions of compliment and courtesy from
me than what the infected bulk — breast — of Envy
can furnish.

“For I have arisen here with a covetous hope to blast your
pleasures and destroy your sports with wrong-headed
wrestings of meanings, wrong-headed comments and
explanations, wrong-headed applications of supposed
allusions to real people and real events, spy-like suggestions,
private whisperings, and a thousand such promoting sleights
and sly tricks as these.

Envy was planning on traducing the play with her lies and
false interpretations.

She said, “Closely notice how I will begin: the scene is —”
She then looked at the location signs on stage.

Envy said, “Ha! ‘Rome’? ‘Rome’? And ‘Rome’?”

She then said to herself:

“Crack, eye-strings, and let your eyeballs drop onto the
earth! Let me be forever blind!



“I am forestalled; all my hopes are crossed, checked, and
abated. Bah, a freezing sweat flows forth at all my pores; my
entrails burn!

“What should I do? ‘Rome’? ‘Rome’?

“O my vexed soul, how might I force an application of this
play to the present state?”

In other words: If this play is set in Rome, how could it apply
to England and its government and society?

Obviously, it could apply to England and its government and
society and to many other countries and their governments
and societies. And it could apply to many different times, not
just the present time. Satire is like that.

Obviously, Ben Jonson knew that, but he was afraid of being
sued for libel.

If you want to satirize an Englishman, the safe thing to do is
to pretend that the Englishman is a Roman.

Envy peered into the audience and said:

“Are there no actors here? No poet-apes — poor poets who
try to imitate real poets — who come with basilisks’ eyes,
whose forked tongues are steeped in venom, as their hearts
are steeped in gall?”

A basilisk was a mythological monster that could kill with a
glance.

Envy continued:

“Either of these would help me; they could wrest, pervert,
and poison all they hear or see with senseless glosses,
interpretations, explanatory notes, and allusions.”

Envy began to address the “good” devils she hoped were in
the audience:



“Now, if you are good devils, don’t flee from me.

“You know what dear, precious, and ample faculties I have
endowed you good devils with; I’1l lend you more.

“Here, take my snakes among you, come, and eat, and while
the squeezed juice flows in your black jaws, help me to
damn the author.”

Black jaws are those that spew forth slander and malicious
envy.

In art, Envy was often depicted as eating a snake.
Envy continued:

“Spit the juice forth upon his lines, and show your rusty —
discolored and rotten — teeth at every word or accent.

“Or else each of you choose one of my longest vipers, to
stick down in your deep throats, and let the heads come
forth at your rank — gross and stinky — mouths so that he
may see you armed with triple malice, to hiss, sting, and tear
his work and him.

“The snake heads and their forked tongues may forge lies,
and then declaim, traduce, corrupt, apply, spy and inform the
authorities, suggest —

“Oh, these are gifts wherein your souls are blest.”

No “good devils” spoke up. No one was willing to defame
Ben Jonson.

Envy said:

“What! Do you hide yourselves? Will none appear? None
answer? What! Does his calm troop of audience members
frighten you?

“Nay, then I do despair.”



She said to herself:

“Down, sink again. This travail is all lost with my dead
hopes.”

Envy had traveled and labored — travailed — to say the
prologue.

She continued:

“If in such bosoms spite have left to dwell,
“Envy is not on earth, nor scarcely in hell.”
Envy partially descended back into hell.

The trumpet sounded for the third time and the real Prologue,
who was wearing armor, appeared on stage.

The Prologue said to Envy:
“Wait, monster, before thou sink beneath the stage.”
The Prologue placed a foot on Envy’s head and said:

“Thus on thy head we set our bolder, stronger foot, with
which we tread thy malice into earth.”

As Envy descended into hell, the Prologue said, “So spite
should die, despised and scorned by noble industry such as
the industry spent in writing this play.”

Envy disappeared, and the Prologue said:

“If anyone should muse why I greet the stage in the guise of
an armed Prologue, know that it is a dangerous age,
wherein who writes had better present his scenes forty-fold
proof against the conjuring, secretly-working-together
means of base detractors and illiterate apes that fill up theater
seats in fair and well-formed shapes.



“Against these we have put on this defense we are forced to
wear, whereof the allegory and hidden sense is that a well-
erected confidence can frighten their pride and laugh their
folly away from here.

“Here now, suppose that our author should once more swear
that his play were good — he implores you to not accuse him
of arrogance, however much that common spawn of
ignorance, our small-fry writers, may slime his fame and
give his action that adulterated, corrupt name and title of
arrogance.

“Such full-blown vanity he loathes more than base dejection;
there’s a mean between both. With a constant firmness he
pursues that mean, as one who knows the strength of his own
muse. And this he hopes all free souls will allow.

“Others, who take with arugged brow and frown of
displeasure his assertion that this play is good,

“Their moods he rather pities than maliciously envies.

“His mind is above their injuries.”



ACT 1 (The Arraignment, or Poetaster)
—1.1—

Publius Ovid read out loud from the new poem he was
working on:

“Then, when this body falls in funeral fire,
“My name shall live, and my best part aspire.”

He then said, “It shall go so: My poem will end with these
lines.”

Luscus, his servant and the servant of Ovid’s father, Marcus
Ovid, aka Ovid Senior, entered the room and said, “Young
master, Master Ovid, do you hear me? God save me! Away
with your songs and sonnets and on with your gown and cap,
quickly — here, here —”

He handed Ovid the garments.

Law students in Ben Jonson’s England wore distinctive caps
and gowns.

Luscus continued, “Your father will be a man of this room
quickly. Come — nay, nay, nay, nay, be quick.”

He took Ovid’s poem from him and said, “These verses, too,
a poison on them, I cannot abide them, they make me ready
to vomit, by the banks of Helicon. Look what a rascally
untoward — improper and foolish — thing this poetry is; I
could tear them — your poems — now.”

Helicon was a mountain sacred to the Muses. Its springs
were also sometimes called Helicon.

As he took back his poem, Ovid said, “Give it to me.”

He then asked, “How near is my father?”



Luscus answered, “By the heart of man! Get a law book in
your hand; I will not answer you otherwise.”

Ovid picked up a law book.

Luscus continued, “Why, good; now there’s some formality
in you. By Jove and three or four of the gods more, I am right
of my old master’s humor and opinion about that — we have
the same opinion about your poems: This villainous poetry
will undo you, by the welkin, aka heavens.”

“What! Have thou buskins on, Luscus, that thou swear so
tragically and high?” Ovid asked.

Buskins are thick-soled boots worn by actors in tragedies to
give them added height and gravitas.

Luscus replied, “No, but I have boots on and I am prepared
and ready for anything, sir, and your father also has boots
on, too, by this time, for he called for them before I came
from the lodging where he is staying in the city.”

“Why, was he no more dressed than that?”” Ovid asked.

Luscus said, “Oh, no; and there was the mad skeldering —
begging — captain with the velvet arms — weapons carried
in velvet scabbards — ready to lay hold on him as he comes
down from his room — he who presses every man he meets,
with an oath, to lend him money, and cries, ‘Thou must do
it, old boy, as thou are a man, a man of worship and
worthiness.’”

“Who, Pantilius Tucca?” Ovid asked.

“Aye, he,” Luscus answered, “and I met little Master Lupus,
the Tribune, going thither, too.”

Ovid said, “If my father is under their arrest — if Tucca and
Lupus are detaining him — I may with safety enough read
over my elegy before he comes here.”



He put down the law book and picked up his poem.

“God save me!” Luscus said. “What’ll you do? Why, young
master, you are not Castalian-mad, lunatic, frantic,
desperate? Huh? Are you?”

A Castalian-mad man is a poet made mad by poetic
inspiration. The nymph Castalia turned herself into a spring
at Delphi to escape the god Apollo. People who drank its
waters became poetically inspired.

“What ails thou, Luscus?” Ovid said. “What is wrong with
you?”

“God be with you, sir, and goodbye,” Luscus said. “I’ll leave
you to your poetical fancies and furies. I’ll not be guilty of
encouraging you in such pursuits, 1.”

Luscus exited.

“Don’t be guilty of that, good Ignorance,” Ovid said.
“Good Ignorance” referred to Luscus.

Ovid continued:

“I’'m glad thou are gone, for thus alone, our ear shall better
judge the hasty errors of our morning muse.”

He began to read his new poem out loud:

“Envy, why twitt’st thou me [by saying] my time’s spent ill
“And call’st my verse fruits of an idle quill?

“Or that, unlike the [family] line from whence I sprung,
“War’s dusty honors I pursue not young?

“Or that I study not the tedious laws

“And prostitute my voice in every cause?



“Thy scope is mortal, mine [is] immortal, fame,
“Which through the world shall ever chant my name.
“Homer will live whilst Tenedos stands, and Ide [Ida],
“Or to the sea fleet Simois doth [does] slide,”

Ovid wished to pursue immortal fame as a poet rather than
be a soldier or a lawyer. Homer and other poets had achieved
immortal fame for their poetry.

Homer is the author of the /liad and the Odyssey. These
works will last as long as Tenedos (an island), Ida (a
mountain), and the Simois (a river), all of which are
mentioned in Homer’s epic poems, last.

To end the Trojan War, Odysseus came up with the idea of
the Trojan Horse. The Trojan War had been fought for 10
years, and the forces of Agamemnon and the other Greeks
had not been able to conquer Troy by might, and so
Odysseus had the idea of using trickery to conquer Troy. The
Greeks built a huge wooden horse and left it outside Troy,
and then they seemed to sail away in their ships and return
home. However, the Trojan Horse was hollow and filled
with Greek soldiers, including Odysseus, and the ships sailed
behind an island called Tenedos so that the Trojans could not
see them. A lying Greek named Sinon stayed behind and
pretended that he had escaped from Odysseus, who had
wanted to kill him. Sinon told the Trojans that if they were
to take the Trojan Horse inside the walls of Troy, then Troy
would never fall. Amid great rejoicing, the Trojans took the
Trojan Horse inside the walls of Troy. That night, the Greek
warriors came out of the Trojan Horse, went to the gates of
Troy, killed the Trojan guards, and opened the gates of Troy.
Agamemnon and his troops were outside the gates, after
returning from hiding behind the island. The Greeks then
conquered Troy.



Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:
“And so shall Hesiod, too, while vines do bear
“Or crooked sickles crop the ripened ear.”

Hesiod is the author of Works and Days, which praises labor
and describes the five ages of Humankind, with the Age of
Gold being the best.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:
“Callimachus, though in invention low,
“Shall still be sung, since he in art doth [does] flow.”

Callimachus is a Greek poet whom some critics such as Ben
Jonson thought was skillful but not inspired.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:
“No loss shall come to Sophocles’ proud vein,”

Sophocles is the great Greek tragedian who wrote Oedipus
the King, aka Oedipus Rex. In this tragedy, the Sphinx asks
Oedipus this riddle: What goes on four legs in the morning,
two legs at noon, and three legs in the evening? If Oedipus
cannot answer this riddle correctly, the Sphinx will kill him.
Fortunately, Oedipus does answer the riddle correctly: Man,
who goes on hands and knees as a crawling baby, two legs
as a healthy adult, and two legs and a cane as an old person.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“With sun and moon, Aratus shall remain.”

Aratus is a Greek poet who wrote about the constellations.
Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“Whilst slaves be false, fathers hard, and bawds be whorish,
“Whilst harlots flatter shall Menander flourish.”



Menander is a Greek comic playwright who wrote Dyskolos,
aka The Misanthrope.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“Ennius, though rude [uneducated], and Accius’ high-
reared strain

“A fresh applause in every age shall gain.”

Ennius, who used Greek literary models, is considered by
some critics the father of Roman poetry.

Accius was a Roman tragedian who made free translations
of plays by Greek tragedians, especially Aeschylus, who
wrote the Oresteia, a trilogy of three tragedies: Agamemnon,
The Libation Bearers, and The Eumenides. In the trilogy,
Agamemnon returns home after he and the Greeks defeat
Troy. His wife, Clytemnestra, who has taken a lover,
murders him, and in turn, is murdered by their son, Orestes.
The avenging spirits known as the Furies pursue him until
finally the goddess Athena arranges a new function for them,
transforming them into the Eumenides, aka the Kindly Ones.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“Of Varro’s name what ear shall not be told?

“Of Jason’s Argo, and the fleece of gold?”

The Roman writer Varro wrote about the Latin language.

Jason and his Argonauts built a ship named the Argo and
sailed to Colchis to get the Golden Fleece. With the help of
the witch Medea, they got the Golden Fleece and sailed
home with it.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“Then shall Lucretius’ lofty numbers [verses] die



“When earth and seas in fire and flames shall fry.”

The Roman Lucretius wrote a book of philosophy titled De
Rerum Natura, aka Concerning the Nature of Things.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:
“Tityrus, Tillage, Aenee [Aeneid] shall be read
“Whilst Rome of all the conquered world is head.”

These were three major works by Virgil. Tityrus is a narrator
in Virgil’s Eclogues, aka Bucolics, about pastoral life. The
Georgics is about farming, or tillage. The Aeneid is Virgil’s
masterpiece. It tells the story of the Fall of Troy and how the
Trojan prince Aeneas journeyed to Italy by way of Carthage
to become an important ancestor of the Romans.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“Till Cupid’s fires be out and his bow broken

“Thy verses, neat [elegant] Tibullus, shall be spoken.
“Our Gallus shall be known from east to west;

“So shall Lycoris, whom he now loves best.”

Tibullus and Gallus were two of Ovid’s poet friends. Lycoris
was the name Gallus gave to his lover in his poems.

Ovid continued to read out loud:

“The suffering plowshare or the flint may wear,
“But heavenly poesy [poetry] no death can fear.
“Kings shall give place to it, and kingly shows,
“The banks over which gold-bearing Tagus flows.”
The Tagus River divides Spain and Portugal.

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:



“Kneel hinds [Boors kneel] to trash; me let bright Phoebus
swell

“With cups full flowing from the Muses’ well.”

In other words: “Boors kneel to trash; let bright Phoebus
Apollo, god of poetry, fill me with inspiration.”

Ovid continued to read his poem out loud:

“Frost-fearing myrtle [an evergreen shrub that symbolizes
immortality] shall impale [encircle] my head,

“And by sad lovers I'll be often read.

“Envy the living, not the dead, doth [does] bite,”
In other words: Envy bites the living, not the dead.
Ovid continued to read out loud:

“For after death all men receive their right.
“Then, when this body falls in funeral fire,

“My name shall live, and my best part aspire.”

As an evergreen, myrtle does not fear literal frost; however,
it does fear frost-brained poetasters who cannot write good

poetry.
—12—
Ovid Senior, Luscus, Tucca, and Lupus entered the room.

Tucca was a military man, sort of. He was also a conman,
definitely. Lupus was an official: a Tribune.

Ovid Senior, Ovid’s father, who had heard the end of his
son’s poem, said:

“Your name shall live indeed, sir; you say true; but you don’t
think about how infamously, how scorned and contemned in



the eyes and ears of the best and gravest Romans; you never
so much as dream about that.

“Are these the fruits of all my travail and expenses? Is this
the scope and aim of thy studies? Are these the hopeful
courses wherewith I have so long flattered my expectation
from thee?

“Verses? Poetry? Ovid, whom I thought to see the pleader in
cases of law, has become Ovid the play-maker?”’

“No, sir,” Ovid, his son, said.
Ovid Senior said:

“Yes, sir. | hear that a tragedy of yours is coming forth for
the common actors there, called Medea.

“By my household gods, I swear that if I come to the acting
of it, I’ll add one tragic part more than is yet expected to it;
believe me when I promise it.”

The Roman household gods are the Lares and the Penates,
the ancestral gods and the gods of the pantry. When Aeneas
fled from fallen Troy, he carried his father on his back, and
his father held the household gods.

Ovid Senior continued, “What! Shall I have my son a stager
now? An ingle for actors? A gull? A rook? A shot-clog?”

A “stager” is a contemptuous term for a theater-man.

An “ingle” is a young boy who is used for homosexual sex,
but the term can also refer to a friend.

Gulls and rooks are fools.

A shot-clog is a fool who is tolerated because he pays the
bills.



Ovid Senior continued, “To make suppers and be laughed
at? Publius, I will set thee on the funeral pile first.”

Publius Ovid, his son, said, “Sir, I beg you to have patience.”
Luscus said to Ovid:

“Nay, this it is to have your ears dammed up to good
counsel.”

Luscus then said to the others:

“I did augur — predict — all this to him beforehand, without
poring into an ox’s paunch for the matter, and yet he would
not be scrupulous — that is, he would not be wary.”

Augurs are fortune-tellers who would examine the entrails
of a sacrificed ox and then predict whether the future would
be good or bad.

Tucca the military man said to Luscus:

“How is this now, goodman slave? What, roly poly? We are
all rivals, rascal?”

A roly poly is a worthless person.

Tucca thought that Luscus, a servant, was trying to make
himself the equal of Tucca and the others present.

Tucca was basically a beggar, and he was protective of what
he regarded as his prerogatives. One way to build up yourself
is to tear down others.

He then said to Ovid Senior:

“Why, my Master of Worship, do thou hear? Are these thy
best projects?

“Is this thy designs and thy discipline, to allow knaves to be
competitors with commanders and gentlemen?”



Tucca then said to Luscus:
“Are we parallels, rascal? Are we equals?”

Tucca, a beggar of sorts, considered himself to be better than
Luscus, who was a servant and worked for a living.

Ovid Senior said to Luscus, “Sirrah, go and get my horses
ready. You’ll always be prating.”

Tucca said to Luscus, “Do, you perpetual stinkard, do — go,
talk to tapsters and ostlers, you slave; they are in your
element — go; here are the Emperor’s captains, you
ragamuffin rascal, and not your comrades.”

Tapsters are bartenders, and ostlers take care of horses.
Luscus exited.
Lupus the Tribune (a magistrate) said to Ovid Senior:

“Indeed, Marcus Ovid, these actors are an idle generation
— that is, an idle breed — and do much harm in a state. They
corrupt young gentry very much. I know it. I have not been
a Tribune thus long and observed nothing.

“Besides, they will rob us, us who are magistrates, of our
respect, bring us upon their stages by representing us and
make us ridiculous to the plebeians; they will play you, or
me, the wisest men they can come by, always — me! — only
to bring us in contempt with the vulgar people and make us
cheap.”

The plebeians and the vulgar people were the common
people. Patricians were the elite.

Lupus objected to being satirized in plays on stage.

Tucca said:



“Thee are in the right, my venerable cropshin — they will
indeed.”

A cropshin is an inferior herring.

Tucca continued:
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“The tongue of the oracle never twanged truer.’
Oracles prophesized; they did not twang.
Tucca continued:

“Your courtier cannot kiss his mistress’ slippers in quiet
because of them, nor can your white — that is, pure —
innocent gallant pawn his reveling suit — his party outfit —
to buy his punk a supper.”

A punk is a prostitute.

Tucca, who was decayed (down on his luck) and whose
honesty was questionable, continued:

“An honest decayed commander cannot skelder and con
people, cheat, nor be seen in a bawdy house, but he shall
immediately appear in one of their wormwood — bitter —
comedies.

“They — the actors — are grown licentious, the rogues:
They are libertines, complete libertines. They forget they are
in the statute, the rascals.”

By statute, actors could be charged with being rogues or
vagabonds unless their acting troupe had a high-ranking
member of society as its patron.

Tucca continued:

“They are blazoned there; there they are tricked, they and
their pedigrees; they need no other heralds, to be sure.



A blazon is a detailed heraldic description of a coat of arms
or other heraldic device. A tricked coat of arms is an outline
of a coat of arms. The Heralds’ College was authorized to
issue coats of arms.

According to Tucca, the only kind of heralds that actors need
is those who proclaim that the actors are scoundrels.

Ovid Senior said to his son the poet, “I think if nothing else,
yet this alone, the reading of the public edicts against actors,
should frighten thee away from commerce — contact —
with them and give thee distaste enough of their actions. But
this betrays what a student you are; this argues your
‘proficiency’ in the law.”

He was arguing that his son in fact had contact with actors,
so therefore his son was ignorant of or dismissive of the
public edicts and so was a poor law student.

Ovid replied:

“They wrong me, sir, and do abuse you more, those who
blow these untrue reports into your ears. I am not known to
the open stage, nor do I traffic in their theaters.”

An open stage is open for business, and/or it is a stage that
is open to the elements — no roof.

Ovid continued:

“Indeed, I do acknowledge, at the request of some close
friends and honorable Romans, I have begun a poem of that
nature.”

Ovid’s poem was a play.

Ben Jonson considered himself a poet. He wrote poetry, and
his plays contained verse as well as prose.

“You have, sir?”” Ovid Senior said. “A poem? And where is
it? Poetry is the ‘law’ you study.”



“Cornelius Gallus borrowed it to read,” Ovid replied.
Ovid Senior said:

“Cornelius Gallus? There’s another gallant, fashionable
gentleman, too, who has drunk of the same poison as you;
and so have Tibullus, and Propertius.

“But these are gentlemen of means and revenue, now.

“In contrast, thou are a younger brother, and have nothing
but thy bare exhibition, aka allowance or maintenance —
which I protest shall be bare indeed if thou don’t forsake
these unprofitable by-courses, and that timely, too.”

Under the principle of primogeniture, the oldest son
inherited the bulk of the father’s wealth. Younger sons
inherited little or nothing.

Ovid Senior was threatening to cut down or cut off Ovid’s
allowance unless he stopped writing poetry.

Ovid Senior continued:

“Name me a professed poet whose poetry has ever afforded
him so much as a competency: an adequate income.

“Aye, your god of poets there, whom all of you admire and
reverence so much, Homer, he whose worm-eaten statue
must not be spewed against — spit at — except with
hallowed lips and groveling adoration, what was he? What
was he?”

Tucca said to Ovid Senior, “By the Virgin Mary, I’ll tell
thee, old swaggerer and quarreler: He was a poor, blind,
rhyming rascal, who lived obscurely up and down in booths
— temporary dwellings — and taphouses, and scarcely ever
got a good meal even in his dreams, the whoreson hungry
beggar.”



Actually, in Homer’s Odyssey, the blind reciter of poetry,
Demodocus, is well respected. After listening to him,
Odysseus rewards him with the best cut of meat.

Homer’s epic poems have poetic meter, but they do not
thyme.

Ovid Senior said to his son, Ovid:
“He says well.

“I know this nettles you, now, but answer me: Isn’t it true?
You’ll tell me his name shall live, and that (now being dead)
his works have eternalized him and made him divine. But
could this divinity feed him while he lived? Could his name
feast him?”

“Or purchase him a Senator’s revenue?” Tucca asked.
“Could it?”

Qualifying to be a Senator required much wealth.
The same was true of Knights in the Middle Ages.

Ovid Senior said, “Aye, or give him place — status — in the
commonwealth? Respect or attendants? Make him be carried
in his litter?”

Senators and other high-ranking people could be carried in
litters.

Tucca said to Ovid Senior, “Thou speak sentences, old
Bias.”

Bias of Priene was a Greek sage; he was one of the Seven
Sages.

“Sentences” are maxims. They can be wise.

Lupus said to Ovid, “All this the law will do, young sir, if
you’ll follow it.”



In other words: To be successful, be a lawyer; to be a failure,
be a poet.

Ovid Senior said, “If he is my son, he shall follow and
observe what I will make him fit for, or I profess here openly
and utterly to disown him.”

Ovid replied:
“Sir, let me ask that you will forgo these moods.

“I will be anything, or study anything; I’ll show that the
unfashioned body of the law is pure elegance, and make her
ruggedest strains run as smoothly as Propertius’ elegies.”

“Propertius’ elegies?” Ovid Senior said sarcastically.
“Good!”

“Nay, you take — judge — your son too quickly, Marcus,”
Lupus said to Ovid Senior.

“Why, he cannot speak, he cannot think, out of poetry,” Ovid
Senior said. “He is bewitched with it.”

“Come, do not misprize him,” Lupus responded.

“Misprize” means “undervalue.” As a legal term, it means to
commit a wrongful act or a wrongful omission.

Ovid Senior said, “‘Misprize’? Aye, by the Virgin Mary, I
would have him use some such words, now; they have some
touch, some taste, of the law. He should make himself a style
out of these, and let his Propertius’ elegies go by.”

Lupus said:

“Indeed, young Publius, he who will now hit the mark must
shoot through the law; we have no other planet that reigns,
and in that sphere you may sit and sing with angels.”

Young Publius is young Ovid the poet, son of Ovid Senior.



In the medieval view of the cosmos, the Sun, planets and
stars were encased in Spheres that revolved around the Earth.
The outermost Sphere was the Primum Mobile, which
moved and imparted movement to the other Spheres of the
cosmos, and that movement caused the Music of the
Spheres, something that living human beings normally do
not hear.

Angels are also English coins. A person with many angels
may very well sing.

Lupus continued:

“Why, the law makes a man happy without respecting and
paying heed to any other merit; a simple, undistinguished
scholar, or none at all, may be a lawyer.”

Tucca said to Ovid:

“He tells thee true, my noble neophyte; my little
grammaticaster, he does.”

A grammaticaster is a pedantic grammarian.
Tucca continued:

“Law shall never put thee to and make thee work at thy
mathematics, metaphysics, philosophy, and I don’t know
what other supposed sufficiencies and accomplishments. If
thou can but have the patience to plod enough, talk enough,
and make noise enough, then be impudent enough, and it is
enough.”

“Three books will furnish you,” Lupus said.
Tucca said:

“And the less art, the better.



“Besides, when it shall be in the power of thy cheverel —
flexible — conscience to do right or wrong at thy pleasure,
my pretty Alcibiades —”

Alcibiades was a gifted Athenian, but he sometimes fought
for and sometimes fought against Athens during the
Peloponnesian War that pitted Sparta against Athens. Ovid
preferred poetry, but he was considering turning to law to
please his father.

Lupus interrupted, “Aye, and to have better men than
himself, by many thousand degrees, to observe him and
stand bare —”

Tucca interrupted, “True, and he to carry himself proud and
stately, and have the law on his side for it, old boy.”

Ovid Senior said to his friends:
“Well, the day grows old, gentlemen, and I must leave you.”
He then said to his son the poet:

“Publius, if thou will hold my favor, abandon these idle,
fruitless studies that so bewitch thee. Send Janus home his
back-face again and look only forward to the law: Focus on
that. I will allow thee what allowance shall suit thee in the
rank of gentlemen and shall maintain thy society with the
best; and under these conditions I leave thee.”

Janus is a two-faced god who looks both forwards and
backwards. Ovid Senior wanted his son, Ovid, to stop
looking at poetry and instead look only at law.

Ovid Senior continued:

“My blessings will light upon thee if thou respect these
conditions; if not, my eyes may drop tears for thee, but thine
own heart will ache for itself; and so farewell.”

Luscus returned.



Ovid Senior asked him, “Are my horses ready?”

“Yes, sir, they are at the gate outside,” Luscus answered.
“That’s well,” Ovid Senior said.

He then said, “Asinius Lupus, let me have a word with you.”

He then said to Tucca, “Captain, shall I take my leave of
you?”

“No, my little old boy,” Tucca said.

He motioned toward Lupus and said to Ovid Senior,
“Dispatch your business with Cothurnus there.”

A cothernus is a thick-soled boot that was worn by actors,
such as those playing important men of state. Lupus
considered himself an important man of state.

Tucca continued, “I’ll wait on thee, I will.”

Luscus said to himself, “To borrow some ten drachmas; I
know his project.”

Tucca’s project was to get money from Ovid Senior and then
spend it.

Ovid Senior said to Lupus, “Sir, you shall make me beholden
to you.”

He then asked, “Now, Captain Tucca, what do you have to
say?”

Tucca answered:

“Why, what should I say? Or what can I say, my flower of
the Equestrian order?”

The Equestrian order was Knights, who were just below the
highest order: the Nobles.

Tucca continued:



“Should I say thou are rich? Or that thou are honorable? Or
wise? Or valiant? Or learned? Or liberal?

“Why, thou are all these, and thou know it, my noble
Lucullus, thou know it; come, don’t be ashamed of thy
virtues, old stump.”

Lucullus was a retired general and a wealthy patron of
soldiers.

The word “stump” can refer to a short man or a blockhead.
Tucca continued:

“Honor’s a good brooch — metaphorical ornament — to
wear in a man’s hat at all times. Thou are the man of war’s
Maecenas, old boy.”

Maecenas was a friend to Augustus Caesar, and he was an
important patron of the arts.

Tucca wanted Ovid Senior to be a patron of military men.
Tucca continued:

“Why shouldn’t thou be graced then by the men of war as
well as he is by his poets?”’

A Pyrgus entered the room. An assistant in Tucca’s cons, he
had been waiting in the anteroom and listening for his cue to
enter and assist in a con.

A Pyrgus is literally a tall, moveable structure used in sieges.
Here, it is a joke name for Tucca’s short boy-pages.

Tucca said to the Pyrgus, “What is it now, my carrier? What
is the news?”

The Pyrgus whispered to Tucca.

Luscus said to himself, “The boy has stayed within for his
cue this half hour.”



Tucca said out loud to the Pyrgus, “Come, do not whisper to
me, but speak it out. What? It is no treason against the state,
I hope, is it?”

“Yes, against the state of my master’s purse,” Luscus said to
himself.

“Sir, Agrippa desires you to be patient with him until the
next week,” the Pyrgus said. “His moils are not yet come

up.”

Agrippa is Augustus Caesar’s son-in-law and a wealthy
military commander. Tucca will say that Agrippa owes him
nearly a talent, which is thousands of British pounds or
USAmerican dollars.

The Pyrgus was using the word “moils” to mean mules. The
verb “moil” means “work hard.”

Tucca said:
“His moils?

“Now the bots, the spavin, and the glanders, and some dozen
more diseases alight on him and his moils! What! Have they
the yellow jaundice, his moils, that they come no faster? Or
are they foundered and lame, huh? His moils have the
staggers, likely, haven’t they?”

Tucca had named several diseases Agrippa’s mules might be
suffering from.

The Pyrgus replied, “Oh, no, sir.”

He then said to himself, “Then your tongue might be
suspected for one of his moils.”

Tucca stuttered and sputtered when angry — or when he
pretended to be angry.

Tucca said out loud so that Ovid Senior could hear him:



“He owes me almost a talent, and he thinks to bear it away
— a victory for him — with his moils, does he?”

He then said to the Pyrgus:

“Sirrah, you nutcracker, go on your way to him again, and
tell him I must have money, 1.”

“Nutcrackers” are apprentices who like to crack nuts while
attending a play.

Tucca continued:
“I cannot eat stones and turfs, tell him.

“What! Will he clem — starve — me and my followers? Ask
him if he will clem me; do, go. He would have me fry my
jacket and eat it, would he?

“Away, setter, away.
“Yet stay, my little tumbler.”

Setters and tumblers are hunting dogs. The Pyrgus was
supposed to hunt for Agrippa.

The words are also slang words for assistants to conmen. A
setter finds people who can be conned. A tumbler leads the
victims to the conman.

Tucca motioned to Ovid Senior and said quietly to the
Pyrgus, “This old boy shall supply money now.”

He said out loud, “I will not trouble Agrippa, I cannot be
importunate, I; I cannot be impudent to him.”

“Alas, sir, no,” the Pyrgus said. “You are the most maidenly,
blushing creature upon the earth.”

Tucca said to Ovid Senior, “Do thou hear, my little six-and-
fifty or thereabouts? Thou are not to learn the humors and



tricks of that old bald cheater, Time; thou had not this chain
for nothing.”

A chain can be worn as a necklace or as a symbol of
authority.

Tucca was flattering Ovid Senior by telling him that he was
a mature and knowledgeable man.

Time is bald. Once a moment is past, it cannot be possessed
again. Time has no long hair that you can grab as Time
passes by you.

Tucca continued: “Men of worth have their chimeras as well
as other creatures; and they see monsters sometimes; they
do, they do, brave boy.”

Chimeras were mythological monsters that were made of
parts of various animals. The parts vary in different
descriptions, but often the chimera is described as having a
lion’s head, a goat’s body, and a serpent’s tail.

The Pyrgus said to himself, “At cheaper cost than if he —
Tucca — shall see you, I warrant him.”

It’s better to have a chimera see you than to have Tucca see
you.

Tucca said quietly to Ovid Senior, “Thou must let me have
six, six — drachmas, I mean, old boy; thou shall do it; I tell
thee, old boy, thou shall, and in private, too, do thou see? Go,
walk off.”

Whenever Tucca mentioned a number, he had to think about
what was the greatest amount of money he could get from a
person. Should he ask for shillings, or for drachmas, or for
sesterces?

He pointed and said, “There, there. Six is the sum. Thy son’s
a gallant spark and must not be put out suddenly.”



Ovid Senior went to the side to search his pockets for money
to give to Tucca.

Tucca then said to young Ovid, “Come here, Callimachus.”
Callimachus was a poet who inspired Ovid.
Tucca continued:

“Thy father tells me thou are too poetical, boy; thou must not
be so, thou must leave them — leave the poets — young
novice, thou must.

“They are a sort of poor, starved rascals, who are always
wrapped up in foul linen — dirty clothing — and can boast
of nothing but a lean visage peering out of a seam-rent
— torn at the seams — suit: the very emblems and signs of

beggary.

“No, do thou hear? Turn lawyer, thou shall be my solicitor
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Tucca was providing a kind of service for his six drachmas.
He had given young Ovid the same advice that Ovid Senior
had given. He had also advised Ovid Senior to go a little easy
on his son: Don’t put out his son — and his son’s spark —
suddenly.

Ovid Senior returned with money for Tucca.

Tucca asked Ovid Senior, “It is the right amount, old boy,
isn’t it?”

“You had best tell — count — it, Captain,” Ovid Senior said.
“No,” Tucca said. “Fare thou well, my honest horseman.”

A horseman is 1) a person who rides a horse, or 2) a member
of the Equestrian social rank — a Knight.

Tucca then said to Lupus, “And fare thou well, beaver.”



Beaver hats were expensive hats worn by gentlemen.
Tucca said to Ovid Senior:

“I ask thee, Roman, when thou come to town, see me at my
lodging and visit me sometimes. Thou shall be welcome, old
boy. Do not balk — avoid and disappoint — me, good
swaggerer. May Jove keep thy chain from having to be
pawned.

“Go thy ways; if thou lack money, I’ll lend thee some; I'll
leave thee to thy horse, now. Adieu.”

“Farewell, good Captain,” Ovid Senior said.

Tucca said quietly to the Pyrgus, “Boy, you can have but half
a share now, boy.”

He meant half of the Pyrgus’ share in the profits of the con.
Tucca owed everybody, including his pages.

Tucca and the Pyrgus exited.

Ovid Senior said, “It is a strange boldness that accompanies
this fellow.”

Did Ovid Senior know he had been conned? Possibly. He
could afford the loss of the “loan.”

“Come,” Ovid Senior said to Luscus.

Ovid said, “I’ll give attendance on you to your horse, sir, if
it pleases you —”

His father replied, “No; stay in your chamber and fall to your
studies. Do so; may the gods of Rome bless thee!”

Ovid Senior, Lupus, and Luscus exited, leaving Ovid the
poet alone.

Ovid the poet said to himself:



“And may the gods give me stomach to digest this law —
those are the words that should have surely followed his
words, had I been he.

“O sacred poesy, thou spirit of arts, the soul of science and
the queen of souls, what profane violence, almost sacrilege,
has here been offered to thy divinities!

“That thine own guiltless poverty should arm Prodigious
Ignorance to wound thee thus!

“For from poets’ poverty is all the force of argument drawn
forth against poesy, or from the abuse of thy great powers in
adulterated and corrupted brain.”

In other words: The major complaint many people make
against poetry is that poets tend to be poor in wealth.

Ovid the poet continued:

“But if men would only learn to distinguish spirits, and to set
and acknowledge a true difference between those jaded wits
who run a broken pace of poetic meter for common hire, and
the high raptures of a happy muse borne on the wings of her
immortal thought that kicks at earth with a disdainful heel
and beats at the gates of heaven with her bright hooves, they
would not then with such distorted faces and desperate
censures stab at poesy.”

Bad poets are like jades: inferior horses. Good poets are like
Pegasus: a winged horse that ascends the heavens.

Ovid the poet continued:

“Men would then admire bright knowledge, and their minds
should never descend on so unworthy objects as gold or
titles; they would dread far more to be thought ignorant than
to be known poor.



“The time was once, when wit drowned wealth; but now
your only barbarism is to have wit, and want.

“No matter now who excels in virtue, he who has coin has
all perfection else.”

In other words: Many men think that it is better to be wealthy
and stupid than to be intelligent and impoverished.

—1.3 —

Tibullus, a poet and one of Ovid’s friends, entered the scene
and said, “Ovid?”

“Who’s there?” Ovid asked.
Seeing Tibullus, he said, “Come in.”
“Good morning, lawyer,” Tibullus said.

“Good morning, dear Tibullus,” Ovid said. “Welcome. Sit
down.”

“Not I,” Tibullus said. “What, so hard at it?”

He approached Ovid, who attempted to withhold his work.
Tibullus said, “Let’s see, what’s here? Nay, [ will see it —”
“Please, stay away,” Ovid said.

They struggled, but Tibullus got hold of the paper.

Tibullus read Ovid’s writing out loud:

“If thrice in field a man vanquish his foe,

Tis after in his choice to serve, or no.”

The man is a soldier, and if he vanquishes three enemies on
the battlefield, it is his decision whether he continues to
serve as a soldier or goes home.



“What is this now, Ovid!” Tibullus said. “Law-cases in
verse?”

“In truth, I don’t know,” Ovid said. “They run from my pen
unwittingly, if they are verse.”

Ovid wrote verse whether he intended to or not. He couldn’t
help it.

He then asked, “What’s the news in the outside world?”

“Off with this lawyer gown you are wearing!” Tibullus said.
“I have come to have thee walk with me.”

Tibullus wanted Ovid to cease his study of law and do
something different and, no doubt, more fun.

Ovid replied, “No, good Tibullus, I'm not now in case —
I’m not now in a position to do that. Please leave me alone.”

“What! Not in case?” Tibullus said. “By God’s light, thou
are in too much case, judging by all this law.”

Ovid’s room contained law books and his notes about the
law.

“Truly, if I live, I will new-dress the law in sprightly poesy’s
habiliments,” Ovid said.

“The hell thou will!” Tibullus said. “What, turn law into
verse? Thy father has schooled thee, I see.”

He took out a letter, which he handed to Ovid.

Tibullus then said, “Here, read that. There’s subject for you
— and, if [ mistake not, a supersedeas to your melancholy.”

A supersedeas is a writ for a stay in proceedings.

In other words, the letter would cheer Ovid up.



Ovid opened the letter and said, “What! Signed ‘Julia’! O
my life, my heaven!”

He read the letter silently to himself.
“Has your mood changed?”” Tibullus asked.

Ovid said about the letter’s contents, “Music of wit! Note for
the harmonious spheres!”

The note was 1) a musical note, and 2) Julia’s letter to Ovid.
He added, “Celestial accents, how you ravish me!”

“Accents” can be 1) utterances, and 2) marks on musical
notes.

“What is it, Ovid?” Tibullus asked.
“That I must meet my Julia, the Princess Julia,” Ovid said.
“Where?” Tibullus asked.

“Why, at — by the Heart of God, I have forgotten,” Ovid
said. “My passion — my strong emotion — so transports
me.”

“I’ll save your trouble of trying to remember,” Tibullus said.
“It is at Albius’ house, the jeweler’s, where the fair Lycoris
lies.”

“Who? Cytheris, Cornelius Gallus’ love?” Ovid asked.
“Aye, he’ll be there, too, and my Plautia,” Tibullus said.
“And why not your Delia?” Ovid asked.

“Yes, and your Corinna,” Tibullus said.

Both Ovid and Tibullus wrote poetry about the women they
loved; in their poetry they used pseudonyms for their loved
ones.



Ovid loved Julia, and he wrote about her in his poetry, using
the name Corinna.

Tibullus loved Plautia, and he wrote about her in his poetry,
using the name Delia.

Ovid said:
“True, but my sweet Tibullus, keep that secret.

“I would not for all Rome have it thought that I veil bright
Julia underneath that name: Julia, the gem and jewel — the
Jule — of my soul, who takes her honors from the golden
sky, as beauty takes all its luster from her eye.

“The air respires and breathes out again the pure Elysian —
heavenly — sweets in which she breathes, and from her
looks descend the glories of the summer. Heaven she is,
praised in herself above all praise — Julia is more
praiseworthy than any words that could be used to praise her
— and he who hears her speak would swear the tuneful orbs
— the musical Spheres — turned in his zenith only.”

In other words: Anyone who hears Julia speak thinks that he
is hearing the Music of the Spheres.

“Publius, thou shall lose thyself,” Tibullus said.
Publius Ovid replied:

“Oh, in no labyrinth can I safelier err than when I lose myself
in praising her.

“Go away from here, law, and welcome, Muses! Though you
Muses are not rich, yet you are pleasing; let’s be reconciled
and now made one.

“Henceforth I promise you my faith, and I promise all my
serious hours to spend with you — with you, whose music
strikes on my heart and with bewitching tones steals forth
my spirit in Julia’s name. Fair Julia!



“Julia’s love shall be a law, and that sweet law I’ll study: the
law and art of sacred Julia’s love.

“All other objects will prove to be only abjects — abject
objects.”

“Come, we shall have thee as passionate as Propertius soon,”
Tibullus said.

“Oh, how does my Sextus?” Ovid asked about Sextus
Propertius.

“Truly, he is full of sorrow for his Cynthia’s death,” Tibullus
answered.

“What, still?”” Ovid asked.

“Still, and still more,” Tibullus said. “His griefs grow upon
him as do his hours. Never did I know an understanding
spirit so take to heart the common — universal — work of
fate.”

Ovid said:

“O my Tibullus, let us not blame him, for against such
occurrences the heartiest strife of virtue is not proof.

“We may preach constancy and fortitude to other souls, but
had we ourselves been struck with the like planet, one with
malign influences — had our loves, like his, been ravished
from us by injurious death, and in the height and heat of our
best days — it would have cracked our sinews, shrunk our
veins, and made our very heartstrings jar and go out of tune,
like his.”

Ben Jonson’s society believed that planets could influence
our lives, and it believed that strings brace the heart, and that
those strings could break. The figurative sense of
“heartstrings” is one’s deepest feelings, such as passionate
love.



Ovid continued:

“Come, let’s go and take him forth, and see if mirth or
company will but abate — lessen — his passion.”

“I am happy to do so,” Tibullus said, “and I implore the gods
that it may.”

They exited.



ACT 2 (The Arraignment, or Poetaster)
—21—
Albius and Crispinus talked together.

Albius was a tradesman, primarily a jeweler, who was
married to Chloe.

Crispinus was a poetaster — a bad poet — who was carrying
a folded sheet of paper.

Albius said:
“Master Crispinus, you are welcome. Please use a stool, sir.”

Stools were used to sit on in polite company. They were also
used in to sit on in privies.

Albius continued:

“Your cousin Cytheris will come down soon. We are so busy
for the receiving of these courtiers here that I can scarcely be
a minute alone with myself because of thinking about them.

“Please sit, sir; please sit, sir.”

“Iam very well, sir,” Crispinus said. “Never trust me but you
are most delicately seated here, full of sweet delight and
blandishment! An excellent air, an excellent air!”

By “blandishment,” Crispinus meant “allurement.”
Albius had a nice house in a nice location.
“Aye, sir, it is a pretty air,” Albius said.

He then said to himself, “These courtiers run in my mind
still; I must look out —”

He then said to Crispinus, “For Jupiter’s sake, sit, sir. Or will
it please you to walk into the garden? There’s a garden at the
back side of the house — in the backyard.”



Jupiter is the King of the gods.

“I am most strenuously well, I thank you, sir,” Crispinus
said.

“May it do you much good, sir,” Albius said.
He exited.

Chloe, Albius’ wife, entered with some maids who were
carrying perfume and dried herbs to sweeten the air of the
house.

Choe, who did not notice Crispinus, said to her maids,
“Come, bring those perfumes forward a little, and strew
some roses and violets here.”

Albius entered the room.
Chloe noticed Albius.

Chloe said, “Bah, here are rooms that savor — stink — the
most pitifully rank that ever I felt!”

Of course, she meant “smelled.”

She then said, “I cry the gods mercy, my husband’s in the
wind of us.”

In other words, her husband stank.

Albius said to his wife, “Why, this is good, excellent,
excellent. Well done, my sweet Chloe. Trim up your house
most obsequiously — dutifully, and eager to please.”

“For Vulcan’s sake, breathe somewhere else!”” Chloe said.
“In truth, you overcome our perfumes exceedingly; you are
too predominant.”

Vulcan, the gifted blacksmith god, was, like Albius, married;
in fact, he was married to Venus, goddess of beauty and
sexual passion, who was not faithful to him. Venus had an



affair with Mars, the god of war. Vulcan learned of the affair,
so he set a trap for the illicit lovers. He created a fine net that
bound tightly, he placed the net above his bed, and then he
pretended to leave his mansion to journey abroad. Mars ran
to Venus, and together they ran to bed. Mars and Venus lay
down in bed together, and then the fine net snared them,
locked in lust.

“Just hear my opinion, sweet wife,” Albius said.

He tried to hug her and pin her in his arms, but she fended
him off and hit him on the head.

Chloe said:

“A pin for your ’pinion.”

A pin is an almost worthless small item used in sewing.
Chloe continued:

“In sincerity, if you are thus fulsome — offensive — to me
in everything, I’'ll be divorced. God save my body! You
know what you were before I married you. I was a
gentlewoman born, 1. I lost all my friends to be a citizen’s
wife, because I heard, indeed, that they kept their wives as
fine as ladies, and that we might rule our husbands like
ladies, and do whatever we wanted.

“Do you think I would have married you otherwise?”’
Albius said, “I acknowledge, sweet wife —”

He then whispered to Crispinus, “She speaks the best of any
woman in Italy, and moves as mightily, which makes me
prefer that she should make bumps on my head as big as my
two fingers than I would offend her.”

“Moves ... mightily” can mean “persuades well in speech”
or “strikes hard with her fist.”



When Albius mentioned “two fingers,” he held up two
fingers.

In this society, cuckolds — men with unfaithful wives —
were said to have invisible horns growing on their heads.
Readers may be forgiven for thinking of those horns when
Albius held up two fingers.

He then said to Chloe, “But, sweet wife —”

“Yet again?” his wife said. “Isn’t it grace enough for you that
I call you husband and you call me wife, but you must still
be poking me against my will to things?”

One kind of poking is sexual poking. One meaning of
“thing” is “penis.”

Albius replied, “But you know, wife: Here are the greatest
ladies and most gallant gentlemen of Rome to be entertained
in our house now; and I would like to advise thee to entertain
them in the best sort, indeed, wife.”

Chloe said:

“In sincerity, did you ever hear a man talk so idly? You
would seem to be the master of me? You would have your
spoke in my cart?”

Hmm. There’s a sexual meaning there.
Chloe continued:

“You would advise me to entertain ladies and gentlemen?
Because you can marshal your pack needles, horse combs,
hobbyhorses, and wall candlesticks in your warehouse better
than I, therefore you can tell how to entertain ladies and
gentlefolks better than 1?”

Albius said:

“O my sweet wife, don’t upbraid me with that!



“*Gain savors sweetly from anything.’”
“Gain” is profit.
Albius continued:

“He who respects” — he meant “expects” — “to get a profit
must relish all commodities alike, and admit no difference
between woad [a plant used to make blue dye] and
frankincense, or the most precious balsamum and a tar
barrel.”

Albius was a tradesman who dealt in jewelry, but he also
dealt in other less prestigious items that made a profit.

Chloe said:
“By the Virgin Mary, bah!

“You sell candle-snuffers, too, if you remember, but I ask
you to let me buy them out of your hand, for I tell you true,
I take it highly in snuff — I highly resent — to learn how to
entertain gentlefolks by your instruction at these years of
mine, indeed.

“Alas, man, there was not a gentleman who came to your
house in your other wife’s time, I think? Nor a lady? Nor one
or more musicians? Nor masques?”

Masques were entertainments at which people wore masks.
Chloe continued:

“Neither you, nor your house were so much as spoken of
before I disbased myself from my hood and my fartingale to
these bum-rolls and your whalebone bodice.”

By “disbased,” she meant “debased.”

Before becoming a tradesman’s wife, she had worn a French
hood and a farthingale (not a “fartingale”).



After becoming a tradesman’s wife, she wore the items of
clothing usually worn by a tradesman’s wife: Bum-rolls
were rolls of cloth around the hips; a skirt was draped over
them. A whalebone bodice was a bodice stiffened with
whalebone.

Albius said:
“Look here, my sweet wife.”
He lay his finger on his lips and said:

“ am mum, my dear mummia, my balsamum, my
spermaceti, and my very city of —”

Hmm. My very city of ... sperm? Yes. He was still referring
to his wife. A city is a site.

Mummia, balsamum, and spermaceti are expensive items.

Mummia is a medicinal preparation made from the preserved
flesh of a mummy.

Balsamum is aromatic resin used as an ointment.

Spermaceti is a waxy substance produced in sperm whales;
it was used as an ointment.

Albius then said quietly to Crispinus, “She has the most best,
true, feminine wit in Rome!”

Crispinus replied, “I have heard so, sir, and do most
vehemently desire to participate” — he meant “partake of”
— “the knowledge of her fair features.”

“Ah, peace,” Albius said. “You shall hear more soon; be not
seen yet, please — not yet. Observe.”

He exited.

Chloe said, “By God’s body, give husbands the head a little
more, and they’ll be nothing but head shortly.”



To give a horse the head means to loosen the reins and give
it freedom. If Chloe gives her husband the head, soon he will
be her head — her boss.

Ephesians 5:23 states, “For the husband is the head of the
wife, even as Christ is the head of the church: and he is the
saviour of the body” (King James Bible).

Chloe, who had noticed her husband talking to Crispinus,
motioned toward him and asked her maids, “Who’s he
there?”

“I don’t know, forsooth,” the first maid said.
“Forsooth” means “indeed” or “in truth.”

The second maid asked Crispinus, “Who would you speak
with, sir?”

He answered, “I would speak with my cousin Cytheris.”

The second maid said to Chloe, “He is one, forsooth, who
would speak with his cousin Cytheris.”

“Is she your cousin, sir?”” Chloe asked.

“Yes, in truth, forsooth, for lack of a better,” Crispinus said.
For lack of a better cousin.

“Is she a gentlewoman?”” Chloe asked.

“Or else she should not be my cousin, I assure you,”
Crispinus said.

“Are you a gentleman born?” Chloe asked.

“That I am, lady,” Crispinus said. “You shall see my arms,
if it will please you.”



“No, your legs do sufficiently show you are a gentleman
born, sir; for a man borne upon little legs is always a
gentleman borne,” Chloe said.

“Yet I ask you, permit me to show you the sight of my arms,
mistress,” Crispinus said, “for I bear them about me, to have
them seen.”

Yes, bare arms can be seen.
He pulled out a design of a coat of arms and held it up.
He then said:

“My name is Crispinus, or Cry-spinas, indeed, which is well
expressed in my arms: a face crying, in chief; and beneath it
a bloody toe between three thorns pungent.”

Spina is Latin for “thorn.”
“In chief” means the top part of the shield.

“Pungent” means “sharp-pointed” (the thorns) and “stinky”
(the toe).

“Then you are welcome, sir,” Chloe said. “Now that I know
you are a gentleman born, I can find in my heart to welcome
you; for I am a gentlewoman born, too, and I will bear my
head high enough, although it were my fortune to marry a
tradesman.”

Crispinus replied, “No doubt of that, sweet feature” — he
may have meant “creature” — “your carriage shows it in any
man’s eye that is carried upon you with judgment.”

“Carriage ““ can mean bodily deportment as well as a kind of
wheeled vehicle.

By “carried,” he meant “cast.”



Albius returned. In the next few minutes, he would be
continually going in and out of the room. He really, really
wanted to make a good impression on the VIPs coming to
his home.

“Dear wife, don’t be angry,” he said.
“God’s my passion!” Chloe said.

“Listen to me about one thing,” Albius said. “Don’t let your
maids set cushions in the parlor windows, nor in the dining-
chamber windows, nor upon stools in either of them, in any
case, for it is tavern-like; but lay them one upon another in
some outer-room or corner of the dining chamber.”

“Go, go,” Chloe said. “Meddle with your bedchamber only,
or rather with your bed in your chamber only, or rather with
your wife in your bed only; or, on my faith, I’ll not be
pleased with you only.”

Hmm. Sounds as if someone will shortly be a cuckold.

Albius said, “Look here, my dear wife, entertain that
gentleman kindly, I ask you —”

Chloe made a gesture as if she were going to hit him.
Albius lay his finger on his lips and said, “Mum.”
That meant, he would stay quiet.

“Go! 1 need your instruction, indeed!” Chloe said
sarcastically.

She added, without sarcasm, “Anger me no more, | advise

2

you.

Albius exited.



Chloe said to herself, “City-sin, did he say! She’s a wise
gentlewoman, indeed, who will marry herself to the sin of
the city.”

“City-sin” is a citizen. The “sin of the city” is something
different.

Albius entered the room and said, “Just this one time and no
more, by heaven, wife. Hang no pictures in the hall nor in
the dining chamber, in any case, but in the gallery only, for
it is not courtly else, on my word, wife.”

Chloe replied, “By God’s precious, are you never done!”
Albius said, “Wife —”

She raised her fist and threatened to hit him.

He exited.

Chloe asked, “Don’t I bear a reasonable corrigible hand over
him, Crispinus?”

“Corrigible” means “corrective.”

Crispinus replied, “By this hand, lady, you hold a most sweet
hand over him.”

Albius entered the room and said, “And then for the great
gilt andirons —”

“Again!” Chloe said. “I wish that the andirons were in your
great guts, as far as I’'m concerned.”

“I vanish, wife,” Albius said.

He exited.

Chloe asked:

“What shall I do, Master Crispinus?



“Here will be all the most splendid ladies in court soon, to
see your cousin Cytheris. O the gods! How might I behave
myself now so as to entertain them most courtly?”

Crispinus answered, “By the Virgin Mary, lady, if you will
entertain them most courtly, you must do thus:

“As soon as ever your maid or your man brings you word
they have come, you must say, ‘A pox on them! What are
they doing here?’

“And yet when they come, speak to them as fair words as
can be and give them the kindest welcome in words that can
be.”

“Is that the fashion of courtiers, Crispinus?”’ Chloe asked.

“I assure you it is, lady,” Crispinus said. “I have observed
it.”

Chloe said, “As for your ‘pox,’ sir, it is easily hit on; but it
is not so easy to speak fair after, I think?”

The pox is syphilis, which is easily hit on, or acquired. Once
one learns that it has been acquired, one is unlikely to say
fair words.

Albius entered the room and said, “Oh, wife, the coaches
have come, on my word, a number of coaches, and
courtiers.”

“A pox on them!” Chloe said. “What are they doing here?”

“What is this now, wife!”” Albius said. “Would thou not have
them come?”

“Come?” Chloe replied. “Come, you are a fool, you.”
She then said to Crispinus, “He doesn’t know the trick of'it.”

In other words, he doesn’t understand courtly etiquette.



Chloe then ordered her maids, “Call Cytheris, please.”
A maid exited.

Chloe then said, “And good Master Crispinus, you can
observe, you say; let me entreat you for all the ladies’
behaviors, jewels, jests, and attires, that you marking as well
as I, we may put both our marks together when they are gone,
and confer about them.”

A mark is a close observation, or an object. Chloe was
unintentionally talking about putting two sexual objects
together.

“I assure you, sweet lady, that I do so,” Crispinus said. “Let
me alone to observe until I turn myself to nothing but
observation.”

Cytheris entered the room.
Crispinus said, “Good morning, cousin Cytheris.”

“Welcome, kind cousin,” Cytheris said. “What! Have they
come?”

“Aye, your friend Cornelius Gallus, Ovid, Tibullus,
Propertius, with Julia the Emperor’s daughter and the lady
Plautia, have alighted at the door, and with them
Hermogenes Tigellius, the excellent musician.”

Julia was the daughter of Augustus Caesar, the Roman
Emperor.

“Come, let us go meet them, Chloe,” Cytheris said.
“Observe them, Crispinus,” Chloe said.

“At a hair’s breadth, lady, I assure you,” Crispinus said. “I
will very closely observe them.”



—2.2—

Gallus, Ovid, Tibullus, Propertius, Hermogenes the
musician, Julia, and Plautia entered the scene.

Ovid loved Julia, and Tibullus loved Plautia.
Gallus kissed Chloe and said, “Health to the lovely Chloe!”

He then said to Cytheris, “You must pardon me, mistress,
that I give preference to this fair gentlewoman.”

A mistress is a woman to whom a man is devoted. The word
“mistress” need not imply a sexual liaison.

Gallus and the other guests do and will show much courtesy
to Chloe, who is much concerned about social rank.

“I pardon and praise you for it, sir — Cytheris said.

She then said to Julia, “— and I beseech Your Excellence,
receive her beauties into your knowledge and favor.”

Julia replied, “Cytheris, she has favor — good looks — and
behavior that commands as much of me; and, sweet Chloe,
know that I do exceedingly love you, and that I will approve
of and second any grace that my father the Emperor may
show you.”

She motioned toward Albius and asked, “Is this your
husband?”

“For lack of a better, if it pleases Your Highness,” Albius
said.

Chloe said to Cytheris, “God’s my life! How he shames me!”

Cytheris replied, “Not a whit, Chloe; they all think you
politic and witty; wise women don’t choose husbands for the
eye, merit, or birth, but for wealth and sovereignty.”



“Sovereignty” in this context means “rule.” Wise women
choose husbands who are wealthy and whom they can rule
over — or in some cases, when they prefer it, who will rule
over them.

Ovid said to Albius, “Sir, we all come to congratulate you
for the good report of you.”

Tibullus said to Albius, “And we would be glad to deserve
your love, sir.”

Albius replied, “My wife will answer you all, gentlemen. I’ll
come to you again soon.”

He exited.

Plautia motioned toward Chloe and said, “You have chosen
for yourself a very fair companion here, Cytheris, and a very
fair house.”

“To both of which you and all my friends are very welcome,
Plautia,” Cytheris said.

These were words that should be spoken by the hostess, who
was Chloe. Cytheris was a lodger.

Chloe, the real hostess, said, “With all my heart, I assure
Your Ladyship.”

“Thanks, sweet Mistress Chloe,” Plautia said.

“You must come to court, lady, indeed, and there be sure
your welcome shall be as great to us,” Julia said to Chloe.
“You will be as welcome to us as we are to you.”

Ovid said to Julia, “She will well deserve it, madam. I see
even in her looks gentry and general worthiness.”

“l have not seen a more certain token of an excellent
disposition,” Tibullus said.



Albius returned and said, “Wife.”

Chloe said to her husband, “Oh, they do so commend me
here, the courtiers! What’s the matter now?”

“For the banquet, sweet wife,” Albius answered.

The banquet consisted of light refreshments: fruit, sweets,
and wine.

“Yes,” Chloe said. “And I must come to court, and be
welcome, the princess says.”

She and her husband exited.

Now that the respectable host and hostess were gone, Gallus
said, “Ovid and Tibullus, you may be bold to welcome your
mistresses here.”

The couples embraced.
“We find it so, sir,” Ovid said.
“And we thank Cornelius Gallus,” Tibullus said.

Ovid said to Propertius, “Nay, my sweet Sextus, in faith,
thou are not sociable.”

“In faith, I am not, Publius, nor can I be,” Sextus Propertius
replied. “Sick minds are like sick men who burn with fevers,
who, when they drink, are pleased with the taste for a
moment, but afterward endure a more impatient fit.”

He then said to all present, “Please, let me leave you; I offend
you all, and myself most.”

“Wait, sweet Propertius!” Gallus said.

“You yield too much to your griefs and fate, which never
hurts except when we say it hurts us,” Tibullus said.



The Stoic philosophers believed that suffering could be
avoided by not acknowledging it.

Propertius said:
“Oh, peace, Tibullus!

“Your philosophy lends you too rough a hand to probe my
wounds. Let they who know how to sigh and grieve speak
about griefs. The free and unconstrained spirit does not feel
the weight of my oppression.”

Propertius exited.

“Worthy Roman!” Ovid said. “I think I taste his misery, and
I could sit down and chide at his malignant stars.”

“I think I love him because he loves so truly,” Julia said.

Cytheris said, “This is the most perfect love — one that lives
after death.”

“Such is the constant ground of virtue always,” Gallus said.
“It puts on an inseparable face,” Plautia said.

Chloe returned, and she and Crispinus talked together apart
from the others.

“Have you closely observed everything, Crispinus?” Chloe
asked.

“Everything, I promise you,” Crispinus said.

“What gentlemen are these?” Chloe asked. “Do you know
them?”

“Aye, they are poets, lady,” Crispinus said.

“Poets?” Chloe said. “They did not talk about me since I left,
did they?”



“Oh, yes, and extolled your perfections to the heavens,”
Crispinus said.

“Now, in sincerity, they are the finest kind of men whomever
I knew,” Chloe said. “Poets! Couldn’t one get the Emperor
to make my husband a poet, do you think?”

“No, lady, it is love and beauty that make poets,” Crispinus
said, “and since you like poets so well, your love and
beauties shall make me a poet.”

“What! Shall they?”” Chloe said. “And such a one as these?”

“Aye, and a better one than these,” Crispinus said. “I would
be sorry else.”

“And shall your looks change? And your hair change? And
all, like these?”” Chloe asked.

“Why, a man may be a poet and yet not change his hair,
lady,” Crispinus said.

“Well, we shall see your cunning; yet if you can change your
hair, please do,” Chloe said.

Girls changed hairstyles when they became women, so why
shouldn’t men change hairstyles when they became poets?

Really, a haircut can help make a person look like the
popular image of a poet, but of course, a good poet can look
different from the popular image of a poet.

Albius returned and said, “Ladies and lordings, there’s a
slight banquet that awaits within for you; please draw near
and accost it.”

“We thank you, good Albius,” Julia said. “But when shall
we see those excellent jewels you are praised for having?”

One meaning of the word “jewels” is “testicles.”



Albius said, “At Your Ladyship’s service.”

He then said to himself, “I got that speech by seeing a play
yesterday, and it did me some grace now. I see it is good to
collect such quotations sometimes. I'll frequent these plays
more than I have done, now that I come to be familiar with
courtiers.”

Gallus approached Hermogenes and asked, “Why, how are
you now, Hermogenes? What? Do thou ail, I wonder?”

“I am a little melancholy,” Hermogenes said. “Let me alone,
I ask thee.”

“Melancholy!” Gallus said. “Why s0?”

“With riding,” Hermogenes said. “A plague on all coaches
for me!”

Chloe pointed to Hermogenes and asked, “Is that hard-
favored — scowling — gentleman a poet, too, Cytheris?”

“No; this is Hermogenes — he is as humorous as a poet,
though; he is a musician,” Cytheris said.

“Humorous” can refer to moods.
“A musician?”’ Chloe said. “Then he can sing.”

“That he can excellently,” Cytheris said. “Have you never
heard him?”

“Oh, no,” Chloe said. “Will he be persuaded to sing, do you
think?”

“I don’t know,” Cytheris said.

She then said to Gallus, “Friend, Mistress Chloe would like
to hear Hermogenes sing. Do you have any influence over
him?”



Gallus answered, “No doubt his own humanity and courtesy
will command him so far, to the satisfaction of so fair a
beauty; but rather than fail, we’ll all be suitors to him.”

“I cannot sing,” Hermogenes said.
“Please, Hermogenes,” Gallus said.
“I cannot sing,” Hermogenes said.

Gallus pointed to Chloe and said, “For honor of this
gentlewoman, to whose house I know thou may be ever
welcome.”

“That he shall in truth, sir, if he can sing,” Chloe said.

Ovid, Julia, Tibullus, and Plautia joined the group around
Hermogenes.

“Who’s that?” Ovid asked.

“This gentlewoman is wooing Hermogenes for a song,”
Gallus said.

Ovid said:

“A song? Come, he shall not deny her.
“Hermogenes?”

“I cannot sing,” Hermogenes said.

Gallus said to the others, “No, the ladies must persuade him;
he waits just to have their thanks acknowledged as a debt to
his skill.”

“That shall not be lacking,” Julia said. “We ourself will be
the first who shall promise to pay him more than thanks upon
a favor so worthily granted.”

She was using the majestic plural.

“Thank you, madam, but I will not sing,” Hermogenes said.



Tibullus said, “Tut, the only way to win him is to abstain
from entreating him.”

Crispinus said quietly to Chloe, “Do you love singing,
lady?”

“Oh, surpassingly,” Chloe said.

“Entreat the ladies to entreat me to sing, then, I beseech
you,” Crispinus said.

Chloe pointed to Crispinus and said to Julia, “I beg Your
Grace, entreat this gentleman to sing.”

“That we will, Chloe,” Julia said. “Can he sing excellently?”

Chloe answered, “I think so, madam, for he entreated me to
entreat you to entreat him to sing.”

Crispinus said quietly to Chloe, “Heaven and earth! Why
would you tell her that?”

Julia said to Crispinus, “Good sir, let’s entreat you to use
your voice.”

“Alas, madam, I cannot, in truth,” Crispinus said.

“The gentleman is modest,” Plautia said. “I guarantee you
that he sings excellently.”

“Hermogenes, clear your throat,” Ovid said. “I see by the
look of him that here’s a gentleman who will worthily
challenge you.”

“Not I, sir. I’'ll challenge no man,” Crispinus said.

“That’s your modesty, sir,” Tibullus said, “but we, out of an
assurance of your excellency, challenge him on your behalf.”

“I thank you, gentlemen,” Crispinus said. “I’ll do my best.”



Hermogenes said to Crispinus, “Let that best be good, sir. It
will be best for you to be good.”

“Oh, this contention is excellent,” Gallus said.
He then said to Crispinus, “What is it you will sing, sir?”

Crispinus replied, ““If I freely may discover,’ etc. Sir, I’ll
sing that.”

Ovid said to Hermogenes, “It’s one of your own
compositions, Hermogenes. He offers you advantage
enough.”

Crispinus said, “Nay, truly, gentlemen, I’ll challenge no man
— I can sing but one stanza of the ditty, and no more.”

“All the better,” Gallus said. “Hermogenes himself will be
entreated to sing the other.”

Crispinus sang:

“If I freely may discover [reveal]

“What would please me in my lover,

“I would have her fair and witty,

“Savoring more of court than city,

“A little proud, but full of pity;

“Light and humorous [full of fancies] in her toying,
“Oft [Often] building hopes, and soon destroying,
“Long, but sweet, in the enjoying [in having sex];
“Neither too easy nor too hard:

“All extremes I would have barred.”

Gallus said to Crispinus, “Believe me, sir, you sing most
excellently.”



“If there were a praise above excellence, the gentleman
highly deserves it,” Ovid said.

Hermogenes said to Crispinus, “Sir, all this does not yet
make me envy you, for I know I sing better than you.”

Tibullus said to all the others, “Listen to Hermogenes now.”
Hermogenes sang:

“She should be allowed her passions,

“So [So long as] they were [would be] but used as fashions:
“Sometimes froward [hard to please], and then frowning,
“Sometimes sickish, and then swowning [swooning],
“Every fit with change still crowning.

“[Crowning every fit with change always.]

“Purely jealous I would have her,

“Then only constant when I crave her;

“’Tis a virtue should not save her.

“Thus, nor her delicates [delights] would cloy me

“Neither her peevishness annoy me.”

This was an anti-love song. The final five lines can be
paraphrased like this:

“I would have her be completely jealous,

“But then when I desire her I would have her be completely
chaste.

“Her virtue of chasteness would not save her from my
dislike.

“Thus, her sexual delights would not cloy me,



“And neither would her peevishness annoy me.”

Julia said, “Nay, Hermogenes, your merit has long since
been both known and admired by us.”

“You shall hear me sing another song,” Hermogenes said.
“Now will I begin.”

Gallus motioned toward Albius and said, “We shall do this
gentleman’s banquet that waits for us, ladies, too much
wrong.”

To ignore the banquet would wrong it.

Julia said, “That is true; and well thought on, Cornelius
Gallus.”

The company began to move towards the dining chamber.

Hermogenes said, “Why, it is but a short air; it will be done
quickly; please stay.”

He said to the musicians in the gallery, “Strike, music!”

Ovid said, “No, good Hermogenes; we’ll end this difference
— this dispute about who is the better singer — inside.”

Julia said to Ovid, “It is the common disease of all your
musicians, that they know no mean to be entreated either to
begin or end.”

Musicians are difficult to convince to begin and difficult to
convince to stop.

Albius said to the others, “Will it please you to lead the way,
gentles?”

Because the gentles were of a higher social rank, they would
lead the way to the banquet.

The gentles replied, “Thanks, good Albius.”



Everybody except Albius and Crispinus exited.
Albius said to himself:

“Oh, what a charm — a chorus — of thanks was here put
upon me! O Jove, what a setting forth of social status it is to
a man to have many courtiers come to his house! Sweetly
was it said by a good old housekeeper, ‘I had rather lack meat
— food — than lack guests’— especially if they are courtly
guests.”

Good guests are better than good food.
Albius continued:

“For never trust me if one of their good legs — that is, bows
— made in a house is not worth all the good food and drink
a man can make them. He who would have fine guests, let
him have a fine wife; he who would have a fine wife, let him
come to me.”

“By your kind leave, Master Albius,” Crispinus said.
Crispinus was interested in Albius’ fine wife.

“What! You have not gone in to the banquet, Master
Crispinus?” Albius said.

“Indeed, I have a project that draws me away from here,”
Crispinus said. “Please, sir, make an excuse for me to the
ladies.”

“Will you not stay and see the jewels, sir?”” Albius asked. “I
ask you, stay.”

“Not for a million, sir, now,” Crispinus said. “Let it suffice,
I must relinquish; and so, in a word, please expiate this
compliment.”

By “relinquish,” he meant “leave.”



By “expiate,” he meant “expedite.”

By “compliment,” he meant “excuse.”

Albius said, “Mum.”

“Mum” meant “Silent.”

If Crispinus could misuse words, so could Albius.
Albius exited.

Alone, Crispinus said to himself, “I’1l presently go and ingle
some pawnbroker for a poet’s gown and bespeak a garland;
and then, jeweler, look to your best jewel, indeed.”

By “ingle,” he meant “wheedle.”
Pawnbrokers dealt in second-hand goods.

Poets tend to be impoverished, and any good clothing they
own must eventually end up in a pawnbroker’s shop.

By “bespeak a garland,” Crispinus meant that he was going
to order a poet’s wreath.

Albius’ best jewel was his wife: Chloe.

Crispinus exited.



ACT 3 (The Arraignment, or Poetaster)
—31—

Alone on Holy Street, aka Via Sacra, Horace, a fine poet,
said to himself, “Hmm? Yes. I will begin an ode so; and it
shall be to Maecenas.”

Crispinus entered the scene and said, “By God’s eyelid,
yonder’s Horace! They say he’s an excellent poet; Maecenas
loves him. I’ll fall into his acquaintance if I can. I think he is
composing as he goes in the street. Hmm? It is a good humor
— poetic characteristic — if he is; I’ll compose, t0o.”

Horace recited to himself:

“Swell me a bowl with lusty wine

“Till I may see the plump Lyaeus [the god Bacchus] swim
“Above the brim;

“I drink as I would write,

“In flowing measure filled with flame and sprightly spirit.”
Crispinus said:

“Sweet Horace, may Minerva and the Muses stand
auspicious to thy projects!”

Minerva is the goddess of wisdom, and the Muses are
goddesses of the arts.

Crispinus continued:

“How do thou fare, sweet man? Frolicsome? Rich? Gallant?
Huh?”

“Not greatly gallant, sir,” Horace said. “Like my fortunes, I
am well. I’'m bold to take my leave, sir. You’d want nothing
else with me, sir, would you?”



Horace wanted to leave Crispinus’ presence.

Crispinus said, “Indeed, no, but I could wish thou did know
us, Horace. We are a scholar, I assure thee.”

“A scholar, sir?” Horace said. “I shall be covetous of your
fair knowledge.”

“Gramercy, good Horace,” Crispinus said. “Thank you. We
are newly turned poet, too, which is more; and a satirist, too,
which is more than that. I write just in thy vein, I. I am for
your odes or your sermons, or anything, indeed. We are a
gentleman, besides: our name is Rufus Laberius Crispinus.
We are a pretty Stoic, too.”

Horace wrote books titled Odes and Satires. The Satires
were sometimes called Sermones, which means
Conversations.

“To the proportion — the length — of your beard, I think it,
sir,” Horace said.

Long beards are sometimes regarded as signs of wisdom.
The actor playing Crispinus would have little or no beard, or
a false beard.

Crispinus said, “By Phoebus, here’s a most neat fine street,
isn’t it? I protest to thee I am enamored of this street, now,
more than I am of half the streets of Rome, again; it is so
polite and terse! There’s the front of a building, now. I study
architecture, too; if ever I should build, I’d have a house just
of that prospective.”

The word “terse” means “not using many words.”
“Polite and terse” is a compliment when applied to people.

A prospective is a place that provides a good view. Or it may
be simply the attractive front of a building.



Horace said to himself, “Doubtless this gallant’s tongue has
a good turn when he sleeps.”

How about a good turn when the gallant is awake? Not so
much.

Crispinus said, “I make verses when I come in such a street
as this. Oh, the city ladies, they sit in every shop like the
Muses — offering the Castalian dews and the Thespian
liquors to as many as have just the sweet grace and audacity
to sip of their lips.”

The wives of tradesmen would sit in the windows of shops
and encourage customers to shop there.

Castalia was a spring sacred to the Muses.

Thespis was the father of Greek tragedy. From his name we
get the word “thespian” — actor.

Crispinus asked, “Did you ever hear any of my verses?”
Horace answered, “No, sir.”

He said to himself, “But I am in some fear I must hear your
verses now.”

Crispinus said, “I’ll tell thee some (if I can but recover them)
that I composed just now about a hair dressing I saw a
jeweler’s wife wear, who indeed was a jewel herself. I prefer
that kind of headdress, now.”

He was talking about Chloe.
Crispinus then asked, “What’s thy opinion, Horace?”
“With your silver bodkin, it does well, sir,” Horace said.

A bodkin is a long pin used in hair dressings or as a cap
decoration.

Horace was talking about Crispinus.



Crispinus said:

“I cannot tell why, but it stirs me more than all your court-
curls or your spangles — sequins — or your tricks — knick-
knacks. I don’t like these high gable ends, these Tuscan tops,
nor your coronets, nor your arches, nor your pyramids.”

These were then-current styles in ladies’ hairdressings.
Crispinus continued:

“Give me a fine, sweet — little delicate dressing, with a
bodkin, as you say, and I don’t give a mushroom for all your
other ornatures — embellishments.”

“Isn’t it possible to make an escape from him?” Horace said
to himself.

Crispinus was a bore.

“I have remitted my verses all this while,” Crispinus said. “I
think I have forgotten them.”

“Remit” means “refrain from inflicting a punishment.”
Crispinus had forgotten his poems and so he could not inflict
them on Horace.

Crispinus had only recently decided to be a poet. In fact, he
had written his first poem a couple of minutes ago. No
wonder Horace had not heard any of Crispinus’ verses.

“Here’s a person — me — who could wish you had, if not,”
Horace said to himself.

“I pray Jove that I can entreat them from my memory,”
Crispinus said.

“You put your memory to too much trouble, sir,” Horace
said.



“No, sweet Horace, we must not have thee think so,”
Crispinus said.

“I beg your pardon,” Horace said.

He then said to himself, “Then they are my ears that must be
tortured. Well, you must have patience, ears.”

“Please, Horace, observe,” Crispinus said.

By “observe,” he meant “listen.” Crispinus had remembered
his poem.

Horace looked him over and said, “Yes, sir. Your satin
sleeve begins to fret at the rug that is underneath it, I do
observe; and your ample velvet bases are not without evident
stains of a hot disposition naturally.”

Crispinus’ sleeve had two layers. The outer expensive satin
layer was wearing away, revealing the rough “rug,” a kind
of cloth, underneath. And his middle-lower men’s garment
— velvet bases — showed sweat stains, or possibly, stains
of sexual activity, revealing that he had a lustful
temperament.

“Oh, I'll dye them into another color at my pleasure,”
Crispinus said. “How many yards of velvet do thou think
they contain?”’

Velvet was an expensive fabric. Clothing with lots of velvet
would be expensive.

Horace said to himself, “By God’s heart! I have put him now
in a fresh way to vex me more.”

He then said to Crispinus, “Indeed, sir, your mercer’s book
will tell you with more patience than I can.”

He then said to himself, “For I am crossed, and your mercer’s
book is not crossed, I think.”



A mercer is a dealer in fine fabrics such as velvet. Merchants
gave credit to some customers. When a customer paid off the

debt, the debt was crossed off in the tradesman’s account
book.

“By God’s light, these verses have lost me again,” Crispinus
said. “I shall not invite them to my mind now.”

“Rack not your thoughts, good sir,” Horace said. “Rather
defer it to a new time. I’ll meet you at your lodging or
wherever you please. Until then, Jove keep you, sir.”

Horace started to leave.

“Nay, gentle Horace, stay,” Crispinus said. “I have it now. I
remember my poem now.”

“Yes, sir,” Horace said.

He then prayed silently, “Apollo, Hermes, Jupiter, look
down upon me.”

Crispinus recited his poem out loud:

“Rich was thy hap [fortune], sweet, dainty cap [a city
fashion]

“There to be placed:

“Where thy smooth black, sleek white may smack [kiss
loudly],

“And both be graced.”

The woman’s cap was lucky because it could kiss — touch
— the woman’s forehead.

Crispinus then said:

““White’ is there usurped” — he meant “substituted” — “for
her brow: her forehead; and then ‘sleek,’ as the parallel to



‘smooth’ that went before. A kind of paranomasy or
agnomination; do you conceive, sir?”

Paranomasy and agnomination are names for the same figure
of speech, one that involves using a word to allude to a
different word, or using the same word but with two different
meanings (a pun).

“Excellent,” Horace said. “Indeed, sir, I must be abrupt and
leave you.”

“Why, what haste do thou have?” Crispinus said. “Please,
stay a little. Thou shall not go yet, by Phoebus Apollo.”

“I shall not?” Horace said.

He then said to himself, “What remedy — plan — can I come
up with to leave? Bah, how I sweat with suffering!”

Crispinus said, “And then —”
He was ready to recite another poem.

b b
Said.

Of course, he would have liked to have leave — permission
— to leave.

“Yes, do, good Horace,” Crispinus said.
“Thank you, sir,” Horace said.
He then said to himself:

“By God’s death! I must beg his permission to piss, soon, or
beg his permission to leave so that I may go away from here
with half my teeth — before I am an old man. I am in some
such fear.

“This tyranny is strange, to take my ears up by commission
whether or not I am willing, and make them lay-stalls —



repositories of worthless stuff — to his lewd solecisms and
worded trash.”

Solecisms are irregularities in language. One meaning of
“lewd” is “unlettered.”

Horace continued saying to himself:

“Happy are thou, bold Bolanus, now, I say, whose freedom
and impatience of this fellow would long before this have
called him ‘fool,” and ‘fool,” and ‘rank and tedious fool,” and
have slung jests as hard as stones until thou had pelted him
out of the place, while my tame modesty suffers — allows
— my wit to be made a solemn ass to bear his fopperies.”

Bolanus, a friend to Cicero, had a hot temper and would not
put up with someone such as Crispinus but would be
intentionally rude to him and so get rid of him.

Crispinus said, “Horace, thou are miserably desirous to be
gone, I see. But — please, let’s prove — attempt — to enjoy
thee awhile. Thou have no business, I assure myself. To
where is thy journey directed, huh?”

“Sir, I am going to visit a friend who is sick,” Horace said.
“A friend? Who’s he? Do I know him?” Crispinus asked.
“No, sir, you do not know him,” Horace said.

He then said to himself, “And your not knowing him is not
the worse for him.”

“What’s his name? Where’s he lodged?” Crispinus asked.

“Where I shall be fearful to draw you out of your way, sir: a
great distance from here,” Horace said. “Please, sir, let’s
part.”

“Nay, but where is it?” Crispinus said. “I ask thee, tell me.”



Horace answered, “On the far side of the Tiber River.”
He pointed and said, “Yonder, by Caesar’s gardens.”

These were the gardens that Julius Caesar had left to the
Roman people in his will.

“Oh, that’s my course directly,” Crispinus said. “I am ready
to go with you. Come, go. Why do thou stand here?”

“Yes, sir,” Horace said. “By the Virgin Mary, the plague is
in that part of the city; I had almost forgotten to tell you, sir.”

“Bah!” Crispinus said. “That doesn’t matter; I fear no
pestilence. I have not offended Phoebus.”

Phoebus Apollo was the god of plague.

Horace said to himself, “I have offended Phoebus Apollo, it
seems, or else this heavy scourge could never have alighted
on me —’

“Come along,” Crispinus said. “Let’s go.”

Horace pointed in a different direction from the one he had
first pointed to, and he said, “I am to go down some half mile
this way, sir, first, to speak with his physician; and from
thence to his apothecary, where I shall stay during the
mixing of many different drugs —”

“Why, it’s all one,” Crispinus said. “I have nothing to do,
and I don’t love to be idle; I’ll bear thee company. What do
thou call the apothecary?”

Horace said to himself, “Oh, I wish that I knew a name that
would frighten him, now!”

He then said out loud, “Sir, his name is Rhadamanthus;
Rhadamanthus, sir. There’s one so called by the same name
who is a just judge in hell and inflicts strange vengeance on
all those who here on earth torment poor patient spirits.”



Dante has no circle exclusively for boors in his Inferno. An
oversight? Perhaps boors are punished where thieves are
punished: Boors steal time.

“He dwells at the Three Furies, by Janus’ temple?” Crispinus
asked.

“Your apothecary does, sir,” Horace said.

“By God’s heart, I owe him money for sweetmeats, and he
has brought a legal action to arrest me, I hear,” Crispinus
said, “but —”

Horace interrupted, “Sir, I have made a most solemn vow: I
will never bail any man.”

Horace would not pay Crispinus’ debt to the apothecary.

“Well, then, I’ll swear and speak fair words to him, if the
worst should come,” Crispinus said. “But his name is Minos,
not Rhadamanthus, Horace.”

“That may be, sir,” Horace said. “I just guessed at his name
by his sign. But your Minos is a judge, too, sir!”

Minos is another judge in the Underworld.
Crispinus said:

“I protest to thee, Horace, do but taste me — try me out —
once. If I know myself and my own virtues truly, thou will
not make that esteem of Varius, or Virgil, or Tibullus, or any
of them indeed, as now in thy ignorance thou do, which I am
content to forgive.”

In other words: If you, Horace, get to know me better, you
will not hold in such high esteem Varius, or Virgil, or
Tibullus, or your other poet-friends.

Lucius Varius Rufus, a poet-friend of Virgil, the author of
the Aeneid, had introduced Horace to Maecenas.



Crispinus continued:

“I would like to see which of these could pen more verses in
a day, or with more facility, than I; or see who could court
his mistress, kiss her hand, make better sport with her fan or
her dog —”

“l cannot bail you yet — for all that — sir,” Horace
interrupted.

Crispinus continued:

“— or who could move his body more gracefully, or dance
better. You should see me dance, if we were not in the street
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“Nor yet,” Horace said.
He still would not pay Crispinus’ debt to the apothecary.

Crispinus said, “Why, I have been a reveler, and at my cloth
of silver suit and my long stocking in my time, and will be
again —”

“My cloth of silver suit and my long stocking” were party
clothes. “Cloth of silver” was expensive fabric sewn with
silver thread. Dancers wore long stockings.

Horace said, “If you may be trusted, sir.”

Crispinus will dance again if mercers will trust him and give
him credit to buy fancy cloth and clothing.

“And then for my singing,” Crispinus said, “Hermogenes
himself envies me. He is the only master of music that you
have in Rome.”

“Is your mother living, sir?” Horace asked.

“Au!” Crispinus said. “Convert thy thoughts to something
else, please.”



“Au” is an expression of woe.

“You have much of the mother in you, sir,” Horace said.
“Your father is dead?”

“The mother” means ‘“hysteria.” But Horace may have
meant that Crispinus was effeminate.

“Aye, I thank Jove, and my grandfather, too, and all my
kinsfolks, and they are well composed in their urns,”
Crispinus said.

“Well composed” means “at peace.”
“Well ’composed” means “well decomposed.”

Horace said to himself, “The more their happiness, who rest
in peace, free from the abundant torture of thy tongue. [ wish
that I were with them, too.”

“What’s that, Horace?” Crispinus asked.

Horace said, “l now remember, sir, a sad fate a cunning
woman, a fortune teller, one Sabella, sung when in her urn
she cast — forecast by casting lots — my destiny, when I
was just a child.”

“What sad fate was it, please?” Crispinus asked.
Horace answered:

“She told me I should surely never perish by famine, poison,
or the enemy’s sword. The hectic fever, cough, or pleurisy
should never hurt me, nor the movement-retarding and late-
in-life-coming gout. But in my time I should be once
surprised and taken unawares by a strong, tedious talker,
who should vex me and almost bring me to consumption.

“Therefore, she warned me if I were wise to shun all such
long-winded monsters as my bane. For if I could but escape



that one discourser, I might, no doubt, prove to become an
old, aged man.”

Ready to leave, he said, “By your leave, sir?”
Crispinus said:

“Tut, tut, abandon this idle humor; it is nothing but
melancholy.

“Before Jove, now that I think of it, I am to appear in court
here to answer to one who has a lawsuit against me.

“Sweet Horace, go with me. This is my hour; if I neglect it,
the law will proceed against me. Thou are familiar with these
things. Please, if thou respect me, go with me.”

Horace said:

“Now let me die, sir, if I know the laws or have the power to
stand still half so long in the laws’ loud courts, while a case
is argued.

“Besides, you know, sir, where I am to go, and the necessity
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Crispinus interrupted, “That is true —”

Horace said to himself, “I hope that the hour of my release
has come! He will upon this consideration discharge me,
surely.”

“Indeed, I am doubtful what I may best do: whether to leave
thee, or my affairs, Horace,” Crispinus said.

“O Jupiter!” Horace said. “Leave me, sir; leave me, by any
means. I beseech you, leave me, sir.”

“No, in faith, I’ll risk ignoring my affairs for now,”
Crispinus said. “Thou shall see I love and respect thee.
Come, Horace.”



“Nay, then, I am desperate and out of hope,” Horace said. “I
follow you, sir. It is hard contending with a man who
overcomes resistance in this way.”

“And how deals Maecenas with thee?” Crispinus asked.
“Liberally, huh? Is he open-handed? Bountiful?”

Maecenas was a patron to Roman poets such as Horace.
“He’s still himself, sir,” Horace answered.
Crispinus said:

“Truly, Horace, thou are exceedingly happy and fortunate in
thy friends and acquaintances: They are all the most choice
spirits and of the first rank of Romans.

“I don’t know any poet, I declare, who has used his good
fortune more prosperously than thou have. If thou would
make me known to Maecenas, I should second thy well-
deserved good fortune well. Thou should find a good, sure
assistant of me: one who would speak all good of thee in thy
absence and be content with the place just under yours, not
envying thy reputation with thy patron. Let me not live if I
don’t think thou and I, in a small time, should lift them all
out of favor, both Virgil, Varius, and the best of them, and
enjoy him wholly to ourselves.”

Crispinus wanted to bring Horace’s friends — Virgil,
Varius, and the best of the other poets — out of favor with
Maecenas.

Horace said to himself, “Gods, you do know it, I can hold
myself back no longer. This breeze — this horsefly — has
pricked my patience.”

He said to Crispinus, “Sir, Your Silkness clearly mistakes
Maecenas and his house, to think there breathes a spirit
beneath his roof subject to those poor affections and



emotions of undermining envy and detraction — moods
proper only to base, groveling minds.”

Such as the mind of Crispinus.
Horace continued:

“There is no place in Rome, I dare affirm, that is purer or
freer from such low, common evils than Maecenas’ house.
In the house of Maecenas, no man is grieved that this man is
thought richer or this other man is thought more learned.
Each man has his place, and to each man’s merit Maecenas
gives his reward of grace, which with a mutual love they all
embrace.”

“You report a wonder!” Crispinus said. “It is scarcely
credible, this.”

“I am no torturer to force you to believe it, but it is so,”
Horace said.

“Why, this inflames me with a more ardent desire to be his
than before,” Crispinus said. “But I fear I shall find the
entrance to his familiarity — to himself and to his intimate
circle — somewhat more than difficult, Horace.”

“Tut, you’ll conquer him as you have conquered me,”
Horace said. “There’s no standing against and resisting you,
sir; I see that. Either your importunity or the intimation of
your good qualities, or —”

Crispinus was unwilling to rely on his “good” qualities, so
he said:

“Nay, I’ll bribe his porter and the servants of his chamber,
and make his doors open to me that way first; and then I’ll
observe my times to see the best time to approach him.

“If he should extrude and expel me from his house today,
shall I therefore desist, or abandon my suit tomorrow? No.



I’'ll attend him, follow him, meet him in the street, the
highways, run by his coach, never leave him.

“What! Man has nothing given to him in this life without
much labor.”

Horace said, under his breath:
“And impudence.

“Archer of heaven, Phoebus, take thy bow and with a full-
drawn arrow-shaft nail to the earth this Python, so that I may
yet run away from here and live.”

Phoebus Apollo killed a python that guarded Delphi.
Afterward, Delphi became a site sacred to Apollo.

Horace continued saying to himself:

“Or, brawny Hercules, come down and — although thou
make it thy thirteenth labor — rescue me from this Hydra of
discourse here.”

Hercules’ second labor of twelve was killing the Lernaean
Hydra. In accomplishing this labor, Hercules had the help of
a nephew named Iolaus. The Hydra of Lerna had nine heads,
the middle of which was immortal. Hercules and Iolaus
traveled to Lerna and found the Hydra’s lair. Hercules forced
the Hydra to leave its lair by shooting flaming arrows into
the lair. Hercules fought the Hydra, but he discovered that
each time a mortal head was cut off, two more heads grew in
its place. Hera gave Hercules even more trouble by sending
an enormous crab to fight him, but Hercules crushed the
crab. Hercules then got help from Iolaus. Each time Hercules
cut off one of the Hydra’s mortal heads, Iolaus cauterized it
with a torch, thus preventing more heads from growing.
Hercules then cut off the immortal head and placed it under
a boulder. The blood of the Hydra was poisonous, and before



leaving, Hercules dipped the heads of his arrows into the
Hydra’s blood.

—3.2—

Fuscus Aristius, a scholar and writer, and one of Horace’s
friends, entered the scene.

“Horace, we are well met,” Aristius said.
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Horace said quietly to Aristius, “Oh, welcome, my reliever!
Aristius, as thou love and respect me, ransom me.”

“What ails thou, man?” Aristius asked.
Horace said quietly:
“By God’s death, I am seized on here by a land-remora.”

A remora was a kind of sucking fish that was thought to be
able to attach itself to a ship and retard its progress.

He continued quietly:

“I cannot stir, cannot move, except as he please.”
“Will thou go, Horace?” Crispinus asked.
Horace said quietly:

“By God’s heart! He cleaves to me like Alcides’ shirt,
tearing my flesh and sinews.”

“Alcides” means “Hercules, aka Heracles.”
b

A Centaur named Nessus once tried to rape Deianira,
Hercules’ wife. Hercules and Deianeira had to cross a river.
Nessus offered to carry Deianeira across the river, but then
he attempted to rape her. Hercules shot him with an arrow
whose head had been dipped into the poisonous blood of the
Hydra. Before Nessus died, he told Deianeira that his blood
had a magical quality; it was a love potion. He said that if



Deianeira were to ever think that Hercules was in love with
someone else, she could make him love her again by
smearing Nessus’ blood on the inside of a robe and then
giving it to Hercules to wear. Deianeira believed him, but it
was a trick. She thought that Hercules was falling in love
with someone else, so she did what Nessus had told her to
do, but Hercules’ arrow had poisoned the blood of the
Centaur. When Hercules put on the robe, Nessus’ blood,
which was infected by the poisonous blood of the Hydra,
burned Hercules like acid, as Nessus had known it would. In
agony, Hercules climbed on a funeral pyre, lit it, and burned
himself to death. Once dead, he became a god and lived on
Mount Olympus.

Horace continued quietly:

“Oh, I have been vexed and tortured with him beyond forty
fevers.

“For Jove’s sake, find some means to take me from him!”

Aristius said loudly, “Yes, I will, but I’ll go first and tell
Maecenas.”

Crispinus said to Horace, “Come, shall we go?”

Aristius said loudly, “The jest will make his eyes run with
tears of laughter, indeed.”

He started to leave.

“Nay, Aristius?”” Horace said.

“Farewell, Horace,” Aristius said, leaving.

“By God’s death! Will he leave me?” Horace said.

He called after him, “Fuscus Aristius, do you hear me? Gods
of Rome!”



Aristius returned, and Horace said, “You said you had
something to say to me in private.”

“Aye, but I see that you are now employed with that
gentleman,” Aristius said. “It would be an offence to trouble
you. I’ll take some better opportunity; farewell.”

He exited.

Horace said, “Mischief and torment! O my soul and heart,
how you are cramped with anguish! Death itself brings not
the like convulsions. O this day! That ever I should view the
day’s tedious face —”

“Horace, what passion, what humor is this?” Crispinus
asked.

“Away, good monster,” Horace said. “Don’t afflict me.”
Y, )

He said to himself, “Crispinus? A friend, and mock me thus!
Never was a man so left under the axe.”

Was the axe used in sacrifice or in execution?
He then asked, “What is this now?”
—33—

Minos and two Lictors entered the scene. Lictors had the
power to arrest people. Minos was the apothecary to whom
Crispinus owed money.

A short distance from Crispinus, Minos pointed him out to
the Lictors and said, “That’s he in the embroidered hat there,
with the ash-colored feather: His name is Laberius
Crispinus.”

The two Lictors came forward, and the First Lictor said,
“Laberius Crispinus, I arrest you in the Emperor’s name.”

“Me, sir?” Crispinus asked. “Do you arrest me?”



“Aye, sir, at the suit of Master Minos the apothecary,” the
First Lictor answered.

Horace said to himself, “Thanks, great Apollo! I will not let
slip — will not overlook — thy favor offered me in my
escape, for my fortunes.”

He definitely did not want to let slip his chance to escape.
Unobserved by Crispinus, Horace exited.
“Master Minos? I know no Master Minos,” Crispinus said.

He looked around and said, “Where’s Horace? Horace?
Horace?”

Coming forward, Minos asked, “Sir, don’t you know me?”

Seeing him, Crispinus said, “Oh, yes, I know you, Master
Minos, I beg your pardon. But Horace? God’s me, has he
gone?”

“Aye, and so would you, too, if you knew how,” Minos said.
He then said to the First Lictor, “Officer, look to him.”

The Lictors approached Crispinus to arrest him and take him
away.

“Listen, Master Minos,” Crispinus said. “Please let us be
treated like a man of our own fashion. By Janus and Jupiter,
I meant to have paid you next week every drachma I owe
you. Don’t seek to eclipse and darken my reputation thus
vulgarly and publicly.”

“Sir, your oaths cannot serve you,” Minos said. “You know
I have forborne you a long time.”
y

He had waited a long time for the debt to be repaid, and the
debt had not been repaid.

“I am conscious of it, sir,” Crispinus said.



The Lictors grabbed him and began to haul him away.

Crispinus said, “Nay, I beg you, gentlemen, do not exhale
me thus; remember my debt is only for sweetmeats —”

By “exhale me,” he meant “haul me away.”

“Sweet meat must have sour sauce, sir,” the First Lictor said.
“Come along.”

The Lictors began to drag Crispinus away.

“Sweet Master Minos!” Crispinus said. “I am forfeited to
eternal disgrace if you do not commiserate.”

He wanted Minos to take pity on him.

He said to the First Lictor, “Good officer, be not so officious
— so zealous in your work.”

—34—
Tucca entered the scene with two of his Pyrgi.

Tucca said to the Lictors, “Why, how are you now, my good
pair of bloodhounds? Whither do you drag the gentleman?
Y ou mongrels, you curs, you bandogs, we are Captain Tucca
who is talking to you, you inhumane — inhuman and
uncivilized — pilchers.”

Bandogs are attack dogs that are kept chained up.

A pilcher is a worthless person.

Minos said to Tucca, “Sir, he is their prisoner.”

“Their pestilence!” Tucca said. “Who are you, sir?”

“A citizen of Rome, sir,” Minos said.

“Then you are not far distant from a fool, sir,” Tucca said.

“I am an apothecary, sir,” Minos said.



“I knew thou weren’t a physician,” Tucca said. “I can tell by
the smell.”

He sniffed Minos and then said, “Bah! Get out of my
nostrils! Thou stink of lotium and the syringe. Away,
quacksalver!”

“Lotium” is stale urine, used as a hair dressing.
A quacksalver is a quack: a bad physician.
Tucca said to the first Pyrgus, “Follower, my sword!”

The first Pyrgus handed him his sword and said, “Here,
noble leader.”

He then said to himself, “You’ll do no harm with it, I’1l trust

2

you.
Tucca said to the First Lictor:

“Do you hear, you, goodman slave? Hook, ram, rogue,
catchpole!”

Arresting officers sometimes used a staff with a hook.
Battering-rams were used to batter down doors. Catchpoles
were officers who arrested debtors.

Tucca continued:
“Let loose the gent’'man, or by my velvet arms —”

The First Lictor kicked Tucca’s heels and knocked him to
the ground.

Catching Tucca’s sword, the First Lictor said, “What will
you do, sir?”

“Kiss thy hand, my honorable active varlet, and embrace
thee, like this,” Tucca said, attempting to perform the
actions.



The First Pyrgus said to himself, “Oh, patient
metamorphosis!”

Tucca had quickly metamorphosed into a patient man.

Tucca said to the First Lictor, “My sword, my tall — brave
and valiant — rascal.”

“Nay, not so fast, sir,” the First Lictor said. “Some of us are
wiser than some others.”

“What! And a wit, too!” Tucca said. “By Pluto, thou must be
cherished, slave.”

He gave the First Lictor money and said, “Here’s three
drachmas for thee; hold.”

He meant for the Lictor to hold off from arresting this man.

The First Pyrgus said to himself, “There’s half his lendings
gone.”

Tucca’s “lendings” consisted of the six drachmas he had
“borrowed” — that is, conned — from Ovid Senior.

Tucca said to the First Lictor, “Give me the sword.”

“No, sir, your first word shall stand,” the First Lictor said.
“I’ll hold all.”

He would hold on to the sword and the money.
Tucca started to argue, “Nay, but, rogue —”

The First Lictor said, “You would make a forcible rescue of
our prisoner, sir, would you?”

“I, arescue?” Tucca said. “Go away, inhuman varlet! Come,
come, I never relish above one jest at most; do not disgust
me with your jests, sirrah, do not. Rogue, I tell thee, rogue,
do not.”



“What, sir? ‘Rogue’?” the First Lictor said.

“Aye,” Tucca said. “Why, thou are not angry, rascal? Are
thou angry?”

“I cannot tell, sir,” the First Lictor said. “I am little better
than angry at these terms you are calling me.”

Tucca said:

“Ha! Gods and fiends! Why, do thou hear? Rogue, thou, give
me thy hand. I say unto thee, give me thy hand, rogue.”

The First Lictor did not shake hands with him.
Tucca continued:

“What? Don’t thou know me? Not me, rogue? Not Captain
Tucca, rogue?”

Minos said to the First Lictor, “Come, please surrender the
gentleman’s sword to him, officer; we’ll have no fighting
here.”

Tucca asked Minos, “What’s thy name?”
“Minos, if it pleases you.”

“Minos?” Tucca said. “Come here, Minos; thou are a wise
fellow, it seems. Let me talk with thee.”

Crispinus said, “Was ever any wretch as wretched as
unfortunate 17”

Tucca and Minos talked together quietly.

Tucca flattered Minos, “Thou are one of the Centumviri, old
boy, aren’t thou?”

The Centumviri were a group of Romans who could be
selected to serve as jurors in a civil court. The position was
prestigious.



“No, indeed, Master Captain,” Minos said.

“Come, thou shall be, then,” Tucca said. “I’ll have thee made
one, Minos. Take my sword from those rascals, do thou see?
Go, do it; I cannot attempt the deed with patience.”

Tucca then said out loud, “What does this gent’man owe
thee, little Minos?”

“Fourscore sesterces, sir,” Minos answered.

Tucca said, “What? No more? Come, thou shall release him,
Minos. Tell you what, I’ll be his bail and put up security for
his repayment of the debt; thou shall take my word, old boy,
and cashier — dismiss — these Furies. Thou shall do it, I
say, thou shall, little Minos, thou shall.”

Literally, Furies are female avenging spirits from hell.
Figuratively, they are the two Lictors.

“Yes; and as I am a gentleman and a reveler, I’ll make a
piece of poetry, and absolve — pay back — all within these
five days,” Crispinus said.

He was planning to write a poem for which Maecenas,
patron of poets, would reward him with money.

Tucca said to Crispinus, “Come, Minos is not to learn — he
already knows — how to treat a gent’man of quality, I
know.”

He then said to Minos, “Give me my sword. If he —
Crispinus — does not repay thee, I will and I must, old boy.
Thou shall be my apothecary, too. Have thou good eringoes,
Minos?”

Eringoes are a kind of sweetmeat: candied sea holly root.
“The best in Rome, sir,” Minos said.

“Go to, then,” Tucca said.



“Go to” is commonly used in the phrase “Go to hell,” but
Tucca wanted to go to Minos’ shop.

He said to his two Pyrgi, “Vermin, know the house.”

In other words: Case Minos’ shop for things that Tucca can
con out of Minos.

“I promise you we will, Colonel,” the First Pyrgus said.

Indicating Crispinus, Tucca said to Minos, “What about this
gent’'man, Minos?”

“I’ll take your word, Captain,” Minos said.

He would take Tucca’s word that he would repay Crispinus’
debt if Crispinus did not.

“Thou have it,” Tucca said. “My sword —”

A military man needed a sword. It was a disgrace for him to
be without one.

“Yes, sir,” Minos replied.

He then said to Crispinus, “But you must discharge the
arrest, Master Crispinus. You must pay the Lictors for their
service.”

In this society, police officers — Lictors — were paid to
make an arrest.

“What, Minos!” Tucca said. “Look in the gent’'man’s face
and just read his silence.”

In other words: He is silent and distressed because he has no
money.

Tucca then said, “Pay the Lictors, pay them; releasing a
gent’man is the honorable thing to do, Minos.”

Minos paid the Lictors, who released Crispinus.



Ignoring Minos, who was of a lower social class than he,
Crispinus said to Tucca, “By Jove, sweet Captain, you do
most infinitely endear and oblige me to you.”

“Tut, I cannot compliment, by Mars; but may Jupiter love
me as I love good words and good clothes, and there’s an
end to this,” Tucca said. “Thou shall give my boy that girdle
and hangers when thou have worn them a little more —”

Not being a true military man, Tucca could not compliment
by Mars, god of war. “To compliment” means “to use
ceremonious language.”

A girdle is a belt. This belt had hangers: loops that could be
used to carry weapons.

“O Jupiter!” Crispinus said. “Captain, he shall have them
now, immediately.”

He said to the First Pyrgus, “May it please you to be
acceptive, young gentleman.”

“Yes, sir, fear not,” the First Pyrgus said. “I shall accept.”

He then said to himself, “I have a pretty, foolish humor of
taking, aka stealing, if you — Crispinus — knew all.”

Tucca said to the First Pyrgus, “Not now. You shall not take,
boy.”

“By my truth and earnest, but he shall, Captain, by your
leave,” Crispinus said.

Tucca said to the First Pyrgus, “Well, if he swear by his truth
and earnest, take it, boy. Do not make a gent’'man forsworn.”

Crispinus took off and gave his belt and hangers to the First
Pyrgus while Tucca talked to the Lictors.

The First Lictor gave Tucca the sword he had confiscated
and said, “Well, sir, there is your sword; but thank Master



Minos. You would not have carried it — the sword and the
situation — off as you do now, otherwise.”

The Lictors started to leave.
Tucca said, “Minos is just, and you are knaves, and —”

The First Lictor turned back and said, “What did you say,
sir?”

Tucca said:

“Pass on, my good scoundrel, pass on. I honor thee.”
The Lictors started to leave.

Tucca added:

“But except that [ hate to have action with such base rogues
as these, you should have seen me unrip their noses now, and
have sent them to the closest barber’s for stitching; for, do
you see —’

At this time, barbers also served as doctors.
The Lictors turned back.
Tucca hastily said:

“I am a man of humor, and I do love the varlets, the honest
varlets; they have intelligence and valor, and are indeed
good, profitable and useful —”

The Lictors exited.
Tucca concluded:
“— arrant rogues as any who live in an empire.”

Tucca then said quietly to Crispinus, “Listen, poetaster.
Second me. Back me up.”

He said loudly, “Stand by me, Minos. Get close to me.”



He said to Crispinus and Minos, “Gather closer yet. Good.”

He said, “Sir,” and then whispered to Crispinus, “thou shall
have a quarter share; be resolute.”

Tucca wanted to con Minos, and he wanted Crispinus to help
in the con. If Crispinus helped, he would get part of what
was conned from Minos.

Tucca then said loudly to Crispinus, “You shall, at my
request, take Minos by the hand here, little Minos. I will have
it so: all friends, and a toast to good health. Be not
inexorable.”

He then said to Minos:

“And thou shall impart — provide — the wine, old boy; thou
shall do it, little Minos, thou shall; make us pay for it in our
bill for medicine.

“What! We must live and honor the gods sometimes: Now
Bacchus, now Comus, now Priapus — every god a little.”

Bacchus is the god of drinking, Comus is the god of partying,
and Priapus is the god of sex.

Histrio, an actor, entered the scene.
Tucca said:
“Who’s he who stalks by there?

“Boy, Pyrgus, you were best to let him pass, sirrah. Do,
ferret, let him pass, do.”

“He is an actor, sir,” the First Pyrgus said.
Learning that the man was only an actor, Tucca said:

“An actor? Call him; call the lousy slave hither.



“What! Will he sail by and not once strike or vail to a man-
of-war, huh?”

A lesser ship would lower its flag as a sign of respect to a
war ship. Tucca wanted the actor to take off his hat to honor
him.

Tucca called to Histrio, “Do you hear me? You, actor, rogue,
stalker! Come back here! No respect to men of worship, you
slave?”

Histrio turned back and approached Tucca.
Tucca said:

“What! You are proud, you rascal? Are you proud, huh? You
grow rich, do you? And purchase possessions, you twopenny
tearmouth?”

Twopenny tearmouths were actors who ranted and raved and
pleased audience members in the two-penny seats.

Tucca continued:

“You have Fortune and the good year on your side, you
stinkard? Have you? Have you?”

“What the goodyear!” meant “What the Dickens!” The
phrase “the goodyear” was used negatively in imprecations.

“Nay, sweet Captain, be confined to some reason,” Histrio
said. “I protest — declare — I didn’t see you, sir.”

Tucca replied:

“You did not? Where was your sight, Oedipus?”

Oedipus blinded himself in Sophocles’ tragedy Oedipus Rex.
Tucca continued:

“You sleepwalk with hare’s eyes, do you?”



Hares were believed to sleep with their eyes open.
Tucca continued:

“I’ll have them glazed, rogue; if you say the word, they shall
be glazed for you.”

“Glazed” means 1) wear eyeglasses, or 2) beat you so that
your eyes are glazed with tears.

Tucca continued:

“Come, we must have you turn fiddler again, slave, get a
bass — or base — violin at your back and march in a tawny
coat with one sleeve — a minstrel’s costume with only one
sleeve due to poverty — to Green Goose Fair.”

Many actors were also musicians.
Tucca continued:

“— and then you’ll know us; you’ll see us then. You will,
you gulch — you drunk and glutton — you will.”

Mimicking a strolling musician, Tucca said, “Then you’ll
say, ‘Will it please Your Worship to have any music,
Captain?’”

Laughing, Histrio said, “Nay, good Captain.”
Tucca said:
“What! Do you laugh, Owlglass? Do you laugh, jester?”

Owlglass was the hero of a German jest book: Til
Eulenspiegel. The German name Eulenspiegel means “Owl
Mirror.” A glass is a mirror.

Tucca continued:



“By God’s death, you perstemptuous varlet, [ am none of
your fellows; I have commanded a hundred and fifty such
rogues, I!”

“Perstemptuous” is Tucca-speak for “presumptuous.” And,
possibly, it is a portmanteau word that includes the meanings
of “contemptuous” and “preposterous.”

The First Pyrgus said to himself, “Aye, and most of that
hundred and fifty have been leaders of a legion.”

That is, a legion of lice.
“A hundred and fifty” is a unit of infantry.

“If I have exhibited — presented and manifested — wrong,
I’11 tender satisfaction, Captain,” Histrio said.

“Say thou so, honest vermin?” Tucca said. “Give me thy
hand; thou shall make us a supper one of these nights.”

“Make us a supper” means “pay for a meal for us at a
tavern.”

“When you please, by Jove, Captain, most willingly,”
Histrio said.

Pleased by the answer, Tucca said:

“Do thou swear? Tomorrow, then. Say and hold, slave:
Perform what you say you will perform. Some of you actors
are honest gent’'manlike scoundrels and suspected to have
some wit as well as your poets, both at drinking and breaking
of jests, and are companions for gallants. A man may skelder
— con — ye now and then of half a dozen shillings or so.”

He pointed at Crispinus and asked:

“Don’t thou know that Pantolabus there?”



Pantolabus is a bankrupt parasite who lives at others’
expense in William Fullonius’ Acolastus, a Latin school play
of the sixteenth century. John Palsgrave translated the play
into English.

“No, I assure you, Captain,” Histrio said.
Tucca said:

“Go and be acquainted with him, then. He is a gent’'man, a
parcel-poet, aka part-poet, you slave. His father was a man
of worship, I tell thee. Go! He pens high, lofty, in a new
stalking strain, bigger than half the rhymers in the town,
again; he was born to fill thy mouth, Minotaurus, he was.”

A Minotaurus is the Minotaur, a part-man, part-bull monster
that bellows like a bull.

According to Tucca, Crispinus was born to fill Histrio’s
mouth with words to speak on the stage.

Tucca continued:

“He will teach thee, rascal, to tear and rand — rend and rant.
Go to him; cherish his muse, go! Thou have forty, forty —
shillings, I mean, stinkard. Give them to him in earnest — as
an advance — do. He shall write for thee, slave.”

Whenever Tucca mentioned a number, he had to think about
what was the greatest amount of money he could get from a
person. Should he ask for shillings, or for drachmas, or for
sesterces?

Tucca continued:

“If he pen for thee once, thou shall not need to travel with
thy pumps full of gravel any more after a blind jade —
broken-down horse — pulling a cart with a hamper
containing costumes, and stalk upon boards and barrel heads
to the accompaniment of an old, cracked trumpet —”



Sometimes, barrels held up the boards forming the stage.

According to Tucca, if Crispinus writes a play for Histrio,
Histrio won’t need to be an impoverished actor any longer.

Apparently, either Histrio will become a rich actor or will be
forced to find work different from acting.

“In truth, I think I have not so much money about me,
Captain,” Histrio said.

Tucca said:

“It doesn’t matter; give him what thou have, Stifftoe.”
Tragic actors wore stiff leather boots called buskins.
Tucca continued:

“I’ll give my word for the rest. Though it lack a shilling or
two, it skills not — it doesn’t matter. Go, thou are an honest
shifter; I’ll have the statute repealed for thee.”

An honest shifter is an honest haggler.

By statute, actors could be charged with being rogues or
vagabonds unless their acting troupe had a high-ranking
member of society as its patron.

Histrio went aside to take out his money from his purse so
he could pay a down payment for Crispinus to write a play.

Tucca said, “Minos, I must tell thee, Minos” — he pointed
to Crispinus — “thou have dejected yonder gent’man’s spirit
exceedingly by having him arrested. Do thou observe? Do
thou note, little Minos?”

“Yes, sir,” Minos said.

“Go to work, then,” Tucca said. “Raise, recover his spirits,
do. Don’t allow him to droop in the sight of an actor, a rogue,
a stager. Put twenty into his hand, twenty — sesterces, I



mean, and let nobody see. Go, do it, the work shall commend
itself: It is a good deed. Be Minos, a just person; I’ll pay back
the money.”

“Yes, truly, Captain,” Minos said.
He approached Crispinus.

The Second Pyrgus said to the First Pyrgus, “Don’t we serve
a notable sharker and con man?”

While Tucca and Histrio talked, Minos gave money to
Crispinus.

Tucca said to Histrio, “And what new matters have you now
afoot, sirrah, huh? 1 would eagerly come with my
cockatrice” — a cockatrice is a prostitute — “one day and
see a play, if I knew when there were a good bawdy one; but
they say you have nothing but humors, revels, and satires
that gird — sneer — and fart at the time, you slave.”

Histrio said:

“No, I assure you, Captain, not we. Those plays are on the
other side of the Tiber River.”

Actually, the Thames River. Despite the play’s setting of
Rome, Ben Jonson’s play is about London and Englishmen.
No doubt Ben Jonson’s satires were playing on the other side
of the river.

Histrio continued:

“We have as much ribaldry in our plays as can be, as you
would wish, Captain. All the sinners in the suburbs come and
applaud our action daily.”

Lots of people in the suburbs liked to see a play with the
accompaniment of a prostitute.

Tucca said:



“I hear you’ll bring me on the stage there: You’ll play me,
they say. I shall be presented by a set of copper-laced
scoundrels of you.”

Tucca thought he would be satirized in a play in which the
actor portraying him would be wearing copper lace instead
of expensive gold lace.

Tucca continued:

“By the life of Pluto, if you stage me, stinkard, your
mansions shall sweat for it, your tabernacles [tents and
pavilions], varlets, your Globes and your triumphs!”

If Tucca finds out that he has been satirized on stage, his
anger will be so great that the buildings — such as the Globe
Theatre — the plays are staged in will feel his wrath.

Histrio replied, “Not we, by Phoebus, Captain. Do not do us
imputation without desert — don’t criticize us unless we
deserve it.”

Tucca said, “I would not, my good twopenny rascal.”
Would not do what?

Would not “do us imputation without desert”?

Would not “not do us imputation without desert”?
Tucca continued:

“Reach me thy neuf.”

“Neuf” is Tucca-speak for “nieve,” aka fist, aka hand.
They shook hands.

Tucca continued:

“Do thou hear me? What will thou give me a week for my
brace of beagles here, my little point-trussers?”’



Points are laces that tie men’s hose (tights) to their doublets
(jackets).

Tucca wanted to hire out his two Pyrgi as boy-actors.
Tucca continued:

“You shall have them act among ye.”

“Ye” is the plural of “you.”

Tucca said to the First Pyrgus, “Sirrah, you, pronounce —”

He then said to Histrio, “Thou shall hear him speak in King
Darius’ doleful strain.”

The First Pyrgus recited:

“O doleful days! O direful deadly dump!

“O wicked world! and worldly wickedness!

“How can I hold [back] my fist from crying ‘thump’
“In rue of this right rascal wretchedness!”

Tucca then said to the First Pyrgus, “In an amorous vein —
manner — now, sirrah.”

He then said to the others, “Peace. Quiet.”

The First Pyrgus recited:

“Oh, she is wilder and more hard withal
“Than beast or bird, or tree or stony wall.

“Yet might she love me to uprear her state;
“Aye, but perhaps she hopes some nobler mate.
“Yet might she love me to content her sire;

“Aye, but her reason masters her desire.



“Yet might she love me as her beauty’s thrall;
“Aye, but I fear she cannot love at all.”

Tucca said to the Second Pyrgus, “Now the horrible fierce
soldier: you, sirrah.”

The Second Pyrgus recited:

“What? Will I brave [defy] thee? Aye, and beard thee [pull
thy beard], too!

“A Roman spirit scorns to bear a brain
“So full of base pusillanimity.”
“Excellent!” Histrio said.

Tucca said to Histrio, “Nay, thou shall see that which shall
ravish — enchant — thee soon; prick up thine ears,
stinkard.”

He then said to his two Pyrgi, “The ghost, boys.”
The First Pyrgus recited, “Vindicta!”

The Second Pyrgus recited, Timoria!”

The First Pyrgus recited, “Vindicta!”

The Second Pyrgus recited, “Timoria!”

The First Pyrgus recited, “Veni!”

The Second Pyrgus recited, “Veni!”

“Timoria!” means “Retribution!”

“Vindicta!” means “Revenge!”

“Veni!” means “I come!”

Tucca said to the Second Pyrgus, “Now thunder, sirrah: you,
the rumbling actor.”



Drums could be used to simulate thunder.

The Second Pyrgus said, “Aye, but somebody must cry
‘murder!’ then, in a small voice.”

A small voice is a female’s high voice.

“Your fellow sharer there shall do it,” Tucca said.

The two sharers have shares in the profits of Tucca’s cons.
Tucca said to the First Pyrgus, “Cry, sirrah, cry.”

The Second Pyrgus beat a drum roll.

In a high voice, the Second Pyrgus cried, “Murder!
Murder!”

The Second Pyrgus cried, “Who calls out ‘murder’?”
He then said to the First Pyrgus, “Lady, was it you?”
“Oh, admirably good, I declare,” Histrio said.

Tucca said to the Second Pyrgus, “Sirrah boy, brace your
drum a little straiter — stretch the drumskin tighter — and
do the other fellow there, he in the — what do thou call
him?”

He said to the First Pyrgus, “And ‘yet stay,” too.”

In Thomas Kidd’s The Spanish Tragedy is a conversation
between the villain Lorenzo and a servant. Tucca was trying
to remember some of the character’s dialogue since he
couldn’t remember the character’s name.

The Second Pyrgus beat another drum roll.
He recited:
“Nay, an [if] thou dalliest, then I am thy foe,

“And fear shall force what friendship cannot win.



“Thy death shall bury what thy life conceals:
“Villain! Thou diest for more respecting her —”
The First Pyrgus recited, “Oh, stay, my lord!”
The Second Pyrgus continued reciting:

“— than me.

“Yet speak the truth, and I will guerdon [reward] thee;
“But if thou dally once again, thou diest.”
“Enough of this, boy,” Tucca said.

The Second Pyrgus continued reciting:

“Why then, lament therefore! Damned be thy guts
“Unto King Pluto’s hell and princely Erebus!
“For sparrows must have food.”

Histrio said, “Please, sweet Captain, let one of them do a
little of a lady.”

“Oh, he will make thee eternally enamored of him there,”
Tucca said.

He said to the First Pyrgus, “Do, sirrah, do; it will allay your
fellow’s fury a little.”

The First Pyrgus said in a high voice:
“Master, mock on; the scorn thou givest me,
“Pray Jove, some lady may return on thee.”

The Second Pyrgus said, “No, you shall see me do the
Moor.”

He said to Tucca, “Master, lend me your scarf for a little
while.”



The scarf was an English officer’s sash.

The Second Pyrgus was going to recite some dialogue from
George Peele’s The Battle of Alcazar; the sash would be used
for the turban of the Moor Muly Mahamet.

“Here,” Tucca said, handing over the scarf. “It is at thy
service, boy.”

The Second Pyrgus said, “You, Master Minos, hark hither a
little. Come here and let’s talk.”

He drew Minos to the side and spoke to him.

Minos and the Second Pyrgus then withdrew to make
themselves ready for the scene.

Tucca said to Histrio, “How do thou like him? Are thou not
rapt? Are thou not tickled, now? Don’t thou applaud, rascal?
Don’t thou applaud?”’

“Yes,” Histrio said. “What will you ask for them to act for a
week, Captain?”

Tucca answered:

“No, you mangonizing slave, I will not part from them;
you’ll sell them for ingles, you will.”

“Mangonizing” means “trafficking in slaves,” and one
meaning of “ingle” is a boy used for homosexual purposes.

Tucca continued talking, this time about the guests for the
upcoming supper to be hosted by Histrio:

“Let’s have good cheer tomorrow night at supper, stalker,
and then we’ll talk. Good capon and plover, do you hear,
sirrah? And do not bring your eating actor with you there; I
cannot tolerate him; he will eat a leg of mutton while I am
still eating my porridge, the lean Poluphagos; his belly is like



Barathrum, he looks like a midwife in man’s apparel, the
slave.”

Capons and plovers are kinds of fowl.

The words “Poluphagos” and “Barathrum” are related to
eating excessively. “Polyphagous” means a voracious eater.
“Barathrum” was a deep pit in Athens, Greece; the word is
also applied to gluttons with a deep pit for a stomach.

Tucca continued:

“Nor bring with you the villainous out-of-tune fiddler
Enobarbus; don’t bring him.”

“Enobarbus” means “Redbeard.”
Tucca then asked:
“How much money have thou there? Six-and-thirty, huh?”

Histrio replied, “No, here’s all I have, Captain: some five-
and-twenty.”

He gave Tucca the money and said:

“Please, sir, will you present and accommodate — give it in
a way appropriate to him — to the gentleman?

“For my own part, I am a mere stranger to his humor — I
have no idea how to appropriately give him the money.

“Besides, I have some business that invites me away from
here, with Master Asinius Lupus, the Tribune.”

Tucca said:

“Well, go thy ways, pursue thy projects; let me alone with
this design.”

A design is 1) a plan, or 2) a trick.



The trick might be to keep the money for himself and not
give it to Crispinus.

Tucca continued:

“My poetaster shall make thee a play, and thou shall be a
man of good parts in it.”

“A man of good parts” can mean 1) a character with good
qualities, or 2) an actor with many good parts. Actors
sometimes performed more than one role in plays.

Tucca again considered the guest list:

“But wait, let me see: Do not bring your Aesop, your
‘politician’ who deals with officials, unless you can ram up
his mouth with sweet-smelling cloves; the slave smells
ranker than some sixteen dunghills and is seventeen times
more rotten.

“By the Virgin Mary, you may bring Frisker, a zany clown;
he’s a good skipping swaggerer; and your fat fool there, my
Mango, bring him, too —”

“Mango” means “Pimp” in this context.
Tucca continued:

“— but don’t let him beg rapiers or scarves from the
audience in his over-familiar playing face to use in his comic
sketches, nor roar out his barren bold jests with a tormenting
laughter, between drunk and dry, aka sober.

“Do you hear, Stifftoe? Give him warning, admonition, to
forsake his saucy insolence and glavering — deceitful
flattering — grace and his goggle eye; it does not become
him, sirrah; tell him so.

“I have stood up and defended you, I, to gent’men, when you
have been said to prey upon puisnes — naive youths — and
honest citizens for socks or boots to use in a play, or when



they have called you usurers or brokers, or said you were
able to help someone to a piece of flesh — a prostitute; I
have sworn to these accusers that I did not think so.

“Nor that you were the common retreats for punks —
prostitutes — decayed in the practice of their trade. I cannot
believe it of you —”

Actually, Captain Tucca was one of many who brought
prostitutes to see plays.

Histrio said, “Thank you, Captain. May Jupiter and the rest
of the gods confine your modern delights without disgust!”

Histrio was wishing that the gods would show favor to
Tucca: to let him continue indulging in his delights without
him becoming sated — bored — with them.

Histrio started to leave.
Tucca said:

“Wait, thou shall see one of my Pyrgi play the Moor before
thou go.”

Demetrius entered the scene.
Tucca asked:

“Who’s he with the half arms there, who salutes us out of his
cloak like a motion, huh?”

“Half arms” may mean that the elbows of his clothes were
torn and covered up by his cloak. His efforts to keep the
holes covered meant that he kept the upper half of his arms
inside his cloak.

A “motion” is a puppet.

Histrio said:



“Oh, sir, his doublet’s a little decayed, a little worn out; he
is otherwise a very simple, honest fellow, sir, one Demetrius,
a dresser of plays about the town here.”

A doublet is a man’s upper garment: a jacket.

Dressers wrote, adapted, and modified plays. They worked
often with collaborators.

Histrio continued:

“We have hired him to abuse Horace and make him a
character in a play with all his gallants, such as Tibullus,
Maecenas, Cornelius Gallus, and the rest.”

“And why so, stinkard?”” Tucca said.

“Oh, it will get us a huge deal of money, Captain, and we
have need of it, for this winter has made us all poorer than
so many starved snakes,” Histrio said. “Nobody comes to
attend our plays: not a gentleman, nor a —"

Possibly, he was going to say “prostitute.”

Tucca interrupted, “— but you know nothing about Horace,
do you, to make a play about him?”

“Indeed, not much, Captain,” Histrio said, “but our author
— Demetrius — will devise something that shall serve in
some fashion.”

Tucca said:
“Why, my Parnassus here shall help him if thou want.”

Parnassus is a mountain sacred to the Muses. Tucca was
using the word as a name for Crispinus.

Tucca then asked:

“Can thy author do it impudently enough?”



“Oh, I promise you, Captain, he can, and spitefully enough,
too,” Histrio said. “He has one of the most overflowing rank
wits in Rome. He will slander any man who breathes, if he
is disgusted by him.”

Tucca said:

“I’ll know the poor, egregious, nitty rascal, if he has these
commendable qualities.”

“Nitty” means “infested with nits” — the eggs of lice.
Tucca continued:

“I’ll cherish him — wait, here comes the Tartar — I’1l make
a gathering for him, I will: a purse of money, and put the
poor slave in fresh rags.”

A purse is a container for money.
In slang, a Tartar is a thief or beggar.
The “poor slave” was Demetrius.

The Tartar is a character whom the Second Pyrgus would
perform.

Since the Tartar is a tall character, the Second Pyrgus was
sitting on Minos’ shoulders.

Tucca said to Histrio, “Tell him — tell Demetrius — about
the purse of money, to comfort him.”

He then said to the Second Pyrgus, “Well done, boy.”
The Second Pyrgus recited:

“Where art [are] thou, boy? Where is Calipolis [the Tartar’s
wife]?

“Fight, earthquakes, in the entrails of the earth,

“And eastern whirlwinds in the hellish shades!



“Some foul contagion of the infected heavens
“Blast all the trees, and in their cursed tops

“The dismal night-raven and tragic owl!

“Breed, and become forerunners of my fall!”
Tucca said to Histrio:

“Well, now fare thee well, my honest penny-biter.”

Tucca was saying that Histrio was an honest collector of the
fees for seeing the play from audience members. He would
bite a penny to make sure it was genuine.

Tucca continued:

“Commend me to Seven-shares-and-a-half — the majority
share-holder — and remember tomorrow’s supper. If you
lack a service, you shall play in my name, rascals, but you
shall buy your own clothing, and I’ll have two shares for my
countenance — my patronage.”

He would be the patron — the sponsor — of the company.

By statute, actors could be charged with being rogues or
vagabonds unless their acting troupe had a high-ranking
member of society as its patron.

Histrio and Demetrius started to exit, but Tucca said to
Histrio, “Let thy author stay with me.”

Demetrius, the author, said to Tucca, “Yes, sir. «
Histrio exited.

Tucca said to Minos, “It was well done, little Minos, thou
did stalk well. Forgive me that I said thou stunk, Minos; it
was the savor of a poet I met sweating in the street, the stink
hangs yet in my nostrils.”



Crispinus asked, “Who was it? Horace?”
“Aye, it was he,” Tucca said. “Do thou know him?”

“Oh, he forsook me most barbarously, I declare,” Crispinus
said.

Tucca said, “Hang him, the fusty- and stale-smelling satyr,
he smells all of goat; he carries a ram under his armholes, the
slave. I am the worse when I see him.”

Tucca and Crispinus then spoke quietly together a little
distance from Minos and Demetrius.

Tucca asked, “Did Minos impart money to you?”

Showing Tucca the money, Crispinus said, “Yes, here are
twenty drachmas he did convey to me.”

Hmm. Drachmas? More likely, sesterces. Unless Minos was
suddenly generous.

Tucca said, “Well said. Keep them; we’ll share soon.”
He then said loudly, “Come, little Minos.”

Crispinus said, “Indeed, Captain, I’ll be bold to show you a
mistress of mine, a woman to whom I pay attention, a
jeweler’s wife, a gallantly and fashionably dressed woman,
as we go along.”

Tucca replied:

“There spoke my genius — my guardian spirit. Minos, some
of thy eringoes, little Minos, send them to us.”

Eringoes were supposed to be aphrodisiacs. Tucca wanted to
be prepared, just in case he needed to be prepared.

Tucca said to Crispinus:

“Come hither, Parnassus.”



He indicated Demetrius and said:

“I must have thee become familiar with my little locust —
Demetrius — here; it is a good vermin, they say.”

He looked around and said:

“Look, here’s Horace and old Trebatius, the great lawyer, in
his company. Let’s avoid him now; he is too well seconded.”

In other words, Horace had too strong a supporter to be
approached now.

—35—

Horace the poet and Trebatius the lawyer spoke together.
Their conversation consisted of a defense of poetry and
satire, and it was rhymed.

Horace said:

“There are those to whom I seem excessively sour,
“And past a satire’s law seem to extend my power;
“[And seem to extend my power past a satire’s law;]
“Others, who think whatever I have writ [written]
“Wants pith and matter to eternise it,

“[Lacks force and content to make it eternal,]

“And that they could in one day’s light disclose [to the
world]

“A thousand verses such as I compose.”

Horace, Virgil, and Ben Jonson were all criticized for
writing slowly.

Horace then asked:

“What shall I do, Trebatius? Tell me.”



Trebatius answered:

“Surcease. [Stop.]”

Horace said:

“And shall my muse admit no more increase?

“[And shall my muse allow no more writing of satire?]”
Trebatius answered:

“So I advise.”

Horace said:

“An ill death let me die

“If it were not best;

“[Let me die a bad death if I don’t agree that your advice is
best; ]

“but sleep avoids my eye,

“And I use [the time to write] these [verses], lest nights
should tedious seem.”

Trebatius said:

“Rather contend to sleep, and live like them
“Who, holding golden sleep in special price,
“Rubbed with sweet oils, swim silver Tiber thrice,
“And every evening with neat wine steeped be.”

Trebatius was advising Horace to court sleep by being
rubbed with oil before engaging in the vigorous exercise of
swimming back and forth across the Tiber River three times,
and drinking wine.

Trebatius said:



“Or, if such love of writing ravish thee,
“Then dare to sing unconquered Caesar’s deeds,
“Who cheers such actions with abundant meeds [rewards].”

Trebatius was advising Horace that if he didn’t like the first
advice he had been given, then he could instead praise
Augustus Caesar in his poetry — Augustus Caesar rewarded
such writing.

Horace said:
“That, father, I desire.”

Tiberius was older than Horace, and Horace used the word
“father” as a title of respect.

Horace continued:

“But when I try,

“I feel defects in every faculty [capacity].

“Nor is it a labor fit for every pen

“To paint the horrid troops of armed men,

“The lances burst in Gallia’s slaughtered forces,
“Or wounded Parthians tumbled from their horses.
“Great Caesar’s wars cannot be fought with words.”
Gallia and Parthia are geographical locations.

Praise of Augustus Caesar would involve praise of his
generalship and his military victories, something that Horace
did not think his skills were suited to do.

Trebatius said:

“Yet what his virtue in his peace affords,



“His fortitude and justice, thou can show,
“As wise Lucilius honored Scipio.”

Gaius Lucilius, the father of Roman satire, was a poet who
wrote about and honored Scipio Aemilianus, a general who
oversaw the defeat and destruction of Carthage in the third
and final Punic War.

Horace replied:
“Of that my powers shall suffer no neglect,
“When such slight labors may aspire [to] respect.”

In other words: I will endeavor to do so, since such slight
works may hope to be recognized.

Horace continued:

“But if I watch not a most chosen time,
“The humble words of Flaccus cannot climb
“The attentive ear of Caesar.”

Horace’s name was Quintus Horatius Flaccus. He worried
that even if he wrote poetry praising Augustus Caesar, the
Roman Emperor might not become aware of it.

Horace continued:

“Nor must [

“With less observance shun gross flattery,
“For he, reposed safe in his own merit,

“Spurns back the glozes [smooth deceiving compliments] of
a fawning [flattering] spirit.”



Horace was aware that if he wrote such praising poetry, he
must be careful not to overdo the praise because Augustus
Caesar disliked fawning flattery.

Trebatius said:

“But how much better would such accents sound
“Than with a sad and serious verse to wound
“Pantolabus, railing in his saucy jests?

“Or Nomentanus, spent [exhausted] in riotous feasts?
“In satires, each man (though untouched) complains
“As [if] he were hurt, and hates such biting strains.”

Pantolabus was a buffoon, and Nomentanus was a
spendthrift. In real life, Horace satirized both.

Horace replied:

“What shall I do? Milonius shakes his heels
“In ceaseless dances when his brain once feels
“The stirring fervor of the wine ascend

“And that his eyes false number apprehend
“Castor his horse, Pollux loves handy fights;

“[Where there are] A thousand heads, [there are also] a
thousand choice delights.

“My pleasure is in feet my words to close,
“As, both our better, old Lucilius does.”
In other words:

People follow their passions.



Milonius loves to get drunk and dance. Castor loves his
horses. Pollux loves to fight hand to hand in boxing matches.

Horace loves to write satires like his inspiration, old
Lucilius, who is superior to both Horace and Trabatius, and
Horace loves to put his words in metrical feet.

Horace continued:

“He as his trusty friends his books did trust
“With all his secrets, nor in things unjust
“Or actions lawful ran to other men.”

Lucilius put his secrets, good or bad, in his books, treating
them like trustworthy friends. Because he did that in books,
he did not need to confide those things to other men.

Horace continued:
“So that the old man’s life described was seen
“As in a votive table, in his lines.”

A votive table is a panel with an image of a danger that has
been survived. People would make vows in times of danger,
such as illness or shipwreck. When they had survived the
danger and fulfilled the vow, they would hang a votive table
in a sacred place such as a church.

Horace continued:

“And to his [Lucilius’] steps my genius inclines,
“Lucanian or Apulian, I not whether [I don’t know which],
“For the Venusian colony plows either,”

In other words: Horace’s guardian spirit has guided him and
shaped his character to make him want to write satire. Of
course, our environment helps shape our character. Horace



came from Venusia, which was settled by farmers and other
people from Lucania and Apulia.

Horace continued:
“Sent thither when the Sabines were forced thence
“(As old fame sings), to give the place defense

“’gainst such as, seeing it empty, might make road [inroads,
aka raids]

“Upon the empire, or there fix abode —
“Whether the Apulian borderer it were
“Or the Lucanian violence they fear.”

The Romans captured Venusia from the Sabines, and then
the Romans settled loyal-to-Rome people from Lucania and
Apulia in Venusia lest people hostile to Rome settled there.
This helped prevent raids by enemies into Roman territory.

Horace continued:
“But this my style no living man shall touch
“If first I am not forced by base reproach;

“But, like a sheathed sword, it [my style and my writing
instrument] shall defend

“My innocent life.”
In other words:

Horace is a defender, not an attacker. He will defend himself
in his satire if he is attacked, but he will not attack first. His
pointed writing instrument is like a sheathed sword: When
needed, it can become a dangerous weapon. Because people
know that, chances are they will leave him alone.



The Latin word stylus can mean 1) style, 2) sword, and 3)
pointed writing instrument.

Horace continued:

“For why should I contend [strive]

“To draw it out, when no malicious thief

“Robs my good name, the treasure of my life?
“O Jupiter, let it with rust be eaten

“Before it touch or insolently threaten

“The life of any with the least disease [disquiet];
“So much I love and woo a general peace.

“But he who wrongs me, better, I proclaim,

“He never had assayed to touch my fame [reputation].
“For he shall weep, and walk with every tongue
“Throughout the city infamously sung.”

In other words: If you attack me with libel and slander, I will
attack you with satire.

Horace continued:

“Servius the Praetor threats [threatens] the laws and urn
“If any at his deeds repine or spurn;

“The witch Canidia, that Albucius got [begot],
“Denounceth [Proclaims] witchcraft where she loves not;
“Thurius the judge does thunder worlds of ill

“To such as strive with his judicial will.

“All men affright [frighten] their foes in what they may;



“Nature commands it, and men must obey.”

In other words: People defend themselves with what
weapons they have. A Praetor can threaten to defend himself
with laws and urns — jurors would place votes of guilty or
not guilty in an urn. A witch can threaten to defend herself
with witchcraft. A judge can threaten to defend himself by
giving a heaping helping of hurt to his enemies.

Horace continued:

“Observe with me: The wolf his tooth does use,
“The bull his horn[s]. And who does this infuse
“But Nature?”

In other words: Who but Nature inspires these threats against
enemies?

Horace continued:

“There’s luxurious Scaeva; [en]trust

“His long-lived mother with him, his so just
“And scrupulous right hand no mischief will,
“No more than with his heel a wolf will kill,

“Or [an] ox with jaw. Marry [By the Virgin Mary], [if you]
let him alone

“With tempered [mixed] poison to remove [he will kill] the
crone.”

In other words: Scaeva likes luxuries and is waiting for his
aged mother to die so he can get her inheritance. His right
hand will do her no harm, just as a wolf will do no harm with
a heel or an ox will do no harm with a jaw. But a wolf has
jaws and an ox has horns, and Scaeva has a sinister — left



— hand that will serve poison to her quickly if he has the
opportunity.

Horace continued:
“But briefly: If to age I destined be,

“Or that quick death’s black wings environ [wrap around]
me;

“If rich, or poor; at Rome, or fate command
“I shall be banished to some other land;
“What hue soever my whole state shall bear,
“I will write satires still, in spite of fear.”

In other words: Whether I live for a long time or I live for a
short time, whether I live at Rome or I am exiled, whether I
have a not-dark, fortunate life or a dark, unfortunate life, I
will always write satires, even if [ am afraid of the effects of
doing so.

Trebatius replied:
“Horace, I fear thou draw’st no lasting breath,
“And that some great man’s friend will be thy death.”

In other words: I am afraid that you won’t live long, and that
having Lucilius, the friend of Scipio Aemilianus, aka Scipio
Africanus the Younger, as your satiric influence will result
in your death.

Horace said:
“What? When the man who first did satirize
“Durst [dared] pull the skin over the ears of vice

“And make who stood in outward fashion clear



“Give place, as foul within, shall I forbear?”

In other words: My satiric influence, Lucilius, the father of
Roman satire, did such things as metaphorically flay the ears
of a man of vice and show that a man who appeared to be
good was actually bad. If he was able to do such things,
should I decide not to do them out of fear?

Horace continued:
“Did Laelius, or the man so great with fame

“That [Who] from sacked Carthage fetched his worthy
name,

“Storm that Lucilius did Metellus pierce
“Or bury Lupus quick in famous verse?”’

In other words: Gaius Laelius was a soldier and consul who
was called Sapiens, aka “the Wise.” He was friends with
Scipio Amelianus, aka Scipio Africanus Minor (the
Younger), a Roman hero of the Third Punic War against
Carthage in North Africa. Neither of them objected when
Lucilius satirized Metellus or Lupus. Metellus was a Censor;
he and Scipio disagreed about some things, but without
animosity. Lucius Cornelius Lentulus Lupus, who was
Consul in 156 BCE, was metaphorically buried quick —
alive — by Lucilius’ satire.

Lucilius died in 103 BCE.
Horace’s life dates are 65 BCE to & CE.

Augustus Caesar reigned as Roman Emperor from 27 BCE.
to 14 CE.

Horace continued:

“Rulers and subjects by whole tribes he checked,



“But virtue and her friends did still protect.”

In other words: Lucilius satirized both the high-born and the
low-born, but he always protected virtuous people.

Horace continued:
“And when from sight or from the judgment seat
“The virtuous Scipio and wise Laelius met

“Unbraced with him, in all light sports [entertainments] they
shared,

“Till their most frugal suppers were prepared.”

In other words: Scipio and Laelius often met with Lucilius
in private, where they relaxed — unbraced themselves —
and had a meal together.

Horace continued:

“Whatever I am, though both for wealth and wit
“Beneath Lucilius I am pleased to sit,

“Yet Envy, [in] spite of her empoisoned breast,

“Shall say I lived in grace [in favor] here with the best;

“And, seeking in weak trash [worthless people] to make her
wound,

“Shall find me solid [impervious], and her teeth unsound —
“’less learned Trebatius’ censure disagree.”
In other words:

Horace was OK with being honored less than Lucilius both
for wealth and wit, and he was willing to sit lower at the
supper table than him: Lucilius would have the seat of honor.



Horace would still have a very good life, and malicious Envy
would be able to do him no harm.

Nevertheless, he wanted to hear his friend Trebatius’ opinion
and whether it opposed his view.

Trebatius replied:

“No, Horace, I of force [I by the force of your strong
arguments| must yield to thee.

“Only take heed, as being advised by me,

“Lest thou incur some danger. Better pause

“Than rue thy ignorance of the sacred laws;

“There’s justice, and great action may be sued

“’gainst such as wrong men’s fames with verses lewd.”

Trebatius agreed that Horace must follow his Muse and write
satire, but he advised Horace to be careful about libeling
anyone in his writing. Writing libelous verses could result in
great legal punishments.

“Lewd” meant 1) evil, and 2) bungling.
Horace said:

“Aye, with lewd verses such as libels be,
“And aimed at persons of good quality;

“I reverence and adore that just decree.

“But if they shall be sharp yet modest rhymes

“That spare men’s persons and but just tax [attack only] their
crimes,

“Such shall in open court find current pass

“Were Caesar judge, and with the Maker’s grace.”



In other words: Yes, libelous satire ought to be punished, but
good satire whose target is a crime or sin instead of a person
is legal. This is true even if Augustus Caesar were the judge,
and such attacks against crimes and sins meet with the
Creator’s — God’s — favor.

Trebatius said:

“Nay, I’ll add more: If thou thyself being clear
“Shall tax in person a man fit to bear

“Shame and reproach, his suit shall quickly be
“Dissolved in laughter, and thou thence set free.”

In other words: Let me add that if you satirize a man who is
disreputable and notorious, the lawsuit will quickly be
thrown out of court and you will be free.

In Horace’s society, anyone who wanted to be cleared of
imputations of criminal behavior first had to provide
character witnesses and other evidence that he was a man of
good character.



ACT 4 (The Arraignment, or Poetaster)
—4.1—

Chloe and Cytheris talked together in a room in Albius and
Chloe’s house. With them were one or two maids carrying a
muff, a dog, a fan, and a mask.

“But, sweet lady, tell me, am I well enough attired for the
court, seriously?” Chloe asked.

“Well enough?” Cytheris said. “Excellent well, sweet
Mistress Chloe. This strait-bodied — tight-fitting — city
attire, I can tell you, will stir a courtier’s blood more than the
finest loose sacks the ladies are accustomed to be put in.”

“Loose sacks” are loosely fitting dresses.

Cytheris added, “And then you are as well jeweled as any of
them; your ruff and linen about you is much more pure white
than theirs; and as for your beauty, I can tell you, there’s
many of them who would defy the painter — the cosmetician
— if they could exchange looks with you. By the Virgin
Mary, the worst thing is, you must look to be envied and
endure a few court frumps — jeers — for it.”

“Oh, Jove, madam, I shall buy them too cheap!” Chloe said.

In other words: Enduring a few jeers is a small price to pay
for triumphs in fashionable company.

Jove is Jupiter, King of the gods.
Chloe ordered a maid, “Give me my muff and my dog there.”
Fashionable ladies carried a muff and a dog.

Chloe then said to Cytheris, “And will the ladies be at all
friendly with me, do you think?”

“Oh, Juno!” Cytheris said.



Juno is the wife of Jupiter, King of the gods.

She continued, “Why, you shall see them flock about you
with their puff wings and ask you where you bought your
lawn, and what you paid for it, who starches you — and
entreat you to help them to some pure laundresses out of the
city.”

Puff wings are pieces of cloth that hide the join between a
sleeve and the body of a garment. Sometimes fashionable
people slashed the upper layer of material and pulled out
some of the lower layer of material to create a puff.

Lawn was an expensive linen fabric.

Laundresses washed and starched clothing and kept white
fabric white.

“Oh, Cupid!” Chloe said.
She ordered a maid, “Give me my fan, and my mask, too.”
Fashionable ladies also carried around a fan and a mask.

She then asked Cytheris, “And will the lords and the poets
there treat one well, too, lady?”

Cytheris said:
“Don’t doubt that.

“You shall have kisses from them go pit-pat, pit-pat, pit-pat
upon your lips as thick as stones out of slings at the assault
of a city.

“And your ears will be so furred with the breath of their
compliments that you cannot catch cold in your head even if
you wanted to, for three winters afterward.”

In other words: Compliments whispered in her ears would
keep her ears so warm that she would be unable to catch cold.



“Thank you, sweet lady,” Chloe replied. “Oh, heaven! And
how must one behave herself among them? You know all.”

Cytheris answered:

“Indeed, one must behave impudently enough, Mistress
Chloe, and well enough.

“Carry not too much underthought — deference — between
yourself and them; nor your city-mannerly word ‘forsooth.’
Don’t use it too often in any case, but instead say plain ‘aye,
madam’ and ‘no, madam.” Nor never say ‘Your Lordship’
nor ‘Your Honor,” but ‘you,” and ‘you, my lord’ and ‘my
lady’; the other they count too simple and minsitive — too
mincing sensitive and too humble and affected.

“And although they desire to kiss heaven with their titles, yet
they will account as fools those who give them too humbly
and deferentially.”

“Oh, intolerable! Jupiter!” Chloe said. “By my truth, lady, I
would not for a world have missed out on you staying in my
house; and indeed you shall not pay a farthing for your board
nor your chambers.”

“Oh, sweet Mistress Chloe!” Cytheris said.
“Indeed, you shall not, lady,” Chloe said.

Cytheris started to speak, but Chloe said, “Nay, good lady,
do not offer it.”

—4.2 —

Gallus and Tibullus entered the scene. They were elegiac
poets.

“Come, where are these ladies?” Gallus said. “With your
permission, bright stars, this gentleman and I have come to
man you — escort you — to court, where your recent kind



entertainment is now to be requited with a heavenly
banquet.”

The recent kind entertainment was the buffet that Chloe and
Albius had hosted.

“A heavenly banquet, Gallus?” Cytheris said.
“No less, my dear Cytheris,” Gallus said.

Tibullus said, “That would not be strange, lady, if the epithet
of ‘heavenly’ were only given for the company invited
thither: yourself and” — indicating Chloe — “this fair
gentlewoman.”

“Are we invited to court, sir?”” Chloe asked.

“You are, lady,” Tibullus said, “by the great princess Julia,
who longs to greet you with any favors that may worthily
make you an often — a frequent — courtier.”

“In sincerity, I thank her, sir,” Chloe said. “You have a
coach, haven’t you?”

“The princess has sent her own, lady,” Tibullus said.

“Oh, Venus! That’s well,” Chloe said. “I do long to ride in a
coach most vehemently.”

“But, sweet Gallus, please explain to me why you give that
heavenly praise to this earthly banquet?” Cytheris asked.

“Because, Cytheris, it must be celebrated by the heavenly
powers,” Gallus answered. “All the gods and goddesses will
be there; to two of which you two must be exalted.”

“A pretty fiction, in truth,” Chloe said.

“A fiction indeed, Chloe, and fit for the fit of a poet,”
Cytheris said.



“Fit” can mean 1) suitable, 2) a poetic episode of inspiration,
and 3) a section of a poem or song.

Gallus said, “Why, Cytheris, may not poets, from whose
divine spirits all the honors of the gods have been deduced,
entreat so much honor of the gods to have their divine
presence at a poetical banquet?”

Gallus was referring to the belief that poets were the first
priests because they were the first to praise and honor the
gods.

“Suppose that to be no fiction,” Cytheris said, “yet where are
your abilities to make us two goddesses at your feast?”

“Who doesn’t know, Cytheris, that the sacred breath of a true
poet can blow any virtuous humanity up to deity?” Gallus
answered.

Tibullus said:

“To tell you the female truth (which is the simple,
uncomplicated truth), ladies, and to show that poets, in spite
of the world, are able to deify themselves, at this banquet to
which you are invited, we intend to assume the figures of the
gods, and to give our various loves the forms of goddesses.

“Ovid will be Jupiter; the Princess Julia will be Juno; Gallus
here will be Apollo; you, Cytheris, will be Pallas Athena,
goddess of wisdom; I will be Bacchus; and my love, Plautia,
will be Ceres.”

Bacchus is the god of grapes, and Ceres is the goddess of
grain. The god of wine and the goddess of food are
appropriate deities for a banquet.

Tibullus continued:



“And to install you and your husband, fair Chloe, in honors
equal with ours, you shall be a goddess and your husband
shall be a god.”

“A god?” Chloe said. “O my god!”

“A god, but a lame god, lady,” Tibullus said, “for he shall be
Vulcan, and you shall be Venus, and this will make our
banquet no less than heavenly.”

Venus cuckolded Vulcan.

“In sincerity, it will be sugared — it will be a treat,” Chloe
said. “Good Jove, what a pretty foolish thing it is to be a
poet!”

She then said quietly to Cytheris, “But listen, sweet Cytheris:
couldn’t they possibly leave out my husband? I think a
body’s husband does not so well at court; a person’s friend
or lover, or such, will do well — but a husband, it is like your
clog to your marmoset, for all the world and the heavens.”

A marmoset is a monkey. Its leg or neck could be affixed to
a clog — a block of wood — that would restrict its
movement.

Chloe did not want her husband to restrict her movements at
the party.

Cytheris replied, “Tut, never fear, Chloe; your husband will
be left outside in the lobby or the great chamber, when you
shall be put in in the closet — private room — by this lord
and by that lady.”

This, of course, would provide an opportunity for Chloe’s
husband, Albus, to be cuckolded.

“Then I am reassured,” Chloe said. “My husband shall go.”



—43 —
Horace entered the scene.
“Horace! Welcome,” Gallus said.
“Gentlemen, did you hear the news?”” Horace asked.
“What news, my Quintus?”” Tibullus asked.
Horace’s name was Quintus Horatius Flaccus.

Horace answered, “Our melancholic friend, Propertius, has
enclosed himself in his Cynthia’s tomb, and he will by no
entreaties be drawn away from there.”

Albius arrived and ushered in Crispinus, Tucca, and
Demetrius.

“Good Master Crispinus, please bring the gentleman near,”
Albius said.

The gentleman was Tucca.

Horace said to his companions, “Crispinus? Hide me, good
Gallus; Tibullus, shelter me!”

Crispinus said to Tucca, “Make your approach, sweet
Captain.”

“What does this mean, Horace?” Tibullus asked.

Horace said to his companions, “I am surprised — ambushed
— again; farewell.”

“Stay, Horace,” Gallus requested.

Horace replied, “What, and be tired on — that is, attacked
and torn at — by yonder vulture? No, Phoebus defend me!”

Horace exited — quickly.



“By God’s light!” Tibullus said. “I hold my life this is the
same man who met him in Holy Street.”

Of course, that man was Crispinus.
“Indeed, it is likely enough,” Gallus said.

He then said, “This act of Propertius seems very strange to
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me.

Tucca said to Crispinus, “By thy leave, my neat scoundrel.
What! Is this the mad boy you talked about?”

One kind of “mad boy” in Ben Jonson’s society was the
“roaring boy.” They were fashionable men who liked to
argue, bully, and fight. Of course, Albius was not a roaring
boy.

Crispinus answered, “Aye, this is Master Albius, Captain.”

Tucca said to Albius, “Give me thy hand, Agamemnon; we
hear abroad thou are the Hector of citizens. What do thou
say? Are we welcome to thee, noble Neoptolemus?”

Agamemnon was the leader of the Greeks against the
Trojans in the Trojan War. Neoptolemus was the son of
Achilles, a Greek who was the greatest warrior in the Trojan
War. Hector was the greatest Trojan warrior.

Albius said, “Welcome, Captain! By Jove and all the gods in
the Capitol —”

“No more; we conceive thee,” Tucca said. “Which of these
is thy wedlock, Menelaus? Thy Helen? Thy Lucrece? So that
we may do her honor, mad boy?”

“Thy wedlock™ means “your wife.”

Menelaus was the King of Sparta, whose wife, Helen, after
being forcibly kidnapped by or voluntarily running away
with Paris, Prince of Troy, became Helen of Troy.



Lucrece was an ancient Roman gentlewoman who
committed suicide after being raped. The son of King
Tarquin of Rome, who was also named Tarquin, raped her.
After her suicide, King Tarquin was overthrown. Rome
ceased to be a kingdom and instead became a republic.

Tucca was comparing Albius to Menelaus, a wronged
husband, and he was comparing Albius’ wife, Chloe, to
Helen and Lucrece, two women connected with unethical
sex.

Tucca wanted to seduce Chloe.

“She in the little fine dressing, sir, is my mistress,” Crispinus
said.

By “mistress,” he meant a woman he served and was devoted
to.

“For lack of a better, sir,” Albius said.
Tucca said, “A better, profane rascal?”

He then said, “I ask thee mercy, my good scroil, was it thou
who said that?”

“Scroil” is Tucca-speak for “scoundrel.”
“No harm, Captain,” Albius said.
“She is a Venus, a Vesta, a Melpomene!” Tucca said.

Venus is the goddess of sexual passion. Vesta is the goddess
of the hearth. Melpomene is the goddess of tragedy.

Tucca said to Chloe, “Come hither, Penelope.”

Penelope is the faithful wife of Odysseus, both of whom are
in Homer’s Odyssey. Odysseus’ Roman name is Ulysses.

Tucca and Chloe talked together a short distance away from
the others.



“What’s thy name, Iris?” Tucca asked.

Iris is the goddess of the rainbow; she is a messenger-
goddess.

“My name is Chloe, sir. I am a gentlewoman.”

“Thou are in merit to be an Empress, Chloe, for an eye and
a lip,” Tucca said. “Thou have an Emperor’s nose.”

The Roman Emperor was Augustus Caesar.
A Roman nose is large.

He kissed her and said, “Kiss me again.”
She kissed him.

He said, “It is a virtuous punk.”

One meaning of “punk” is “prostitute.” Now that Chloe, a
married woman, has kissed him, he will call her that often.

Tucca said, “Good. Before Jove, the gods were a sort of
goslings when they suffered so sweet a breath to perfume the
bed of a stinkard. Thou had ill fortune, Thisbe; the Fates
were infatuate; they were, punk, they were.”

He was already criticizing her husband to her.

Thisbe and Pyramus were lovers. Thisbe ran away from
home to marry Pyramus. She saw a lion with blood on its
mouth from hunting, and she ran away from it, leaving her
cloak behind. The lion tore the cloak, getting blood on it. A
little later, seeing the bloody cloak, Pyramus thought that
Thisbe had been killed by the lion, and he committed suicide.
She found his body, and she committed suicide.

“Infatuate” means “infatuated” as an adjective.

“Infatuated” can mean “utterly foolish.”



As a verb, “infatuate” can mean “make people foolish.”

Possibly, Tucca meant that the fates of Thisbe and Pyramus
were foolish. In other words: It is foolish to commit suicide
because of love. In addition, according to Tucca, the Fates,
who are usually portrayed as old women, were being utterly
foolish in giving Pyramus and Thisbe this fate. “Foolish” is
the opposite of what the Fates usually are.

Meanwhile, Propertius was in the tomb of his lover. We shall
hear no more about him. His friends were getting ready to

party.

“That’s sure, sir,” Chloe said. “Let me crave — have — your
name, [ ask you, sir.”

“I am known by the name of Captain Tucca, punk; the noble
Roman, punk; a gent’'man and a commander, punk,” Tucca
said.

“In good time!” Chloe said.
She thought that she was fortunate to meet him.

She continued, “A gentleman and a commander? That’s as
good as a poet, I think.”

She walked aside.
Crispinus picked up a viol and said, “A pretty instrument!”
A viol is a kind of stringed musical instrument.

He asked Albius, “It’s my cousin Cytheris’ viol, this is, isn’t
it?”

Cytheris said to Crispinus, “Play, cousin, play it. It lacks
only such a voice and hand to grace it as yours is.”

“Alas, cousin, you are merrily inspired,” Crispinus said.

“Please play, if you love me,” Cytheris said.



“Yes, cousin,” Crispinus replied. “You know I do not hate
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you.

Tibullus said to Gallus, “A most subtle, cunning wench!
How she has baited him with a viol yonder, for a song!”

Crispinus said to Cytheris, “Cousin, please call Mistress
Chloe; she shall hear an essay — an example — of my

poetry.”

“I’1l call her,” Tucca said.

He approached Chloe and said, “Come hither, cockatrice;
here’s one who will set thee up, my sweet punk — set thee
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up.

In other words, he will praise you in song.

“Cockatrice,” like “punk,” can mean “prostitute.”

Chloe said to Crispinus, “Are you a peewit so soon, sir?”
A peewit is a lapwing: its cry is similar to “peewit.”

Chloe may have thought the word meant “poet.” Or she may
have meant that he was a metaphorical songbird.

Albius said, “Wife, be mum.”
Crispinus sang:
“Love is blind and a wanton;
“In the whole world, there is scant
“One such another;
“No, not his mother.
“He has plucked her doves and sparrows
“To feather his sharp arrows,

“And alone prevaileth



“Whilst sick Venus waileth.
“But if Cypris once recover
“The wag, it shall behoove her

“To look better to him,

“Or she will undo [ruin] him.”

“Cypris” is a name for Venus, who had a cult center at
Cyprus.

Doves were symbols of love; sparrows were symbols of lust.
Both were birds sacred to Venus.

The song said that Cupid has much power and that Venus
may ruin him by giving him too much freedom.

At the soon-to-occur masked party, Ovid (Jupiter) would
give the guests much freedom.

Albius said, “Oh, most odoriferous — pleasing — music!”

Tucca said to Albius, “Aha, stinkard! Another Orpheus, you
slave, another Orpheus! An Arion riding on the back of a
dolphin, rascal!”

Orpheus was a mythical poet and musician. Arion was
another mythical poet and musician. According to one story,
when pirates threw Arion overboard, a dolphin rescued him
and carried him on its back to shore.

Gallus asked Crispinus, “Have you a copy of this ditty, sir?”
“Master Albius has,” Crispinus replied.

“Aye, but in truth, they are my wife’s verses,” Albius said.
“I must not show them.”

They were the verses of Crispinus, handed to Albius to give
to his wife, Chloe.



“Show them, bankrupt, show them,” Tucca said. “They have
salt in them and will brook the air, stinkard.”

The verses have salt— 1) a preservative, and 2) wittiness —
in them, and so they can endure the air without being
harmed.

Gallus took the verses and read them: “What! “To his bright
mistress, Canidia’?”

Crispinus, supposed author of the words, said, “Aye, sir,
that’s just a borrowed name; such as Ovid’s Corinna, or
Propertius’ Cynthia, or your Nemesis or Delia, Tibullus.”

Tibullus wrote poems about women whom he named
Nemesis and Delia. Delia was his first love, and Nemesis
was his last love.

“It’s the name of Horace’s witch, as I remember,” Gallus
said.

Canidia is a sorceress in one of Horace’s Satires.

Tibullus took the verses from Gallus and examined them:
“Why, the ditty’s all borrowed; it is Horace’s! Hang him, the
plagiary! He’s a plagiarist!”

Crispinus was the plagiarist: He had stolen lines from
Horace.

The historical Horace did not write the words. The Horace
in Ben Jonson’s play is a fictional character somewhat based
on the real poet and did not write the words. Ben Jonson
wrote this play and so the words are his, and he was called
“Horace,” a poet whom he loved and respected, in satires
about him such as Thomas Dekker’s Satiromastix.

Tucca said:

“What! He borrow from Horace? He shall pawn himself to
ten brokers first.”



Tucca was taking Crispinus’ side. Either he did not believe
that Crispinus was a plagiarist, or he was pretending not to
believe that Crispinus was a plagiarist.

Tucca continued:

“Do you hear me, poetasters? I know you to be men of
worship.”

“Men of worship” are men who are respected.

Tucca then said to the others, “He shall write with Horace
for a talent, and let Maecenas and his whole college of critics
take his part.”

Tucca wanted Horace and Crispinus to compete in a writing
contest for a considerable amount of money. Maecenas and
his colleagues would be the judges.

Tucca then said to Crispinus, “Thou shall do it, young
Phoebus; thou shall, Phaeton; thou shall.”

Phaeton went to his father, the god Apollo, and asked to be
allowed to drive the Sun-chariot across the sky and bring
light to the world. But Phaeton, doomed youth, was unable
to control the stallions, and they ran wildly away with the
Sun-chariot, wreaking havoc and destruction upon
Humankind and the world. The King of the gods, Jupiter,
saved Humankind and the world by throwing a thunderbolt
at Phaeton and killing him.

Crispinus was being set up for a fall, perhaps
unintentionally.

Demetrius, taking Crispinus’ side, said to Tucca, “Alas, sir,
Horace! He is a mere sponge, nothing but humors and
observation; he goes up and down sucking from every
society, and when he comes home, he squeezes himself dry
again. I know him, I do.”



Tucca replied:
“Thou say the truth, my poor poetical fury.

“Horace will pen all he knows. He is a sharp, thorny-toothed,
satirical rascal — flee from him. He carries hay in his horn;
he will sooner lose his best friend than his least jest.”

Farmers tied hay to the horns of dangerous bulls as a warning
to people to avoid them.

Tucca continued:

“What Horace once drops on paper against a man lives
eternally to upbraid him in the mouth of every slave tankard-
bearer or waterman.

“There is not a bawd or a boy who comes from the
bakehouse but shall point at him.”

The places where people got water and baked goods were
also places where they gossiped. According to Tucca, they
gossiped about Horace.

Tanker-bearers carried water. Watermen were boatmen.
Tucca continued:

“It is all dog and scorpion; Horace carries poison in his teeth
and a sting in his tail.

“Bah, body of Jove! I’ll have the slave whipped one of these
days for his satires and his humors by one cashiered —
discharged — clerk or another.”

“We’ll undertake — rebuke — him, Captain,” Crispinus
said.

Demetrius said:

“Aye, and tickle him — beat him — indeed, for his
arrogancy and his impudence in commending his own



things, and for his translating; I can trace him — trace his
sources — indeed.”

Ben Jonson used the writing of ancient writers in his own
writing, changing things as needed. He did not regard that as
plagiarism but as emulation.

The Oxford English Dictionary defines the verb “emulate”
as “To strive to equal or rival (a person, his achievements or
qualities); to copy or imitate with the object of equaling or
excelling.”

Ben Jonson will emulate Lucian’s Lexiphanes later in his
play when he has a character vomit words.

Demetrius continued:

“Oh, he is the most open fellow living. I had as lief as a new
suit [ were at it.”

In other words, he was as eager to get started as if he were to
get a new suit of clothing.

“Open” can mean 1) obvious, and 2) frank and generous.
Tucca said:

“Say no more, then, but do it; it is the only way to get thee a
new suit. Sting him, my little newts; I’ll give you
instructions; I’ll be your intelligencer: your informant and
spy.

“We’ll all join and hang upon him like so many horse-
leeches, the actors and all.”

Horse-leeches are large leeches; metaphorically, they are
parasites.

Tucca continued:



“We shall sup together soon; and then we’ll conspire,
indeed.”

Tucca, Crispinus, Demetrius, and Albius — all conspirators
against Horace — walked apart from the others.

Gallus and Tibullus were supporters of Horace.

Gallus said to Tibullus, “Oh, I wish that Horace had stayed
and were still here!”

Tibullus replied, “I do not wish that” — he pointed to
Crispinus and Demetrius — “because both of these men
would have turned Pythagoreans then.”

“What, mute?”” Gallus asked.

“Aye, as mute as fishes, indeed,” Tibullus said.
Pythagorean novices observed a rule of silence.

If Horace were present, Tucca and the others would not be
criticizing him.

Tibullus then said to Cytheris and Chloe, “Come, ladies,

shall we go?”

“We await you, sir,” Cytheris said. “But Mistress Chloe asks
if you have not a god to spare” — she pointed to Tucca —
“for this gentleman?”

“Who, Captain Tucca?” Gallus asked.
“Aye; he,” Cytheris answered.

“Yes, if we can invite him along, he shall be Mars,” Gallus
said.

“Has Mars anything to do with Venus?” Chloe asked.

Mars had cuckolded Vulcan by sleeping with Vulcan’s wife:
Venus.



Chloe would be Venus at Julia’s entertainment.
“Oh, most of all, lady,” Tibullus said.

Chloe said, “Then, I ask to let him be invited. And who shall
Crispinus be?”

“Mercury, Mistress Chloe,” Tibullus said.

According to one myth, Mercury and Venus were the parents
of Cupid. In another myth, Mars was Cupid’s father.

“Mercury? That’s a poet, isn’t it?”” Chloe asked.
“No, lady; but somewhat inclining that way,” Gallus said.

Mercury was the god of thieves. A plagiarist is a kind of
thief.

But Mercury also invented the lyre, and so he invented the
musical instrument that poets used to accompany the lyrics
they had written.

“He is a herald at arms,” Gallus said.

Mercury was a messenger god; medieval heralds carried
messages to and from the commanding officers of enemy
armies.

“A herald at arms?” Chloe said. “Good. And Mercury?
Pretty. He has to do with Venus, too?”

“A little,” Tibullus said. “With her face, lady, or so.”

Mercury, aka quicksilver, was often used in cosmetic
preparations.

“It is very well,” Chloe said. “Please, let’s go. I long to be at
it.”

Cytheris said to Crispinus and Tucca, “Gentlemen, shall we
ask your companies to come along?”



Crispinus replied, “You shall not only pray, but prevail,
lady.”

He then said to Tucca, “Come, sweet Captain.”
“Yes, I follow,” Tucca said.

Tucca then said to Albius, “But thou must not talk of this
now, my little bankrupt.”

He was referring to the conspiracy against Horace.
Albius said, “Captain, look here.”

He put his finger to his lips and said, “Mum.”
Demetrius said to Tucca, “I’ll go write, sir.”
Tucca said:

“Do, do.

“Wait.”

He gave Demetrius a coin and said, “Here’s a drachma to
purchase gingerbread for thy muse.”

Everyone exited.
—4.4 —

Lupus and Histrio were in a room in Lupus’ house,
accompanied by a Lictor. Histrio was holding a letter.

Lupus the Tribune said, “Come, let us talk here; here we may
be private. Shut the door, Lictor.”

He then said to Histrio, “You are an actor, you say.”
“Aye, if it pleases Your Worship,” Histrio said.

“Good; and how are you able to give this intelligence — this
news?” Lupus asked.



“By the Virgin Mary, sir, they directed a letter to me and my
fellow sharers in my acting company,” Histrio answered.

“Speak lower; you are not now in your theater, stager,”
Lupus said.

He then said to the First Lictor, “My sword, knave.”
The First Lictor fetched Lupus’ sword.

Lupus said to Histrio, “They directed a letter to you and your
fellow sharers; go forward. Continue.”

“Yes, sir,” Histrio said. “The purpose of the letter was to hire
some of our properties, such as a scepter and a crown for
Jove, and a caduceus for Mercury, and a petasus —”

A caduceus is a herald’s wand. Mercury carried one that was
entwined with two snakes. He also wore a petasus: a hat with
a low crown and a wide brim. Mercury often wore a winged
hat and/or winged sandals.

Lupus said, “‘Caduceus’? And ‘petasus’? Let me see your
letter.”

He took the letter from Histrio and scanned it.
He said, “This is a conjuration — a conspiracy, this is.”
Actually, of course, the items were for a costume party.

Lupus then said to the Lictor, “Quickly, on with my
buskins!”

The First Lictor fetched Lupus’ buskins. Such buskins
— boots — were worn by Tribunes and by tragic actors.

The First Lictor helped Lupus put his boots on.

Lupus said to Histrio, “I’ll act a tragedy, indeed. Will
nothing but our gods serve these poets to profane?”



He said to the First Lictor, “Dispatch! Hurry!”

He then said to Histrio, “Actor, I thank thee. The Emperor
shall take knowledge of thy good service. He will be
informed.”

A knock sounded at the door.
“Who’s there now?” Histrio asked.

He then said to the First Lictor, “Look and see who it is,
knave.”

The First Lictor went to the door.

Lupus re-examined the letter and said, “A crown and a
scepter?”

He then said sarcastically, “This is good! Rebellion now?”

The First Lictor returned and said, “It is your apothecary, sir:
Master Minos.”

Lupus said:

“Why do thou tell me about apothecaries, knave? Tell him I
have affairs of state in hand; I can talk to no apothecaries
now.

“By the heart of me!

“Stay the apothecary there! Keep him there!”
The First Lictor went to the door.

Lupus said to Histrio:

“You shall see, I have fished out a cunning piece of plot now:
They have had some intelligence that their project has been
discovered, and now they have arranged with my apothecary
to poison me — it is so — knowing that I meant to take
medicine today; as sure as death, it is there!



“Jupiter, I thank thee that thou have yet made me so much of
a politician.”

A politician can be a politic — shrewd — person, in addition
to the usual meaning.

Two or more Lictors entered with Minos the apothecary.
Lupus said to Minos, sarcastically, “You are welcome, sir!”

He then said to the Lictors, “Take the potion from him
there.”

He said to Minos, “I have an antidote more than you know
of, sir.

He said to the Lictors, “Throw it on the ground there.”
A Lictor poured the potion onto the floor.

“Good! Now fetch in the dog,” Lupus said. “And yet we
cannot tarry to try experiments now.”

The experiment would have been to have the dog taste the
potion. If the dog got sick or died, the potion would be
proven to be poisonous. But Lupus was too busy to try the
experiment.

Lupus said to the Lictors about Minos, “Arrest him.”
The Lictors placed Minos under guard.

Lupus said to Minos, “You shall go with me, sir. I’ll tickle
you, apothecary; I’ll give you a glister, indeed.”

A glister is a clyster: an enema or suppository.
He said to himself, “Have I the letter? Aye; it is here.”

He then said to the Lictors, “Come, your fasces, Lictors! The
half-pikes and the halberds, take them down from the Lares
there!”



The fasces were bundles of rods, each bundle containing an
axe. Lictors carried them before magistrates as a symbol of
the magistrates’ power. Half-pikes and halberds are
weapons. The Lares were in a lararium: a household shrine
devoted to the household gods.

“Actor, assist me!” Lupus said to Histrio.
They armed themselves.
Maecenas and Horace entered the scene.

“Whither now, Asinius Lupus, with this armory?”” Maecenas
asked.

“I cannot talk now,” Lupus said. “I order you, assist me.
Treason! Treason!”

“What!” Horace said. “Treason?”

Lupus replied, “Aye; if you love the Emperor and the state,
follow me!”

They exited with Minos, who was under guard.
—45—

Twelve people in costumes entered a large reception room
for Julia’s entertainment:

1) Ovid was costumed as Jupiter, King of the gods.
2) Julia was costumed as Juno, Jupiter’s wife.

3) Gallus was costumed as Phoebus Apollo, the Sun-god and
god of archery.

4) Cytheris was costumed as Pallas Athena, a warrior
goddess who was also the goddess of wisdom.

5) Tibullus was costumed as Bacchus, god of grapes and
wine.



6) Plautia was costumed as Ceres, goddess of grain and
agriculture.

7) Albius was costumed as Vulcan, the blacksmith god.

8) Chloe was costumed as Venus, the goddess of sexual
passion.

9) Tucca was costumed as Mars, the god of war.
10) Crispinus was costumed as Mercury, the messenger-god.

11) Hermogenes (the singer) was costumed as Momus, god
of ridicule. Momus is a critical fault-finder.

12) A Pyrgus was costumed as Ganymede, a pretty boy who
was Jupiter’s cupbearer.

The room contained bottles of wine, wine glasses, a table,
and chairs to sit on.

Ovid, costumed as Jupiter, and Julia, costumed as Juno, sat
at the head of the table.

Ovid (Jupiter) said to the guests:
“Gods and goddesses, take your various seats.”
Ovid (Jupiter) then said to Crispinus (Mercury):

“Now, Mercury, move your caduceus and in Jupiter’s name
command silence.”

Crispinus (Mercury) said, “In the name of Jupiter, silence!”

“The crier of the court has too clarified a voice,”
Hermogenes (Momus) said.

“Clarified” means “pretentious.”

The crier of the court was Crispinus (Mercury), who would
make announcements as directed by Ovid and Julia.



Hermogenes (Momus) disliked Crispinus (Mercury) because
they had recently been rivals in song.

“Peace, Momus,” Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) said. “Silence.”

“Oh, he is the god of reprehension; let him alone,” Ovid
(Jupiter) said to Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) about Hermogenes
(Momus). “It is his office and his duty.”

Momus is the god of ridicule.

Ovid (Jupiter) said to Crispinus (Mercury), “Mercury, go
forward and proclaim after Phoebus our high pleasure to all
the deities who shall partake of this high banquet.”

“Yes, sir,” Crispinus (Mercury) replied.

He would repeat the words of Gallus (Phoebus Apollo).
Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) said:

“The great god Jupiter ...”

Crispinus (Mercury) repeated:

“The great god Jupiter ...”

Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) said:

“Of his licentious goodness ...”

Crispinus (Mercury) repeated:

“Of his licentious goodness ...”

Crispinus continued repeating every line after Gallus had
spoken it.

Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) said:

“Willing to make this feast no fast from any manner of
pleasure, nor to bind any god or goddess to be anything the
more god or goddess because of their names, the great god



Jupiter gives them all free license to speak no wiser than
persons of baser titles and to be nothing better than common
men or women.

“And therefore no god shall need to keep himself more
strictly to his goddess than any man does to his wife, nor any
goddess shall need to keep herself more strictly to her god
than any woman does to her husband.

“But since it is no part of wisdom, in these days, to come
into bonds, it shall be lawful for every lover to break loving
oaths, to change their lovers, and make love to others, as the
heat of everyone’s blood and the spirit of our nectar shall
inspire, and Jupiter save Jupiter!”

Although these banqueters were dressed as gods, they need
not act like dignified gods at this banquet.

Nectar is the drink of the gods.
“Heat of blood” can mean “heat of sexual desire.”

This was the kind of drinking party at which adultery and
cuckolding could take place.

Tibullus (Bacchus) said, “So; now we may play the fools by
authority.”

Jupiter, King of the gods, had given them permission to be
foolish and immoral. Or at least Ovid had.

The company ate and drank.

“To play the fool by authority is wisdom,” Hermogenes
(Momus) said.

Julia (Juno) said to Hermogenes (Momus), “Away with your
mattery sentences, Momus; they are too grave and wise for
this meeting.”

“Mattery sentences” are maxims with serious matter.



Serious matter was not welcome in this drinking party.

Ovid (Jupiter) pointed to Hermogenes (Momus) and said to
Crispinus (Mercury), “Mercury, give our jester a stool; let
him sit by, and hand to him some of our delicacies.”

Crispinus (Mercury) gave Hermogenes a stool, food, and a
cup and made sure he was within reach of good food.

Tucca (Mars) said, “Do thou hear me, mad Jupiter? We’ll
have it enacted: He who speaks the first wise word shall be
made cuckold. What say thou? Isn’t it a good motion — a
good proposal?”

“Deities, are you all agreed?”” Ovid (Jupiter) asked.
All replied, “We are agreed, great Jupiter.”

Albius (Vulcan) said, “I have read in a book that to play the
fool wisely is high wisdom.”

He had said something that could be regarded as wise.

Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) said, “What is this now, Vulcan!
Will you be the first wizard?”

A wizard is a wise man.

Ovid (Jupiter) said to Tucca (Mars), “Take his wife, Mars,
and make him a cuckold, quickly.”

Tucca (Mars) said to Albius’ wife, Chloe (Venus), “Come,
cockatrice.”

Chloe (Venus) said to Ovid (Jupiter) about her husband,
“No, let me alone with him, Jupiter — leave him to me.”

She then said to Albius (Vulcan), “I’ll make you take heed,
sir, while you live. I say, if there should be twelve in a
company, that you would not be the wisest of them.”

There were twelve in this particular company.



Albius (Vulcan) replied, “Say no more; I will not, indeed,
wife, hereafter; I’ll be here” — he touched his lips —
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mum.

Using the royal plural, Ovid (Jupiter) said to the Pyrgus
(Ganymede), “Fill for us a bowl of nectar, Ganymede; we
will drink to our daughter Venus.”

The Pyrgus (Ganymede) poured wine.

Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) said to Albius (Vulcan), “Look
after your wife, Vulcan. Pay attention to her. Jupiter begins
to court her.”

Tibullus (Bacchus) said, “Nay, let Mars look to it; Vulcan
must do as Venus does: bear.”

Mars was Tucca, who was paying attention to Chloe
(Venus), who was ignoring him so she could pay attention to
Ovid (Jupiter).

Venus would bear — carry — the weight of a lover in bed;
Vulcan would bear — endure — the ignominy of being a
cuckold.

Tucca (Phoebus Apollo) said to the Pyrgus (Ganymede),
“Sirrah boy; catamite! Look you play Ganymede well now,
you slave.”

A “catamite” is a boy used for homosexual purposes. The
mythological Ganymede was sometimes thought to be a
catamite.

Tucca (Phoebus Apollo) continued, “Do not spill your
nectar. Carry your cup even; good. You should have rubbed
your face with whites of eggs, you rascal, until your brows
had shone like our sooty brother’s here” — he pointed to
Albius (Vulcan, the sooty blacksmith god) — “as sleek as a
hornbook, or have steeped your lips in wine until you made
them so plump that Juno might have been jealous of them.”



The whites of eggs were used as a cosmetic.

Vulcan and Mars are brothers because they are sons of
Jupiter and Juno.

Hornbooks were children’s primers that were covered with
transparent horn, allowing the characters underneath the
horn to be read.

“Punk, kiss me, punk,” Tucca (Mars) said to Chloe (Venus).

Ovid (Jupiter) took his cup, and to forestall a kiss between
Tucca and Chloe, said, “Here, daughter Venus, I drink to
thee.”

“Thank you, good father Jupiter,” Chloe (Venus) said.

Tucca (Mars) said to Julia (Juno), “Why, mother Juno! Gods
and fiends! What, will thou endure this ocular temptation?”

Ovid was ogling Chloe.
Juno was a jealous wife.

Tibullus (Bacchus) said, “Mars is enraged; he looks big and
begins to sputter for anger.”

“Well played, Captain Mars,” Hermogenes (Momus) said,
happy that Tucca’s kiss had been forestalled.

Tucca (Mars) said, “Well said, minstrel Momus; I must put
you in, must [? When will you be in good fooling of yourself,
fiddler? Never?”

Tucca was asking Hermogenes whether Tucca needed to be
the butt of his jokes. Couldn’t Hermogenes make better jokes
without needing Tucca to be the butt?

This particular drinking party was turning into a burlesque
of the gods’ banquet at the end of the first book of Homer’s
lliad. In it, Zeus and Hera (the Roman names are Jupiter and



Juno) quarreled, Hephaestus (the Roman name is Vulcan)
made jokes to calm the situation, and then they all enjoyed a
banquet, followed by listening to music.

Hermogenes (Momus) replied, “Oh, it is our fashion to be
silent when there is a better fool in place, always.”

“Thank you, rascal,” Tucca (Mars) said.

Ovid (Jupiter) said to the Pyrgus (Ganymede), “Fill our cup
to honor our daughter Venus, Ganymede. She fills her father
with affection.”

The Pyrgus continued to serve wine.

“Will thou be ranging, Jupiter, before my face?” Julia (Juno)
asked.

“Why not, Juno? Why should Jupiter stand in awe of thy
face, Juno?”” Ovid (Jupiter) replied.

“Because it is thy wife’s face, Jupiter,” Julia (Juno)
answered.

Ovid (Jupiter) said, “What! Shall a husband be afraid of his
wife’s face? Will she paint it with makeup so horribly? We
are a King, you cotquean — you scolding woman — and we
will reign in our pleasures; and we will cudgel thee to death
if thou find fault with us.”

Jupiter sometimes threatened his wife with violence.
Julia (Juno) said:

“I will find fault with thee, King cuckold-maker.”

A horny god, Jupiter made many husbands cuckolds.
Julia (Juno) continued:

“What! Shall the King of gods turn into the King of good
fellows, and have no fellow in wickedness? This makes our



poets, who know our profaneness, live as profane as we. By
my godhead, Jupiter, I will join with all the other gods here,
bind thee hand and foot, throw thee down into earth, and
make a poor poet of thee, if thou abuse me thus.”

Juno and some other gods and goddesses once attempted to
bind Jupiter, but the sea-nymph Thetis rescued him.

“A right smart-tongued goddess; a right Juno,” Gallus
(Phoebus Apollo) said.

A right Juno is a true Juno. Juno was known for her jealousy,
and Julia was being jealous.

“Juno, we will cudgel thee, Juno,” Ovid (Jupiter) said. “We
told thee so yesterday, when thou were jealous of us because
of Thetis.”

Thetis was a sea-nymph and the mother of Achilles, the
greatest warrior of the Trojan War. Jupiter desired Thetis,
but when he learned of a prophecy that she would give birth
to a son who would be greater than his father, he decided to
have her marry a mortal.

The Pyrgus (Ganymede) said to Ovid (Jupiter), “Today she
had me in inquisition, too.”

Apparently, Julia, like Juno, was jealous and had questioned
the Pyrgus about any other women Ovid showed interest in.

Tucca (Mars) said to the Pyrgus (Ganymede), “Well said,
my fine Phrygian fry; inform, inform.”

Ganymede’s father was the King of Phrygia in Asia Minor
(roughly, modern Turkey).

Tucca was OK with the Pyrgus informing Ovid about the
questioning.

Tucca (Mars) said to Crispinus (Mercury), “Give me some
wine, King of heralds, so I may drink to my cockatrice.”



Refusing wine from the Pryrus (Ganymede), Ovid (Jupiter)
said, “No more, Ganymede.”

He then said to Julia (Juno), “We will cudgel thee, Juno; by
Styx, we will.”

When a god swore by the Styx River, he was making an
inviolable oath.

Julia (Juno) replied, “Aye, it is well; gods may grow
impudent in iniquity, and they must not be told of it —”

Ovid (Jupiter) said, “Yea, we will knock our chin against our
breast and shake thee out of Olympus into an oyster boat for
thy scolding.”

Oyster wives — women who sold oysters — were known for
having loud voices.

Gods sometimes nodded the head while making a vow.

When Jupiter made an inviolable vow to Thetis to make the
Trojans victorious for a while in Homer’s //iad, he nodded
his head.

Julia (Juno) said:

“Your nose is not long enough to do it, Jupiter, even if all
thy strumpets thou have among the stars took thy part.”

Ovid’s name is Publius Ovidius Naso. “Naso” means “large-
nosed.”

“Nose” sometimes meant “penis.”
She continued:

“And there is never a star in thy forehead but shall be a horn,
if thou persist in abusing me.”

The horns would be the invisible horns of a cuckold.



To get revenge on Jupiter’s sleeping with other women, Juno
would sleep with other men.

Some of the women Jupiter slept with became stars, such as
Maia, the leader of the Pleiades. Jupiter and Maia were the
parents of Mercury.

Some of Jupiter’s children by women other than Juno also
became stars or constellations. For example, Castor and
Pollux, sons of Jupiter and Leda; and Hercules, son of Jupiter
and Alcmena.

“A good jest, indeed,” Crispinus (Mercury) said.

Ovid (Jupiter) said, “We tell thee thou anger us, cotquean;
and we will thunder thee in pieces for thy cotqueanity.”

“Another good jest,” Crispinus (Mercury) said.

Julia (Juno) may have held up two fingers, symbolizing the
horns of a cuckold.

Albius (Vulcan) said, “O my hammers and my Cyclops! This
boy Ganymede does not fill cups with enough wine to make
us kind to one another.”

Cyclops are one-eyed giants who help Vulcan forge
thunderbolts for Jupiter.

Tucca (Mars) said to Albius (Vulcan), “Nor have thou
collied — blackened — thy face enough, stinkard.”

Taking a wine container, Albius (Vulcan) said, “I’ll ply the
table with nectar, and make them friends.”

“Heaven is likely to have only a lame skinker, then,”
Hermogenes (Momus) said.

A skinker is a person who serves drinks.

Vulcan was born lame.



Albius (Vulcan) said:

“Wine and good livers make true lovers.”

The liver was thought to be the seat of passion.
“Good livers” can also mean people who live well.
He continued:

“I’ll sentence them together.”

Pouring wine for Ovid and Julia, he said:

“Here, father; here, mother; for shame, drink yourselves
drunk and forget this dissension. You two should cling
together before our faces and give us an example of unity.”

Albius (Vulcan) went around the table pouring wine.

“Oh, excellently spoken, Vulcan, suddenly!” Gallus
(Phoebus Apollo) said.

“Jupiter may do well to prefer — promote — his tongue to
some official position for his eloquence,” Tibullus
(Bacchus) said about Albius (Vulcan).

“His tongue shall be gent’man usher to his wit, and always
go before it,” Tucca (Mars) said.

In other words: Albius (Vulcan) will always speak before he
thinks.

“An excellent fit office!” Albius (Vulcan) said.

“Aye, and an excellent good jest, besides,” Crispinus
(Mercury) said.

Hermogenes (Momus) said to Tucca (Mars), “What, have
you hired Mercury to cry and proclaim your jests you
make?”

“Momus, you are envious,” Ovid (Vulcan) said.



Tucca (Mars) said to Hermogenes (Momus), “Why, you
whoreson blockhead, it is your only block of wit in fashion,
nowadays, to applaud other folks’ jests.”

A blockhead was a piece of wood used to shape hats.

Hermogenes (Momus) said to Tucca (Mars), “True — with
those who are not artificers — creators — of jests
themselves.”

Hermogenes (Momus) said to Albius (Vulcan), “Vulcan,
you nod; and the mirth of the feast droops.”

“He has filled nectar so long that his brain swims in it,” the
Pyrgus (Ganymede) said.

Albius (Vulcan) was drunk from breathing in the fumes of
the wine.

“What, do we nod, fellow gods?” Gallus (Phoebus Apollo)
said. “Let music sound, and let us startle — rouse — our
spirits with a song.”

“Do, Apollo; thou are a good musician,” Tucca (Mars) said
to Gallus (Phoebus Apollo).

“What does Jupiter say?” Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) asked.
“Huh? Huh?” Ovid (Jupiter) said.

He was one of the ones who were nodding off and so had not
been paying attention.

“Shall we have a song?” Gallus (Phoebus Apollo) asked.
“Why, do, do, sing,” Ovid (Jupiter) said.
“Bacchus, what do you say?” Plautia (Ceres) asked.

“Ceres?” Tibullus (Bacchus) said to Plautia (Ceres).



Tibullus (Bacchus) had also been nodding off and not paying
attention.

“But what do you say to this song?” Plautia (Ceres) asked.

“Sing, as far as I’'m concerned,” Tibullus (Bacchus)
answered.

“Your belly weighs down your head, Bacchus,” Julia (Juno)
said. “Here’s a song toward — imminent.”

Tibullus (Bacchus) said, “Begin, Vulcan —”

“What else? What else?”” Albius (Vulcan) replied.
Tucca (Mars) said, “Say, Jupiter —

Ovid (Jupiter) said, “Mercury —”

Crispinus (Mercury) said, “Aye, say, say —
Albius (Vulcan) began the song, and others joined in:
“Wake, our mirth begins to die.

“Quicken [Enliven] it with tunes and wine;

“Raise your notes, you're out. Fie, fie, [Bah, bah,]
“This drowsiness is an ill sign.

“We banish him [from] the choir [company] of gods
“That [Who] droops [and nods] again,

“Then all are men,

“For here’s not one but nods.”

No one present could be gods, for all were drowsy and
nodding.

Ovid (Jupiter) said:



“I don’t like this sudden and general heaviness — sleepiness
— among our godheads; it is somewhat ominous.

“Apollo, command for us louder music, and let Mercury and
Momus contend to please and revive our senses.”

Hermogenes (Momus) sang:

“Then in a free and lofty strain
“Our broken tunes we thus repair,”
Crispinus (Mercury) sang:

“And we answer them again,

“Running division [Singing musical embellishments] on the
panting air,”

Both Hermogenes and Crispinus sang:
“To celebrate this feast of sense

“As free from scandal as offence.”
Hermogenes (Momus) sang:

“Here is beauty for the eye;”
Crispinus (Mercury) sang:

“For the ear, sweet melody,”
Hermogenes (Momus) sang:
“Ambrosiac odors for the smell;”
Crispinus (Mercury) sang:

“Delicious nectar for the taste,”

Both Hermogenes and Crispinus sang:

“For the touch, a lady’s waist,



“Which doth [does] all the rest excel!”
Ovid (Jupiter) said:
“Aye; this has awakened us.”

He then said to Crispinus (Mercury), “Mercury, our herald,
go from ourself, the great god Jupiter, to the great emperor,
Augustus Caesar; and command him from us (of whose
bounty he has received his surname, Augustus) that for a
thank-offering to our beneficence he presently sacrifice as a
dish to this banquet his beautiful and wanton daughter Julia.
She’s a curst quean — a shrewish strumpet — tell him, and
plays the scold behind his back; therefore, let her be
sacrificed.”

The sacrifice could be a sexual sacrifice.
He continued:

“Command him this, Mercury, in our high name of Jupiter
Altitonans: Jupiter who thunders from on high.”

Julia (Juno) said:

“Wait, feather-footed Mercury, and tell Augustus from us,
the great Juno Saturnia: daughter of Saturn —”

Mercury’s sandals had feathered wings.
She continued:

“— that if he thinks it hard to do as Jupiter has commanded
him and sacrifice his daughter, that he had better to do so ten
times than suffer her to love the well-nosed poet Ovid —
whom he shall do well to whip, or cause to be whipped,
about the Capitol, for soothing — encouraging — her in her
follies.”

The Capitol is the Capitoline Hill.



— 4.6 —

Augustus Caesar, Maecenas, Horace, Lupus, Histrio, and
Minos entered the scene. Minos was guarded by some
Lictors.

Looking at the revelers, his daughter Julia among them,
Augustus Caesar said:

“What sight is this? Maecenas! Horace!”
Using the majestic plural, he said:

“Tell me, do we have our senses? Do we hear and see? Or
are these just imaginary objects drawn by our imagination?”

He said to Maecenas and Horace:
“Why don’t you speak?”

He had heard some of the revelers’ conversation and now
repeated:

“‘Let us do sacrifice’?”

He continued:

“Are they the gods?

“Reverence, amazement, and fury fight in me.”
The banqueters knelt before him.

Augustus Caesar continued:

“What? Do they kneel? Nay, then I see that what I thought
impossible is true. Oh, impious sight!”

He turned his face away and said:

“Let me divert my eyes; the very thought everts — sets
upside down — my soul with passion. Don’t look, man.



There is a panther, whose unnatural eye will strike thee
dead.”

The man was Augustus himself, and the panther was Julia.
Turning towards his daughter Julia, he said to himself:
“Turn, then, and die on her with her own death!”

He moved as if he would kill his daughter, fighting her as if
she were an enemy whom he would kill even if it meant his
own death.

Maecenas and Horace put themselves between Augustus
Caesar and Julia and said, “What does imperial Caesar
intend to do?”

Augustus Caesar said to Maecenas and Horace:

“What, would you have me let the strumpet live who for this
pageant earns so many deaths?”

Tucca said quietly to the Pyrgus, “Boy, slink, boy.”
He wanted to make an escape.

The Pyrgus said quietly to Tucca, “I pray to Jupiter that we
are not followed by the scent, Master.”

They smelled strongly of wine.

Tucca and the Pyrgus exited without calling attention to
themselves.

Augustus Caesar asked Albius, “Tell me, sir, who are you?”
“I play Vulcan, sir,” Albius said.

“But who are you, sir?” Augustus Caesar asked.

“Your citizen and jeweler, sir,” Albius said.

Augustus Caesar said to Chloe, “And who are you, dame?”’



The word “dame” was not used for upper-class women.
“I play Venus, forsooth,” Chloe said.
The word “forsooth” was not used by upper-class women.

Augustus Caesar said, “I ask not who you play, but who you
are?”

“Your citizen and a jeweler’s wife, sir,” Chloe answered.
Augustus Caesar asked Crispinus, “And you, good sir?”
“Your gentleman parcel-poet, sir,” Crispinus answered.
A parcel-poet is a part-poet: a sort of poet.

“Oh, that profaned name!” Augustus Caesar said.

The name of “poet” was profaned by parcel-poets such as
Crispinus.

Augustus Caesar said to Julia:

“And are these seemly — fit — company for thee, thou
degenerate monster?”’

He said to Horace and Maecenas:

“All the rest I know, and I hate all my knowledge of them
because of their hateful sakes.”

He hated the drunken poets before him whom he had caught
in the presence of his daughter Julia.

Augustus Caesar said to Ovid, Gallus, and Tibullus:

“Are you, who first the deities inspired with skill of their
high natures and their powers, the first abusers of their useful
light, profaning thus their dignities in their forms, and
making them like you, only counterfeits?”



Augustus Caesar distrusted theater, regarding it as only
counterfeit and not real. He also regarded these poets as not
real poets and not capable of writing correctly about the
gods, whom they profane instead of praise, although the
gods had given them poetic inspiration.

He continued:

“Oh, who shall follow virtue and embrace her, when her
false bosom is found to be nothing but air? And yet from
those embraces Centaurs spring who war with human peace
and poison men.”

Embracing false virtue creates bad things, as did Ixion, who
embraced a counterfeit Juno.

Ixion, the King of the Lapiths, tried to rape Juno. Jupiter
made a cloud in the shape of Juno. Ixion coupled with it, and
from this union came Imbros, aka Centaurus, who mated
with mares and created the Centaurs, most of whom were
wild.

The Centaurs did such things as try to rape Hippodamia and
the female guests at her wedding to King Pirithous of the
Lapiths. Theseus (Pirithous’ best friend) and other men were
able to defeat the Centaurs in a battle that came to be known
as the Centauromachy.

Augustus Caesar continued:

“Who shall with greater comforts — solace — comprehend
virtue’s unseen being and her excellence, when you, who
teach and should eternize her, live as if she were no law to
your lives, nor lived herself except with your idle breaths?”

In other words: Virtue is real, and the poets should teach
others about her, but you counterfeit poets treat virtue as if
she exists only in your idle words: You live as if virtue isn’t



real. How then can anyone take comfort in understanding
virtue?

Using the majestic plural, Augustus Caesar continued:

“If you think gods but feigned, and virtue painted, know that
we sustain an actual residence.”

In other words: Maybe you counterfeit poets don’t believe in
gods and virtue, but let me tell you that I have a real
residence.

Augustus Caesar continued:

“And with the title of an Emperor I retain an Emperor’s spirit
and imperial power, by which —”

He turned to Ovid and continued:

“— in imposition too remiss, licentious and lascivious Naso,
for thy violent wrong in soothing the declined affections
— the degraded and perverse inclinations — of our base
daughter — we exile thy feet from all approach to our
imperial court, on pain of death.

“Thy misbegotten love — Julia — we commit to the
patronage of iron doors, since her soft-hearted sire cannot
contain — control — her.”

In other words: Julia will be guarded behind closed doors.

“Oh, my good lord, forgive her,” Maecenas said. “Be like
the gods.”

“Let royal bounty, Caesar, mediate,” Horace said.
Augustus Caesar said:

“There is no bounty to be shown to such people who have no
real or royal goodness.



“Bounty is a spice — a species — of virtue; and what
virtuous act can take effect on them who have no power of
equal habitude — moral disposition — to apprehend and
understand it, but live in worship of that idol, vice, as if there
were no virtue except shape — something unreal — that is
imposed by strong imagination?

“This shows that their knowledge is mere ignorance.
“This shows that their far-fetched dignity of soul is a fancy.

“And this shows that all their solemn pretension to gravity is
a mere vainglory.”

He said to the Lictors:
“Hence, away with them. Take them away from here.”

The Lictors placed Ovid and Julia under separate guard and
began to clear the room of banqueters.

Augustus Caesar then said:

“I will prefer to know no one but such as rule their lives by
knowledge, including knowledge of virtue, and can becalm
all the sea of humors — whims and fancies — with the
marble trident of their strong spirits.

“Others fight below
“With gnats and shadows; others nothing know.”

In the Land of the Dead, some souls — shadows — of
soldiers exist. When Aeneas visited the Land of the Dead in
the Aeneid, the shadows of Greek soldiers tried to utter war
cries, but they could manage only feeble whispers. When
Odysseus visited the Land of the Dead in the Odyssey, the
shadows, except for the prophet Tiresias, knew nothing —
not even who they are — until they drank some of the blood
from the sacrifice that Odysseus made for them.



—4.7—
Tucca, Crispinus, and the Pyrgus talked together.

Tucca said to Crispinus, “What’s become of my little punk:
Venus? And the poltfoot stinkard, her husband, huh?”

“Poltfoot” means club-footed and refers to the lame
blacksmith god, Vulcan, whom Albius played in the
masquerade. Venus, of course, is Chloe.

“Oh, they have ridden home in the coach as fast as the wheels
can run,” the Pyrgus said.

Tucca said:

“God Jupiter is banished, I hear, and his cockatrice, Juno,
locked up. By God’s heart, if all the poetry in Parnassus
should get me to be an actor again, I’ll sell the other actors
my share for a sesterce — a very small amount.

“But this is Humors, Horace, that goat-footed envious
slave!”

“Goat-footed” refers to satyrs and satirists. A satyr is a half-
human, half-goat nature spirit who loves wine, women, and
song.

Ben Jonson wrote plays about humors, and Tucca gave
Horace (and Ben Jonson) that name now.

Humors can be defining personal characteristics. Horace’s
main humor is being a poet.

Tucca continued:

“He’s turned into a fawner now, a toady, an informer, the
rogue; it is he who has betrayed us all. Didn’t you see him
with the Emperor, crouching?”

According to Tucca, Horace toadies up to Augustus Caesar.



“Yes,” Crispinus said.

Tucca said:

“Well, follow me. Thou shall libel and I’ll cudgel the rascal.”
He said to the Pyrgus:

“Boy, provide me a truncheon — a club.”

Tucca then said to both the Pyrgus and Crispinus:

“Revenge shall ‘gratulate’ him, tam Marti, quam Mercurio.”
“Gratulate him” means 1) welcome him, and 2) thank him.
The Latin means “as much for Mars as for Mercury.”

Tucca played Mars in the masquerade, and Crispinus played
Mercury. Tucca had been threatening to beat Horace, and
Crispinus intended to slander Horace, thereby stealing his
good name. Mars is the god of war, and Mercury is the god
of thieves.

The Pyrgus said, “Aye, but master, take heed how you let
this be known; Horace is a man of the sword.”

Ben Jonson once killed a fellow actor in a duel.
“That is true, indeed; they say he’s valiant,” Crispinus said.

“Valiant?” Tucca said. “So is my arse. Gods and fiends! I’ll
blow him into air when I meet him next. He dares not fight
with a puckfist: a puftball mushroom.”

“Master, here he comes,” the Pyrgus said.
Horace walked near them.

Tucca asked:

“Where?”

Seeing Horace, he said politely to him:



“Jupiter save thee, my good poet, my noble prophet.”
Then he added under his beath:

“My little fat Horace!”

Tucca then said quietly to Crispinus and the Pyrgus:

“I scorn to beat the rogue in the court, and I saluted him thus
politely so that he would not suspect anything, the rascal.”

Fighting within the court was illegal.
He added:

“Come, we’ll go see how forward our journeyman is toward
the untrussing of him.”

A journeyman craftsman can be hired by the day. Demetrius
was the journeyman.

“Untrussing” meant undressing; the plotters were planning
to “expose” Horace.

“Do you hear me, Captain?” Crispinus said. “I’ll write
nothing in it but what is innocent and harmless, because I
want to be able to swear that I am innocent.”

Tucca, Crispinus, and the Pyrgus exited. Horace was still
present.

Maecenas entered the scene. From another door arrived
Lupus, with the Lictors and Histrio.

Horace said to Lupus, “So, why don’t you pursue the
Emperor for your reward now, Lupus?”’

Lupus, suspecting treason, was the person who had brought
Augustus Caesar to the masquerade at which Caesar
banished Ovid and Julia.

Maecenas said to Asinius Lupus, who had started to leave:



“Wait, Asinius. Wait, you and your stager — actor —and
your band of Lictors.

“I hope your service merits more respect than thus, without
a thanks, to be sent away from here!”

“Well, well, jest on, jest on,” Histrio said.

Horace said to Histrio, “Thou base, unworthy groom —”
A groom is a serving-man.

“Aye, aye, it is good,” Lupus said sarcastically.

Horace said to Lupus:

“Was this the treason? Was this the dangerous plot thy
clamorous tongue so bellowed through the court? Had thou
no other project to increase thy grace with Caesar but this
wolfish train, to prey upon the life of innocent mirth and
harmless pleasures, bred of noble wit?”

The name “Lupus” means “wolf” in Latin.

The word “train” can mean 1) scheme, and/or 2) group of
followers.

Horace continued:
“Go away! I loathe thy presence!

“Those who are such as thou are the moths and scarabs —
dung beetles — of a state, the bane of empires, and the dregs
of courts, who, to endear themselves to any employment,
don’t care whose fame they blast, whose life they endanger.

“And under a disguised and cobweb — flimsy — mask of
love for their sovereign, they vomit forth their own
prodigious malice; and pretending to be the props and
columns of his safety, the guard to his person and his peace,
they disturb it most with their false lapwing cries.”



Lapwings are birds that nest on the ground, and they are
loudest when away from their nest to keep enemies away
from their nestlings. Sometimes they pretend to have an
injured wing and cry while leading enemies away from the
nest. When the enemy is a safe distance from the nest, the
lapwing takes flight. A group of lapwings is called a deceit
of lapwings.

“Good. Caesar shall know of this, believe it,” Lupus said.
Lupus, Histrio, and the Lictors exited.
Maecenas said:

“Caesar does know it, wolf, and in accordance with his
knowledge he will, I hope, reward your base endeavors.

“Princes who will but hear or give access to such officious
spies can never be safe:

“They take in poison with an open ear,
“And, free from danger, become slaves to fear.”

Some poisons, including poisonous words, are poured into
the victim’s ear.

— 48—

Alone, Ovid mourned being separated from Julia by her
father. He said to himself:

“Banished from the court? Let me be banished from life,
since the chief end of life is there concluded and confined.”

Ovid’s relationship with Julia was concluded — ended —
with her confinement to her chamber.

Ovid continued:

“Within the court is all the kingdom bounded and contained,
and as her sacred sphere does comprehend ten thousand



times so much as so much place in any other part of all the
empire, so everybody moving in her sphere contains ten
thousand times as much in him as any other her choice orb
excludes.”

According to Ptolemaic astronomy, the Sun and the planets
were fixed in spheres that moved around the Earth, which
was the center of the universe.

According to Ovid, the court was a sphere in which was that
which was ten thousand times more valuable than any other
sphere in the empire. Anyone moving within the court’s orbit
had ten thousand times as much in him as any other man
whom the court’s sphere excluded.

Julia, however, was in the court, and the pronoun “her”
encompassed Julia in addition to the court.

Ovid continued:

“As in a circle a magician then is safe against the spirit he
excites, but out of it the magician is subject to his rage and
loses all the virtue of his art, so I, exiled from the circle of
the court, lose all the good gifts that in it I enjoyed.”

Magicians would draw a circle in which they would stand to
be safe from any evil demon they called up.

Some circles are vaginas, and some stands are erections.
Ovid continued:

“No virtue is current, except with her stamp, and no vice is
vicious, but is blanched with her white hand.”

Current coinage is legal coinage with the sovereign’s —
Queen Elizabeth I’s — stamp of approval.

Ovid continued:



“The court is the abstract — the epitome — of all Rome’s
desert and merit, and my dear Julia is the abstract — the
epitome — of the court.

“I think, now I come near her, I respire — breathe in — some
air of that recent comfort I received, and while the evening
with her modest veil — the dusk of evening — gives leave
to such poor shadows — ghosts — as myself to steal abroad,
I, like a heartless ghost, without the living body of my love
will here walk and attend her.”

Ovid had received comfort from Julia: a note saying where
she was imprisoned.

Ovid continued:

“For I know that she is imprisoned not far from here, and she
hopes to bribe her strict guardian to allow her so much
admittance as to speak to me and cheer my fainting spirits
with her breath.”

In Julia’s note, she had written that she hoped to be able to
bribe her guardian so that she could speak to him.

—4.9 —
Julia appeared at the window of her chamber.
“Ovid? My love?” she said.
“Here, heavenly Julia,” Ovid said.
Julia said:
“Here and not here!”

Ovid was here, but he was banished. And he was here, but
he was below and he was not standing by her.

Julia continued:



“Oh, how that word ‘here’ plays with both our fortunes,
differing like our selves: Both one, and yet divided as if we
were opposed to each other as enemies!

“I high, thou low! Oh, this our plight of place doubly
presents the two lets — hindrances — of our love, local and
ceremonial height and lowness; in both ways I am too high
and thou are too low.”

The two hindrances of their love were height and lowness.
Julia was high in her chamber, and Ovid was low on the
ground; in addition, Julia’s social position was higher than
Ovid’s.

“Local” referred to location, and “ceremonial” referred to
society.

Julia continued:

“Our minds are even, yet; oh, why should our bodies, which
are their slaves, be so without their rule?”

In other words: Our minds are equal, so why shouldn’t our
bodies be ruled by the same principle of equality?

Julia continued:

“I’ll cast myself down to thee; if I die, I’ll forever live with
thee. No height of birth, of social position, of duty, or of
cruel power shall keep me from thee.

“Even if my father would lock this body up within a tomb of
brass, yet I’ll be with thee.

“If the forms of love I hold now in my soul be made one
substance with it, if that soul is immortal, and if it is the same
as it is now, then death cannot raze the affects — the desire
— she now retains — and then she may be anywhere she
will.”



Plato believed in Forms. The Forms are the highest form of
reality, and they are eternal and unchanging. Plato believed
that there were many Forms. There is a Form for Tree, of
which individual physical trees are only images. There is
also a Form for Human Being and Forms for other physical
objects. In addition, there are Forms for Beauty, Truth,
Justice, Excellence, Piety, etc.

Julia was saying that in her soul was the Form for Love. Both
the Form of Love and her soul were immortal, and if the two
were united, then her death would not erase knowledge of
that Form of Love.

The phrase “forms of love” with a lower-case ‘f” means
manifestations of the Form of Love. One such manifestation
was her love for Ovid, which participated in the Form of
Love.

In other words: She loved Ovid now, and since her soul was
immortal and Love was immortal, she would continue to
love him after death.

Julia continued:

“The souls of parents do not rule children’s souls when death
sets both in their dissolved estates — when death separates
the soul and body of the child and of each parent — then
there is no child, nor father; and then eternity frees all from
any temporal respect and obedience due to parents.

“I come, my Ovid; take me in thine arms and let me breathe
my soul into thy breast!”

She made a movement as if to throw herself down.
Ovid said:

“Oh, stay, my love! The hopes thou conceive of thy quick —
swift and living — death and of thy future life are not
authentic and valid.



“Thou choose death so thou might enjoy thy love in the other
life.

“But know, my princely love, when thou are dead thou only
must survive in perfect and unalloyed soul; and in the soul
are no affections.”

Affections are passions and desires, including sexual desires.
Ovid continued:

“We pour out our affections with our blood, and with our
blood’s affections fade our loves.

“No life has love in such sweet state as this.

“No essence is so dear to moody sense as flesh and blood,
whose quintessence — innermost nature — is sense.

“Beauty composed of blood and flesh moves more and is
more plausible — acceptable, agreeable, pleasing — to
blood and flesh than spiritual beauty can be to the spirit.

“Such apprehension — perception — as we have in dreams
when sleep, the bond of senses, locks them up, such shall we
have when death destroys them quite.

“If love is then thy object, exchange not life for death. Live
high and happy still; I, still below, close with my fortunes,
in thy height shall enjoy.”

Ovid will be “close” — that is, hidden away — because of
his banishment. In addition he will be “close” — near to —
his low fortune. But he will still rejoice that Julia is alive.

Julia said:

“Woe is me, that virtue, whose brave eagle’s wings with
every stroke blow stars in burning heaven, should like a
swallow preying toward storms fly close to earth, and with



an eager plume — fierce flight — pursue those objects that
none else can see, but seem to all the world the empty air.”

In other words: In our case, virtue is like an eagle that flies
close to the earth (like a swallow flying into the winds of a
storm as it hunts) and pursues sustenance that no one can see.

Because Ovid and Julia are separated, their love lacks
sustenance. The two cannot fly high, as they would in a
world in which her father did not oppose their love.

Julia continued:

“Thus thou, poor Ovid, and all virtuous men must prey like
swallows on invisible food, pursuing flies, or nothing; and
thus love and every worldly fancy is transposed and
transformed by worldly tyranny into whatever plight — peril
— it wishes.”

She then addressed her father, who was not present, in an
apostrophe:

“O father, since thou did not give me my mind, don’t strive
to rule it; take only what thou gave me — my body — into
thy control. Thy affections and inclinations don’t rule me. I
must bear all my griefs. Let me use and enjoy all my
pleasures. Virtuous love was never scandal to a goddess’
state.”

Julia had acted the role of Juno, but her doing so was not
scandalous.

Julia then said:

“But my father is inflexible! And, my dear love, Ovid, thy
life may perhaps be shortened by the length of my unwilling
speeches to depart.



“Farewell, sweet life. Even though thou, Ovid, are yet exiled
from the officious — interfering — court, enjoy me amply
still.

“My soul in this my breath enters thine ears, and on this
turret’s floor I will lie dead until we may meet again.”

She knelt and said:

“In this proud height I kneel beneath thee in my prostrate
love and kiss the happy sands that kiss thy feet.”

She kissed the literal floor of the turret and the metaphorical
happy sands on which Ovid stood, and then she rose.

Julia continued:

“Great Jove submits — reduces — a scepter to a cell, and
lovers, rather than part, will meet in hell.”

Julia’s high birth had turned into a prison cell for her.
Nevertheless, Julia’s love for Ovid was stronger than her
father’s power over her. She would not stop loving Ovid.

Ovid said:

“Farewell, all company, and if I could, all light, with thee!
Hell’s shade should hide my brows until thy dear beauty’s
beams redeemed my vows.”

He would commit suicide if he were capable of it.
Ovid started to leave.
Julia called him back:

“Ovid, my love! Alas, may we not stay a little longer, do
thou think, undiscerned?”

Turning back, Ovid said:

“For thine own good, fair goddess, do not stay.



“Who would engage — put at risk — a firmament of fires
shining in thee, for me, a fallen star?

“Be gone, sweet life-blood. If I should discern thyself but
touched for my sake, I should die.”

Julia could be touched in a way that would hurt her, and Ovid
would literally die.

But “to die” can mean “to have an orgasm,” and if Ovid
could touch Julia, he would figuratively die.

Julia said, “I will be gone, then, and not heaven itself shall
draw me back.”

She started to leave.
Ovid said, “Yet, Julia, if thou will, a little longer stay.”
Julia returned and said, “I am content to stay a little longer.”

Ovid said, “O mighty Ovid! What the sway of heaven could
not retire — draw back — my breath has turned back.”

“Who shall leave first, my love?” Julia said. “My passionate
— sorrowful — eyes will not endure seeing thee turn from
me.”

“If thou go first, my soul will follow thee,” Ovid said.
“Then we must stay,” Julia said.

Ovid said:

“Woe is me, there is no stay in amorous pleasures.”

The word “no stay” meant 1) no permanence, and 2) no
stopping.

Ovid continued:

“If both stay, both die.”



If both stay and are caught by Julia’s father, both will die.

But the word “die” in Elizabethan times also meant “have an
orgasm,” and so the words also mean, If both of us stay and
have sex, both of us will have orgasms.

Ovid said:

“I hear thy father — hence, my deity!”
Julia exited.

Alone, Ovid said to himself:

“Fear forges sounds in my deluded ears. I did not hear thy
father; I am mad with love.

“There is no spirit under heaven that works with such
illusion; yet let such witchcraft kill me, before a sound mind
without it save my life!”

He preferred to die while mad with love rather than live
without love.

Ovid knelt and said:

“Here, on my knees, I worship the blest place that held my
goddess, and the loving air that enclosed her body in its
silken arms.

“Vain Ovid! Kneel not to the place nor air. She’s in thy
heart.”

Ovid rose and said:
“Rise, then, and worship there.

The truest wisdom silly men can have is dotage on the follies
of their flesh.”

The word “silly” meant “deserving of sympathy and
compassion.”






ACT 5 (The Arraignment, or Poetaster)
—51—

Augustus Caesar was sitting on his throne. With him,
standing, were Gallus, Tibullus, Maecenas, and Horace.

Using the majestic plural, Augustus Caesar pardoned Gallus
and Tibullus:

“We who have conquered always to spare the conquered,
and we who have loved to make inflictions feared, not felt,
have grieved to reprove and was joyful to reward, and have
been more proud of reconcilement than revenge, say this:

“Return again into the recent state of our love and respect,
worthy Cornelius Gallus and Tibullus.

“You both are gentlemen.

“You, Cornelius, are a soldier of renown and the first Provost
who ever let our Roman eagles fly on swarthy Egypt,
quarried with her spoils.”

Elevated by Augustus Caesar from humble origins, Gallus
had led the Roman army into Egypt and had become the
country’s first Provost, or ruling overseer.

Hunting hawks were rewarded with part of the prey —
quarry — after a successful hunt. Rome was rewarded with
Egyptian riches.

Eagles were the insignia on Roman standards.
The people of Egypt were swarthy: of dark complexion.
Augustus Caesar continued:

“Yet, not to bear cold forms nor men’s outer conditions
without the inward fires and lives of men, you both have
virtues shining through your shapes to show your titles are



not written on posts or hollow statues — the best men
without Promethean stuffings reached from heaven are
nothing but posts and hollow statues.”

Prometheus gave divine sparks to Humankind.

In mythology, Prometheus created Humankind from clay
and breathed life into Humankind. He also stole fire from the
gods and gave it to Humankind.

A man — even the best man (best in appearance and social
status) — without those Promethean divine sparks is like a
post or a hollow statue.

The Promethean divine sparks are virtues.
Augustus Caesar continued:

Gallus and Tibullus have inward virtues that shine outward
so that Humankind can see them.

“Sweet poesy’s sacred garlands crown your gentry. Poesy is,
of all the faculties — abilities — on Earth, the most abstract
and perfect, if she is true born and nursed with all the
sciences — branches of knowledge.

“She can so mold Rome and her monuments within the
liquid marble of her lines that they shall stand fresh and
miraculous even when they mix with innovating
— changing — dust.”

The oxymoron “liquid marble” refers to flowing lines of
eternal poetry. Even after the Roman Coliseum is a literal
ruin, Rome’s poetry — such as Virgil’s Aeneid, in which
Aeneas, a surviving Trojan, becomes an important ancestor
of the Roman people — shall stand fresh and miraculous and
keep Rome and the Roman Coliseum fresh and miraculous.

Augustus Caesar continued:



“In poetry’s sweet streams shall our brave Roman spirits
chase and swim after death, with their choice deeds shining
on their white shoulders; and therein shall Tiber and our
famous rivers fall with such attraction that the ambitious —
closely encircling — line of the round world shall to her
center shrink to hear their music; and for these high qualities
Caesar shall reverence the Pierian arts.”

In other words:

Poetry shall make Rome and the Roman people
remembered, as indeed do Virgil’s Aeneid and the works of
Horace.

The entire world shall come to its center — Rome — either
literally or figuratively to hear the music of its poetry.

The Muses lived in Pieria and frolicked by its streams.
Maecenas said:

“Your Majesty’s high grace to poesy shall stand against all
the dull detractions of leaden souls, who, for the vain
assumings — pretensions — of some, quite worthless of her
sovereign wreaths, contain — regard — her worthiest
prophets in contempt.”

In other words: Augustus Caesar’s appreciation of true
poetry will be a bulwark against bad poets who denigrate
true poets.

Gallus said:

“Happy is Rome of all earth’s other states, to have so true
and great a president — governor and precedent, aka model
— for her inferior spirits to imitate as Caesar is, who adds to
the Sun influence and luster, in increasing thus his
inspirations, kindling fire in us.”



In other words: Augustus Caesar honors Phoebus Apollo, the
Sun-god and the god of poetry, by praising poetry. Caesar is
also a good model for Roman citizens to imitate.

Horace said:

“Phoebus Apollo himself shall kneel at Caesar’s shrine and
deck it with bay garlands dewed with wine to reward the
worship Caesar does to him.”

In other words: Apollo himself will reward Augustus Caesar
with laurel wreaths for defending poetry.

Horace continued:

“Whereas other princes, hoisted to their thrones by Fortune’s
passionate and disordered power, sit in their height like
clouds before the sun, hindering his — the sun’s —
comforts; and by their excess of cold in virtue and cross heat
in vice, thunder and tempest on those learned heads whom
Caesar with such honor does advance.”

In other words, other princes who have been elevated by
luck, not merit, block Apollo’s gift of poetry to Humankind
and storm against true poets such as those whom Augustus
Caesar promotes and rewards. These bad princes are coldly
indifferent to virtue and hotly in pursuit of sin.

Tibullus said:

“All human business Fortune does command without all
order, and with her blind hand she, blind, bestows blind gifts
that always have nursed they see not who nor how, but
always the worst.”

In other words: Tibullus believes that Lady Fortune is blind
and hands out her gifts blindly and without order to bad
people.

Using the third person, Augustus Caesar said:



“Caesar, as regards his rule and as regards whatever
resources Lady Fortune puts in his hand, shall dispose it as
if his hand had eyes and soul in it: with worth and judgment.”

In other words: When Augustus Caesar gave gifts, he did so
with open eyes: He would reward the deserving virtuous
people, including poets.

Augustus Caesar continued:

“Hands that part with gifts either will restrain their use,
without desert or with a misery — miserliness — numbed to
virtue’s right, work as if they had no soul to govern them,
and quite reject her, severing their estates — condition of
life, and material wealth — from human order.

“Whosoever can and will not cherish virtue is no man.”

In other words: Hands that give gifts or withhold gifts
without considering the virtue of those who receive or do not
receive them are soulless and do not value virtue.

Some Roman equites — Knights — entered the scene.

The Knights were the social class immediately below the
noble class.

“Virgil is now at hand, imperial Caesar,” a Knight said.
“Rome’s honor is at hand, then,” Augustus Caesar said.
Virgil was and is the greatest Roman poet.

Augustus Caesar said to the Knights:

“Fetch a chair and set it on our right hand, the place of honor,
where it is fitting that Rome’s honor, and our own, should
always sit.”

The Knights set the chair in place; then they exited.



Augustus Caesar said, “Now that Virgil has come out of
Campania in west central Italy, I don’t doubt that he has
finished all the books of his Aeneid, which like another soul
I long to enjoy.”

The Aeneid consists of 12 books, but if the Aeneid were
written today, we would call them chapters.

Augustus Caesar said to Maecenas, Gallus, and Tibullus:

“What do you three think of Virgil, gentlemen, you who are
of his profession, though ranked higher?”

Virgil was ranked higher critically, but his birth in the social
order was lower. His father was a farmer, but a farmer with
much land.

Augustus Caesar then said:

“Or, Horace, what do thou say, thou who are the poorest and
likeliest to envy or to detract?”

Ben Jonson’s father was a bricklayer.

The Roman Horace had inherited a small estate, but he had
fought against Augustus Caesar and so had lost it. Augustus
Caesar gave him amnesty.

In his reply, Horace pointed out that knowledge is more
important than wealth:

“Caesar speaks in the manner of common men in this to
make a difference of me for my poorness, as if the filth of
poverty sunk as deep into a knowing spirit as the bane of
riches does into an ignorant soul.

“No, Caesar, they are pathless, moorish — boggy — minds
that, being once made rotten with the dung of damned riches,
forever afterward sink beneath the steps of any villainy.”



In other words: Ignorant souls, when poisoned by wealth,
become pathless and the only imprints they receive are from
the metaphorical steps of villainy.

Horace continued:

“But knowledge is the nectar that keeps sweet a perfect soul
even in this grave of sin: the body, and society.

“And as for my soul, it is as free — unfettered by poverty
and generous — as Caesar’s, for what I know is due I’ll give
to all.

“He who detracts or envies virtuous merit
“Is always the covetous and the ignorant spirit.”
Augustus Caesar replied:

“Thanks, Horace, for thy free and wholesome sharpness,
which pleases Caesar more than servile fawnings.

“A flattered prince soon turns into the prince of fools, and
for thy sake we’ll put no difference more between the great
and good for being poor.

“Tell us then, beloved Horace, thy true thought and opinion
about Virgil.”

Horace said:

“I judge him to be of a rectified — refined — spirit, by many
revolutions of discourse in his bright reason’s influence,
refined from all the tartarous — unrefined — moods of
common men.

“He bears the nature and similitude of a right heavenly body;
he is most severe in fashion and collection — shaping and
composing — of himself, and then as clear and confident as
Jove.”



Virgil’s spirit is more refined than the spirits of common
men. Virgil’s spirit is in the heavens because of his bright
reason, while the spirits of common men are tartarous.

Tartarus is the Underworld, especially the part where evil-
doers are punished. The word “tartarous,” however, is
derived from tartarous acid, an early name for tartaric acid.

Gallus said, “And yet so chaste — pure — and tender is his
ear in suffering any syllable to pass that he thinks may
become the honored name of issue to his so examined self
that all the lasting fruits of his full merit in his own poems
he does still distaste, as if his mind’s piece, which he strove
to paint, could not with fleshly pencils have her right.”

Virgil is very critical of his own work — even his best work.

In fact, the Aeneid was not quite completed at his death — a
few lines are only half-lines. On his deathbed, Virgil
requested that the manuscript be burned, but Augustus
Caesar denied that request. The thought of the Aeneid being
burned and not being passed down to us gives some
classicists such as Elizabeth Vandiver nightmares.

Tibullus said:

“But to confirm that his works have sovereign worth, this
observation, I think, more than serves, and is not common:

“That which he has written is with such judgment labored
and distilled through all the necessary uses of our lives that,
could a man remember but Virgil’s lines, the man should not
touch at any serious point but he might breathe Virgil’s spirit
out of him.”

In other words: In his works, Virgil has written important
passages about all serious subjects.

In the Middle Ages, people concerned about an important
question or subject would open the Aeneid and point to a



passage at random. Sometimes, the passage shed light on the
answer to the question. Some people have done this with the
Bible.

Augustus Caesar said, “You mean he might repeat part of his
works, as fit for any conference — discussion and reasoning
— he can use?”

In any conversation, a man could use quotations from
Virgil’s works and they would be fitting for the
conversation. They would contribute to the conversation, not
be a distraction.

“True, royal Caesar,” Tibullus said.

“Worthily observed, and a most worthy virtue in his works,”
Augustus Caesar said.

He then said, “What does material — full of good sense
— Horace think of Virgil’s learning?”

Horace said:

“His learning does not labor the school-like gloss that most
consists in echoing words and terms and soonest wins a man
an empty name, nor does his learning labor any long or far-
fetched circumstance wrapped in the curious generalities of
arts.

“Instead, his learning has a direct and analytic sum of all the
worth and first effects of arts.”

In other words: Virgil’s learning is not abstruse and overly
difficult but instead it clearly reveals the worth and value of
knowledge and skill.

Horace continued:

“And as for his poesy, it is so rammed — crammed — with
life that it shall gather strength of life with being and live
hereafter more admired than now.”



In other words: Virgil’s poetry is so good that it will become
more admired in the future than now: It will become a
classic.

Augustus Caesar said, “This one consent in all your dooms
— judgments — of him, and mutual loves of all your
individual merits, argues a truth of merit in you all.”

—52—
Virgil entered the scene. Some Roman Knights escorted him.

“Look, here comes Virgil,” Augustus Caesar said. “We will
rise and greet him.”

He stood up.
Augustus Caesar then said:

“Welcome to Caesar, Virgil. Caesar and Virgil shall differ
but in sound; to Caesar, Virgil, because of his expressed
greatness, shall be made a second surname; and to Virgil,
Caesar shall be made a second surname.”

Romans were given an additional name as an honor. For
example, Publius Cornelius Scipio was given the name
“Africanus” in honor of his defeat of Hannibal and Carthage
in North Africa in the Second Punic War.

Augustus Caesar then said:

“Where are thy famous books of the Aeneid? Do us the grace
to let us see them, and surfeit on their sight.”

Virgil replied:

“Worthless they are of Caesar’s gracious eyes if they were
perfect.

“Much more are they worthless with their faults, which yet
are more than my time could supply the remedy.



“And if great Caesar’s expectation could be satisfied with
any other service, I would not show them to him.”

Virgil was saying that even if his verses were perfect, they
would still not be worthy enough for Augustus Caesar to see
them.

“Virgil is too modest or seeks in vain to make our longings
more,” Augustus Caesar said. “Show them, sweet Virgil.”

Virgil replied, “Then, in such due fear as befits presenters of
great works to Caesar, I humbly show them.”

Augustus Caesar accepted the manuscript from Virgil and
said:

“Let us now behold a human soul made visible in life, and
more refulgent — radiant — in a senseless paper than in the
sensual complement — ceremony — of Kings.”

In other words: A paper containing words of true poetry
reveals a human soul and makes it more radiant than does
the sensuous, luxurious ceremony of Kings.

He returned the manuscript and said:

“Read, read it thyself, dear Virgil. Let me not profane one
accent with an untuned tongue. Best matter, badly shown,
shows worse than bad.”

He indicated the chair on his right and said:

“See then this chair, on purpose set for thee to read thy poem
in.”

Virgil made a motion as if to refuse the seat.
Augustus Caesar said:
“Don’t refuse it.

“Virtue without presumption place may take



“Above best kings, whom only she should make.”
Virgil said:

“It will be thought a thing ridiculous to present eyes, and to
all future times a gross untruth, that any poet, void of birth
or wealth or temporal dignity, should with fitness and
decorum transcend and surpass Caesar’s chair.

“Poor virtue raised, high birth and wealth set under,
“Crosses heaven’s courses and makes worldlings wonder.”

Heaven’s courses are the orbits or spheres of planets.
According to Virgil, even a virtuous poet ought not to ascend
higher than those of high birth and wealth.

Augustus Caesar said, “The course of heaven and fate itself
in this will Caesar cross; much more all worldly custom.”

He was willing to raise Virgil above high birth and wealth.
Horace said:

“Custom in course of honor ever errs,

“And they are best whom Fortune least prefers.”

“In course of honor” means either “in pursuit of honor” or
“in bestowing honor.”

Augustus Caesar said:

“Horace has but more strictly spoken our thoughts. The vast,
rude swinge — uneducated power — of general confluence
— the common mob — is in particular ends exempt from
sense, and therefore reason, which in right should be the
special rector — ruler — of all harmony, shall show we are
a man distinct by it from those whom custom enraptures in
her press.”



Augustus Caesar will be different from common people who
follow conventional thought because he will follow reason
rather than custom.

Caesar took and opened the manuscript of the Aeneid at
random and said, “Ascend, then, Virgil, and, where first by
chance we here have turned thy book, do thou first read.”

Virgil said:
“Qreat Caesar has his will. I will do what he wishes and will

ascend to the dais.

“It would be a simple injury to his free hand, which sweeps
the cobwebs from unused virtue and makes her shine
proportioned to her worth, to be more nice — more reluctant
and unwilling — to entertain his grace than he is choice and
liberal to afford it.”

Virgil mounted his chair on the dais and prepared to read.

Augustus Caesar said to the Knights, “Gentlemen of our
chamber, guard the doors and let none enter. Peace and
silence.”

He then said, “Begin, good Virgil.”

Virgil began to read a passage from Book 4 of the Aeneid,
which is about the love affair of Aeneas and Dido, the Queen
of Carthage. In this passage, Aeneas and Dido consummate
their love in a cave. Quickly, rumors of their love affair
spread throughout Carthage and the surrounding territory.

Virgil read:
“Meanwhile the skies began to thunder, and in tail
“Of that, fell pouring storms of sleet and hail.

“The Tyrian lords and Trojan youth each where
[everywhere],



“With Venus’ Dardan nephew, now in fear

“Seek out for several [different, separate] shelter through
the plain,

“Whilst floods come rolling from the hills amain
[violently].”

The Tyrian lords are men from Tyre. Dido and the
Carthaginians are from the Phoenician city of Tyre.

The Dardan — Trojan — nephew of Venus is Ascanius,
Aeneas’ son and Venus’ grandson. The Latin word for
“grandchild” is nepos. Elizabethan English gives a wide
meaning to the word “nephew.”

Virgil continued reading:
“Dido a cave, the Trojan prince [Aeneas] the same

“Lighted upon [Alighted upon, aka discovered]. There
Earth, and heaven’s great dame

“That [Who] has the charge of marriage [Juno, goddess of
marriage], first gave sign

“Unto this contract, fire and air did shine,

“As guilty of the match, and from the hill

“The nymphs with shriekings do the region fill.

“Here first began their bane. This day was ground
“Of all their ills. For now nor [neither] rumor’s sound
“Nor nice respect of state moves Dido aught [at all];
“Her love no longer now by stealth is sought;

“She calls this wedlock, and with that fair name



“Covers her fault. Forthwith the bruit and fame [gossip and
rumor/

“Through all the greatest Libyan towns is gone;
“Fame, a fleet evil, than which is swifter none,

“That moving grows and flying gathers strength,
“Little at first, and fearful, but at length

“She dares attempt the skies, and stalking proud
“With feet on ground, her head doth [does] pierce a cloud!
“This child our parent Earth, stirred up with spite

“Of all the gods, brought forth, and, as some write,
“She was last sister of that giant race

“That thought to scale Jove’s court; right swift of pace
“And swifter far of wing; a monster vast

“And dreadful. Look how many plumes are placed
“On her huge corpse, so many waking eyes

“Stick underneath, and, which may stranger rise

“In the report, as many tongues she bears,

“As many mouths, as many list 'ning ears.

“Nightly in midst of all the heaven she flies,

“And through the earth’s dark shadow shrieking cries;
“Nor do her eyes once bend to taste sweet sleep.

“By day on tops of houses she doth [does] keep,

“Or on high towers, and doth [does] thence affright
[frighten]



“Cities and towns of most conspicuous site.
“As covetous she is of tales and lies
“As prodigal of truth. This monster [Rumor] ....”

Below is an excerpt from David Bruce’s Virgil’s Aeneid: 4
Retelling in Prose that retells the above passage.

“[...] a storm hurled hail at them. All scattered and sought
shelter. Dido and Aeneas found and entered the same cave.
Here the goddesses Earth and Juno lit what resembled
wedding torches. Here nymphs sang what resembled a
wedding song. Here the sky witnessed what resembled a
wedding. But although Juno provided the trappings of a
wedding, this was not a legal wedding. Aeneas did not hold
the torch that a groom holds in a real marriage. Aeneas did
not make the vows that a groom makes in a real marriage.

“Dido called her relationship with Aeneas a marriage, but it
was really an affair. Dido used the word ‘marriage’ to lessen
her feeling of guilt.

“Rumors of the affair spread quickly to all the cities of
Libya. Evil moves quickly, and of all evils, rumor moves the
quickest. Rumor is the daughter of Mother Earth, who bore
her after Jupiter had killed two of her sons: the Titan Coeus
and the Giant Enceladus. Mother Earth gave birth to Rumor
as a way to get revenge for the death of these sons.

“Rumor has wings and many feathers. Her many eyes never
sleep, and she has many tongues and many ears. By night
she flies, and by day she watches and listens. She values lies
as much as she values truths.”

—53—

Virgil continued reading briefly as Lupus entered the scene,
but Virgil’s words were drowned out by noise.



Holding a paper, Lupus came through the door, meeting the
Knights on guard. He was attended by some Lictors.

Tucca, Crispinus, Demetrius, and Aesop attempted to crowd
in after Lupus.

Aesop was an actor.

“Come, follow me, assist me, second me!” Lupus said to
Tucca, Crispinus, Demetrius, and Aesop.

He then asked the Knights, “Where’s the Emperor?”
“Sir, you must pardon us,” the First Knight said.

“Caesar is private now,” the Second Knight said. “You may
not enter.”

“Not enter?” Tucca said.

He then said to Lucca, “Charge them upon their allegiance,
cropshin.”

A cropshin is an inferior herring.
“We have an order to the contrary, sir,” the First Knight said.

“I pronounce you all traitors, horrible traitors!” Lupus said.
“What! Do you know my affairs? I have matter of danger
and state to impart to Caesar!”

“What noise is there?”” Augustus Caesar asked. “Who’s that
who names Caesar?”

“A friend to Caesar!” Lupus said. “One who for Caesar’s
good would speak with Caesar!”

“Who is it?” Augustus Caesar said. “Go and look,
Cornelius.”

Cornelius Gallus started to go to the door, but the First
Knight said, “Asinius Lupus is here.”



“Oh, tell the turbulent informer to leave,” Augustus Caesar
said. “We have no vacant ear, now, to receive the
unseasoned — unseasonable — fruits of his officious
tongue.”

Maecenas said to the Knights, “You must get rid of him
there. Dismiss him.”

The Knights forced Lupus and his companions back to the
door.

“I conjure thee as thou are Caesar to respect either thine own
safety or the safety of the state or both, Caesar!” Lupus said.
“Hear me! Speak with me, Caesar! It is no common business
I come about, but such as, being neglected, may concern the
life of Caesar!”

“The life of Caesar? Let him enter,” Augustus Caesar said.
He then said, “Virgil, keep thy seat.”
Lupus and the Lictors approached the dais.

The Knights said to Tucca, Crispinus, Demetrius, and
Aesop, “Bear back, there! Where are you going! Keep
back!”

Crispinus, Demetrius, and Aesop were pushed back.

Tucca pushed past the Knights and said, “By your leave,
goodman usher. Mend thy peruke; good.”

A peruke is a wig, then fashionable. In pushing past the
Knight, Tucca had knocked it awry. The Knight pulled it
back into the right place.

“Lay hold on Horace there, and on Maecenas, Lictors!”
Lupus said.

The Lictors placed them under guard. Gallus and Tibullus
started forward.



Lupus said, “Romans, offer no rescue, upon your
allegiance.”

He gave Caesar the paper and said, “Read, royal Caesar.”
He then said to Horace, “I’ll tickle you, satyr!”

“He will, Humors, he will,” Tucca said. “He will squeeze
you, poet puckfist.”

A puckfist is a puftball mushroom.

Tucca was calling Horace “Humors” as well as a mushroom
— a social upstart.

Ben Jonson wrote plays about humors — personal
characteristics and quirks.

Humors can also be bodily fluids. Thus Tucca’s “squeeze.”

Lupus said to Horace, “I’ll lop you off for an unprofitable
branch, you satirical varlet!”

Tucca said, “Aye, and” — he pointed to Maecenas —
“Epaminondas, your patron here, with his flagon chain.”

A chain is a necklace; sometimes, a small flagon of perfume
hung from it.

Epaminondas was a Theban general.

Tucca then said to Maecenas, “Come, resign it. Give it up.
Even if it were your great-grandfather’s, the law has made it
mine now, sir.”

He took Maecenas’ chain.

Tucca then said to the Lictors, “Look to him, my particolored
rascals; look to him.”

The “particolored rascals” were the Lictors, who wore multi-
colored uniforms.



Pointing to the paper, Augustus Caesar said, “What is this,
Asinius Lupus? I don’t understand it.”

“Not understand it?” Lupus said. “It is a libel, Caesar. A
dangerous, seditious libel! A libel in picture.”

“A libel?” Augustus Caesar said.

“Aye, I found it in this Horace’s study, in Maecenas’ house,
here,” Lupus said. “I call for the penalty of the laws against
them!”

Tucca said to Lupus, “Aye, and remember to beg their land
promptly, before some of these hungry, greedy court-hounds
scent it out.”

In Elizabethan England, a person who turned in a traitor
would be rewarded with all or part of that person’s land and
wealth. This was called begging their land. Tucca had
already claimed Maecenas’ flagon chain.

Handing the paper to a Lictor, Augustus Caesar said, “Show
it to Horace. Ask him if he knows it.”

“Know it?” Lupus said. “His handwriting is on it, Caesar.”
“Then it is no libel,” Augustus Caesar said.

Augustus Caesar knew and trusted Horace enough to believe
that he was not libelous or treasonous.

Horace glanced at the paper and said, “It is the imperfect —
incomplete — body of an emblem, Caesar, that I began to
create for Maecenas.”

An emblem is a symbolic picture, often accompanied by a
maxim and sometimes by explanatory verses.

“An emblem?” Lupus said. “Right. That’s Greek for a libel.
Do but notice how confident he is.”



Horace said:
“A just man cannot fear, thou foolish Tribune.

“Not though the malice of traducing tongues, the open
vastness of a tyrant’s ear, the senseless rigor of the wrested
laws, or the red eyes of strained authority should in a point
meet all to take his life.

“His innocence is armor against all these.”
“Innocence? Oh, impudence!” Lupus said.
He took back the paper and said:

“Let me see, let me see.

“Isn’t here an eagle? And isn’t that eagle intended to mean
Caesar? Huh? Doesn’t Caesar bear the eagle as insignia?”

He asked Horace, “Answer me; what do thou say?”

“Have thou any evasion, stinkard?”” Tucca asked Horace.
“Now he’s turned dumb,” Lupus said.

He then said to Horace, “T’ll tickle you, satyr.”

Horace then said to express his contempt for Lupus, “Pish.”
He began to laugh: “Ha! Ha!”

“Do thou pish me?” Lupus said.

He said to the Lictor carrying his sword, “Give me my long-
sword.”

Horace said:

“With reverence to great Caesar: worthy Romans” — he
pointed to Lupus — “just observe this ridiculous commenter.
The soul to my device was in this distich, aka couplet:

““Thus, oft [often] the base and ravenous multitude



“‘Survive to share the spoils of fortitude,’
“Which in this body I have figured here: A vulture —”

“A vulture?” Lupus interrupted. “Aye, now it is a vulture.
Oh, abominable! Monstrous! Monstrous! Hasn’t your
vulture a beak? Hasn’t it legs? And talons? And wings? And
feathers?”

Tucca said to Lupus, “Touch him, old Buskins.”
Buskins are boots.

In fencing, a touch scores a hit. The fencer touches his
opponent with his weapon.

“And therefore it must be an eagle?”” Horace asked.

“Don’t pay him any attention, good Horace,” Maecenas said.
“Describe your emblem.”

“A vulture and a wolf —”

“A wolf?” Lupus interrupted. “Good. That’s I; I am the wolf.
My name’s Lupus; I am meant by the wolf. Go on, go on: a
vulture and a wolf —”

Horace continued, “— preying upon the carcass of an ass —
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“An ass?” Lupus interrupted. “Good still: that’s I, too. I am
the ass. You mean me by the ass —”

His name was Asinius Lupus. In Latin, asinus means “ass,”
and /upus means “wolf.”

Maecenas said to Lupus, “Please, stop braying then.”

Horace said to Lupus, “If you will needs take it, I cannot with
modesty give it from you.”



Lupus was claiming that he was the ass, and so Horace was
claiming that he could not give the title of “ass” to anyone or
anything else.

Maecenas pointed out that to the Egyptians, the ass was a
noble beast: “But the old Egyptians were accustomed to use
the ass as a figure in their hieroglyphics to represent
patience, frugality, and fortitude. We can suspect you of
having none of these qualities, Tribune.”

Augustus Caesar asked, “Who was it, Lupus, who informed
you first that this should be meant by us? Or was it your
comment — your own explanation?”’

He was asking, Who told you that this figure represented us?
The figure was the eagle or vulture.

Lupus answered, “It’s not my own explanation, Caesar: An
actor gave me the explanation at the first sight of it, indeed.”

“Aye, an honest sycophant-like slave, and a politician — a
person of intrigue — besides,” Tucca said.

“Where is that actor?” Augustus Caesar asked.
“He is outside, but he is here,” Tucca said.
“Call him in,” Augustus Caesar said.

Tucca said to the Knights, “Call in the actor there: He is
Master Aesop. Call him.”

The Knights called, “Actor! Where is the actor?”

Aesop the actor entered. Crispinus and Demetrius attempted
to enter, but the Knights barred their way and said, “Keep
back! None but the actor may enter.”

Tucca pointed to Crispinus and Demetrius and said, “Yes,
this gent’'man and his Achates must enter.”



Achates was one of Aeneas’ subordinates in Virgil’s Aeneid.
Tucca was using “Achates” to refer to Demetrius.

“This gent’'man,” aka Crispinus, would then be Aeneas.

Crispinus said to a Knight, “Please, master usher; we’ll stand
close by, here.”

Aesop approached the dais; Crispinus and Demetrius went
inside the room.

Indicating Crispinus, Tucca said, “He is a gent’'man of
quality, this, although he is somewhat out of clothes, I tell
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ye.

He then asked the actor, “Come, Aesop; have thou a bay leaf
in thy mouth?”

Aesop nodded.

The bay leaf could be aromatic and cover the smell of
alcohol or bad breath, or Aesop could hold it in his mouth in
the hope that it would make him eloquent. Laurel — bay
— wreaths were given as an honor to exceptional people.

Tucca said, “Well done; don’t be at a loss for words,
stinkard. Thou shall have a monopoly of acting confirmed to
thee and thy covey — thy brood — under the Emperor’s
broad seal, for this service.”

Augustus Caesar asked Lupus about Aesop, “Is he the
actor?”

“Aye, Caesar, this is he,” Lupus said.
Augustus Caesar said:

“Let him be whipped.

“Lictors, take him away from here.”

Some Lictors exited with Aesop.



Augustus Caesar said:
“And, Lupus, for your fierce — zealous — credulity —
“One of you outfit him with a pair of larger ears — ass’ ears.

“It is Caesar’s sentence, and it must not be revoked. We hate
to have our court and peace disturbed with these quotidian
— mundane — clamors.

“See that it is done.”
“Caesar!” Lupus said.

“Gag him, so we may have his silence,” Augustus Caesar
said.

Lupus was gagged.
Virgil said:

“Caesar has acted like Caesar. Fair and just is his award
aga