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Introduction

Source

The source of the Elizabethan play A Warning for Fair Women is the real murder of George Sanders, also spelt Saunders, a wealthy London merchant who was murdered by George Browne, a Captain and a man of wealth, because he had fallen in love with Sanders’ wife and intended to marry her. Browne also murdered the servant of one of Sanders’ business associates named John Bean who at the time the crime was committed was accompanying Sanders. Browne was assisted in his plot to murder Sanders by Anne Drury, a widow, and one Roger Clement, Drury’s servant. Mrs Drury encouraged Anne to engage in a sexual relationship with Browne in exchange for money that Browne was paying her. Roger followed Sanders and sought the right time and place in which Browne could murder him and escape unseen. It was Roger who discovered that Sanders would be staying with a business associate called Mr Barns at his home in Woolwich. Drury related this vital information in a letter to Browne that Roger delivered the day before the murder was committed. Roger accompanied Browne and watched out for passers by who could witness the murder and possibly identify Browne. Sanders’ wife, Anne, was also an accomplice in the plot to murder her husband as she not only knew of Browne’s murderous intentions towards her husband and did nothing to prevent the murder but also encouraged Browne’s advances towards her and concealed Browne’s identity as the murderer once the crimes were committed. George Browne murdered George Sanders and gave John Bean the wounds that eventually killed him a few days later on Wednesday the 25th March 1573 in Kent, England near Shooter’s Hill. After murdering Sanders and fatally wounding Bean, Browne fled to Rochester and stayed with a butcher who shared the same surname. Browne was apprehended at the Butcher’s residence and escorted to Woolwich by the Mayor of Rochester and Master James: a key witness. Once identified as the murderer, Browne was tried at Westminster where he confessed to committing double murder and named Anne Drury and Roger Clement as his accomplices. However, Browne professed Anne’s innocence and asserted that she knew nothing of the plot to murder her husband. Browne was found guilty and was executed on Monday the 20th April at Smithfield.
 J.H. Marshburn asserts that Anne Sanders had been recently delivered of a child before she was arraigned and condemned to death on the 6th May.
 Anne, Drury and Roger all confessed to being Browne’s accomplices and were executed on Wednesday the 13th May at Smithfield.
 The day before Anne’s execution, Greenwich council delivered a letter to the sheriffs of London instructing them “[…] to put one Mell, a minister, to some shame, who have been practiser to move Saunders wyfe to conceyle her facte.”
 George Mell was the spiritual adviser to all the prisoners of Newgate Prison who had been condemned to death for their crimes. Mell had fallen in love with Anne Sanders and sought her freedom by trying to persuade Drury to clear her name, however, Mell’s efforts failed and resulted in public humiliation as he was placed in the pillory. Mell’s endeavours is also dramatised in this play in Act V, Scene iii.

    George Sanders came from a very notable family as he was closely related to some of the most well known figures in Elizabethan society including Edward Saunders, Sir Christopher Hatton and Walter Haddon.
 He was the first cousin of Sir Edward Saunders whose positions included the Chief Justice of the Queen’s Bench and the Chief Baron of the Exchequer. During his legal career, Sir Edward Saunders, was involved in the trials of Thomas Cranmer and Lady Jane Grey. George Sanders was also the first cousin of Laurence Saunders, the protestant martyr who was burned at the stake in 1555 for heresy because he publicly berated the Pope and Mary I. Laurence is even mentioned in John Foxe’s The Book of Martyrs, which was published in 1563 and was widely read in Elizabethan England. Sir Christopher Hatton was George Sanders’ second cousin who, at the time his cousin was murdered, was “a gentleman of the privy chamber and captain of the yeomen of the guard”. Later on his career, Hatton, became Lord Chancellor and a member of the elite and prestigious Order of the Garter.
 Hatton also wrote Act IV of the play The Tragedy of Tancred and Gismund that was published in 1591. George Sanders was also the stepbrother of the renowned scholar and humanist, Walter Haddon. Haddon, during the Elizabethan period, was “a famous literary personage and enjoyed a reputation second to none in the sphere of Latin composition.”
 Haddon was the co-author of the Reformatio Legum Ecclesiasticarum that John Cheke and he wrote in 1552, which John Foxe eventually published in 1571. J.H. Marshburn asserts that Anne Sanders was the sister of Francis Newdigate who was the second husband of Anne Stanhope, who, at the time of their marriage, was the Duchess of Somerset and whose first husband was Edward Seymour, the once Lord Protector and uncle of the boy King Edward VI. Anne Sanders, therefore, was the sister-in-law of the Duchess of Somerset whose children included Edward Seymour 1st Earl of Hertford and Lady Margaret Seymour. By marriage this made Anne the aunt of people who held very high positions in society including Lords and Earls. It is very important that one outlines the families to which George and Anne Sanders belonged as it offers an insight as to why the story of George’s murder was extremely well known and why it was this murder in particular that inspired a play almost quarter of century later. The fact that people such as George and Anne, who had connections to some of the most notable figures of Elizabethan England, could be involved in such a scandal caught the public imagination. J.H Marshburn’s “ ‘A Cruell Murder Donne in Kent’ and Its Literary Manifestations ” is a great study that examines the ways in which the Sanders murder influenced Elizabethan writers; it also contains primary evidence such as court records from both Westminster and Kent as well as an account that was written by Anne herself. One would suggest reading this study for more information on how the Sanders murder was depicted by other writers. 

    The Sanders murder was also written about by the same chronocalist who also wrote an account of Arden of Faversham’s murder, Raphael Holinshed, in his Chronicles of England, Scotland, and Ireland.
 However, the main literary source for A Warning for Fair Women is most likely a phamplet that was written by Arthur Golding entitled A briefe discourse of the late murther of master George Saunders, a worshifull citizen of London: and of the apprehension, arreignement and execution of the principall & accessories of the same which was printed in 1573 and licensed to Henry Bynneman.
 The pamphlet dramatizes the murder of Sanders and it was printed again four years later in 1577 with very little change being made to the text as was A Cruel murder donne in Kent which J. H Marshburn argues was another account of the Sanders murder. Arthur Golding was an English translator; his most prominent and arguably the most influential of his translations was The Fyst Fower Bookes of P.Ovidius Nasos worke, entitled Metamorphosis, translated out of Latin into English Meter (1565). William Shakespeare drew great inspiration from Ovid’s Metamorphoses and used it as a source for many of his own plays and poems such as Titus Andronicus, The Winter’s Tale and most notably his poem Venus and Adonis. The fact that the murder of George Sanders sparked the interest of Elizabethan writers meant that the details of the crime were at the playwright’s disposal. The playwright of A Warning for Fair Women had all the valuable details of Sanders’ murder such as the names of those who were involved in his murder, names of witnesses, as well as information on places, times and dates on which the main incidents occurred effectively provided the playwright with a timeline of events on which to base the play.

Publishing Date and Performances of this play 

A Warning for Fair Women was entered anonymously into the Stationers’ Register on the 17th November 1599.
 It is also recorded that Valentine Simmes printed the play for the London publisher, William Aspley. Valentine Simmes printed the most well known Elizabethan and Jacobean plays ranging from William Shakespeare’s Richard III to Christopher Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus. William was a London bookseller who is most well known for his connection to Shakespeare, publishing the second part of Henry IV and Much Ado About Nothing; he is also known for publishing “several popular religious works.”
 At the time A Warning for Fair Women was published in 1599, Aspley’s bookshop was located in the churchyard of St Paul’s on the northeast side of the cathedral wall.
 The front page of the Quarto reveals that the play “hath been lately diverse times acted by the right Honourable, the Lord Chamberlain his Servants.”
 The Chamberlain’s Men is arguably the most prominent and successful theatrical company of the Elizabethan and Jacobean era gaining the patronage of James I and becoming the King’s Men in the early seventeenth century. The company even included Shakespeare who acted and wrote for the company, eventually becoming a shareholder. The Chamberlain’s Men was formed in 1594 under the patronage of the Lord Chamberlain, Henry Carey. In the early years of its establishment the company mostly performed its plays at The Theatre in Shoreditch London that was built by James Burbage; his son, Richard Burbage, was the Company’s principal actor who went onto to play the lead part in Shakespeare’s King Lear, Hamlet, Richard III and Othello. In December 1598 after conflicting with Giles Allen, the landlord, The Theatre was taken apart and parts of the wooden frame were used to build the Globe Theatre where the majority of Shakespeare’s plays were performed until 1613 when the theatre was destroyed by fire. Whilst the Globe was being constructed the company of actors performed their plays at a theatre called The Curtain. The play, therefore, must have been staged at one of these theatres with James Burbage most likely playing the lead part of George Browne. At the time this play was published in 1599 the Lord Chamberlain’s Men were staging their productions at the Globe Theatre and since this play was part of the company’s repertoire it is very likely that this play was performed at the Globe. This suggestion is strengthened by the fact that the title page of the published Quarto informs us that the Lord Chamberlain’s Men had performed the play “recently”. This is rather a bold boast and whether a play such as this would have been performed alongside some of the greatest plays ever written such as Julius Caesar and Hamlet, which were amongst the first plays ever performed at the Globe, is open to great speculation. It is more than possible, however, that this play could have been staged on the tour the company made in the summer and autumn of 1597 where they performed at Faversham, Rye, Dover, Bristol, Bath and Marlborough.
     

Authorship 

In his study of A Warning for Fair women J. Q Adams Jr rather convincingly argues that Thomas Heywood is the author of this play. One would suggest reading Adams’ ‘The Authorship of A Warning for Fair Women’ as he provides a very persuasive and perceptive reading of this play and uses a variety of examples taken from Heywood’s other works such as characterization, staging and language to strengthen his argument. After examining this play myself I agree with Adams’ assertion that Thomas Heywood is indeed the playwright of this play. In the preface of his The English Traveller Heywood stated that he had “either an entire hand, or at least a main finger” in two hundred and twenty plays; only thirty plays have been accepted to be the work of Heywood.
 This leaves rather a large number of other plays that Heywood could have written or at least contributed to. Little is known of Heywood’s early life; it is generally accepted that he was born in Lincolnshire and was the son of a rector called Robert Heywood and a possible relation to John Heywood, the early sixteenth century dramatist famed for his proverbs.
 Heywood studied at Cambridge University but not complete his degree because of the death of his father, which provoked his move to London.
 At the time this play was being performed in 1596 Thomas Heywood was a player and playwright in a theatrical company owned by Philip Henslowe called the Admiral’s Men, which was only second to the Lord Chamberlain’s Men. Heywood reached the height of his popularity in the Jacobean era writing an array of plays of different genres; his most celebrated work is the domestic tragedy, A Woman killed with Kindness, which was performed only a few years later than this play. There are several pieces of evidence to suggest that Heywood is the author of this play, for instance, this play bears undeniable similarities to Heywood’s writing style as it displays the “same easy flowing, though rarely inspired blank verse” and like his other works it lacks intense, “rich “ and “violent imagery” and shows no attempt at the “Marlovian ‘mighty line.’ ”
 Adams asserts that Heywood used a combination of verse and prose with short interludes of rhyme, he also asserts that Heywood favoured “filling up a line with repetition”, a stylistic feature which can be seen in a number of his plays as well as this one.
 For instance, in Love’s Mistress Heywood wrote “Eyes, hands, lips, cheeks and face,” and in A Woman Killed with Kindness he wrote “How, where, when, why, whom, what.”
 Such line sequences can be seen in this play: one example would be the following line “stabs, hangs, impoisons, smothers, cutteth throats.”
 Adams also asserts that Heywood describes a scene which the audience have to imagine in great detail using simple and direct language; this can also be seen in this play as Tragedy asserts, “Suppose him on the water now, for Woolwich, / For secret business with his bosom friend.”
 This can also be seen in Act III, Scene I of this play when Browne asserts:   

                                I like it well, ’tis dark and somewhat close,                                            

                                By reason that the houses stand so near: 

                                Beside, if he should land at Billingsgate, 

                                Yet are we still betwixt his house and him. 

Here, the playwright goes to a great length describing the location of this scene in detail for the benefit of the audience, as Browne states that he is surrounded by ”houses” that “stand so near” and reiterates the fact that he and Roger are “betwixt” Sanders and his home.  The image that is created here is one of Browne hiding in the shadows, deeply hidden in the close proximity in which the Elizabethan houses were built. 

    Another rather large piece of evidence that suggests that Heywood is the author of this play is the language, characterization and sentimental qualities that fit Heywood’s dramatic style. The characters in this play are also strikingly similar to the characters of Heywood’s other plays, particularly A Woman Killed with Kindness. The academic and literary critic O. Cromwell asserts in her book Thomas Heywood; A study in the Elizabethan Drama of Everyday Life that Heywood expresses little sympathy for the “erring wife” who is “never pictured in an attractive light”; their husbands on the other hand, despite being turned into cuckolds which was greatly derided and made the Elizabethan man a mockery, are “never the butts of ridicule.”
 In this play Anne is shown in a very negative light very early on as both her manner and disposition are contemptible. In Act II, Scene i Sanders refuses to give Anne the money she wants to buy some perfume and linen; on her refusal to adhere to her husband’s orders Anne acts like a petulant child and cares not for the “obligation” that the money has been used for despite the fact that it regards her husband’s business as she states, “What of that? / Therefore I may not have to serve my turn.”
 Here, Anne shows that she is not only disobedient and unruly but also shows how selfish she is and indicates that perhaps Anne has been treated too kindly by her husband like Anne Frankford in A Woman Killed with Kindness whose gravestone will eventually bear the epitaph “Here lies she whom her husband's kindness kill'd.”
 Like the tragic protagonist Othello, Anne shows great weakness in character as she is easily led and persuaded by another. This can be seen in Act II, Scene I when she needs little persuasion by Drury to marry Browne once her present husband is dead, if it is God’s will, as she states, “If it be so I must submit myself / To that which God and destiny sets down.”
 Drury tells Anne that her next husband 

                                       Shall keep you in your hood and gown of silk, 

                                       And when you stir abroad ride in your coach,                               

                                       And have your dozen men all in a livery 

                                       To wait upon you: this is somewhat like.
 

At this point of the play the audience has already seen that Anne is a very wealthy and prosperous woman who can afford to spend thirty pounds, which is equivalent to around four thousand pounds today, on luxuries such as perfume and linen.
 The fact that Anne is spending this much on linen, a sum of money that in this period would have been one year’s rent for a labourer, shows how prosperous George Sanders is and makes Anne’s desire and greed for even more wealth and luxury much more contemptible as she already possesses much more wealth than the ordinary man or woman and still desires more. Such greed exposes Anne rather early on in the play to be a deeply flawed and debased character. Anne also shows little remorse for her actions, only fearing that her treachery will be exposed and that she will be hanged for her part in her husband’s murder. Anne even tries to persuade Drury to testify to her innocence stating:

                                    This day it is appointed we must die, 

                                    How say you then, are you still purposed                                                  

                                    To take the murder upon yourself? 

                                    Or will you now recant your former words? 

Here Anne shows that she is neither repentant nor sorry for her actions, she only thinks of saving herself from death. It is only when Drury will not lie for her that she resigns herself to her fate and appears to be repentant. The actions displayed by Anne, therefore, fit with Heywood’s formula for the representation of the treacherous wife; she is not pictured favourably in this play,  a common trait of Heywood’s wives. Cromwell’s assertion that the husbands of Heywood’s plays are “frank, loyal, upright, generously endowed natures unspoiled by petty faults” who are never scoffed at” can be seen in the portrayal of George Sanders.
 George Sanders throughout this play remains a dignified and honourable character; his strength of character in the face of his murderer, Browne, juxtaposes Anne’s cowardly behaviour. In Act III, Scene iii George shows great bravery, more so than John Bean, a much younger man, who does not want to walk up Shooter’s Hill because he fears a man who “slipped so soon away / Behind the bushes.”
 Sanders, on the other hand, asserts “we will keep our” and will “not be so faint hearted.”
 When Sanders is confronted with his murderer he does not beg to be spared, nor does he fight back; he simply accepts his fate. This differs greatly from Anne, who shows great fear at the prospect of death and tries to escape punishment. Sanders displays great stoicism in the face of death praying to God to forgive his sins and to show mercy to his murderer, “ The bloody author” of his “timeless death.”
 

     Another piece of evidence that strengthens the suggestion that Heywood is the author of this play is the similarities between Joan’s dream in this play and Clarentia’s dream in If You Know Not Me, You Know Nobody. In this play Joan tells her beloved John Bean and her master Old John of a dream she has had, in which she and Bean 

                          went into a garden, and there was the umberst sort of flowers 

                           that ever I see. And methought you lay down upon a green bank and

                           I pinned gillyflowers in your ruff […]

This dream is strikingly similar to Clarentia’s dream as she states 

                            Then did I dream of weddings, and of flowers,

                            Me thought I was within the finest garden,

                            That ever mortal eye did yet behold, 

                            Then straight me thought some of the chief were picked 

                            To dress the bride […]

There are great similarities between these two dreams, for instance, like Joan, Clarentia dreamt that she was in garden; both of them describe the garden as being filled with flowers and assert that no one has ever seen such a sight. For instance, Joan states that she had never seen such an “umberest sort of flowers” and Clarentia asserts that “no mortal eye” had seen such a garden. Like Joan who pins gillyflowers in Bean’s ruff, Clarentia comments on the fact that some of the flowers in her dream “were picked / To dress the bride.” There is such a great likeness between these two texts, which suggests that Heywood must have written Joan’s dream. The language that is used in this play to describe Anne’s anguish upon seeing her children whilst she is in Newgate Prison is very similar to the language that is used by Anne Frankford in A Woman Killed with Kindness. For instance, when Anne’s children call her mother she replies “Oh my dear children! / I am unworthy of the name of mother”
 and in A Woman Killed with Kindness Anne Frankford displays a very similar attitude as she does not want her children when they are grown to call her mother for when they do “they harp on their own shame.”
 

    Thomas Heywood is also well known for his use of dumb shows as Cromwell asserts that he “delighted to use the Chorus and dumb shows in his early plays.”
 It is therefore significant that this play contains three dumb shows and if Heywood is the author of this play he would have had to have written very early on in his career, perhaps even during his time at Cambridge University. When Browne is discovered to be the murderer of Sanders and Bean, Master James tells the story of a women who was “so moved” by “The passion written by a feeling pen / And acted by a good Tragedian,” that she “openly confessed her husband’s murder.”
  This story appears in Thomas Heywood’s An Apology for Actors that was written in 1612 in response to the condemnations Puritans were making against the theatre. It is therefore significant that this story appears almost two decades earlier in this play and is another piece of evidence that suggests that Heywood most likely wrote this play. After examining the use of language, content, moral message and characterization used in A Warning for Fair Women one can rather confidently attribute this play to Thomas Heywood, arguably the master of domestic tragedies.
Genre

A Warning for Fair Women bears a great number of similarities to a morality play as it features allegorical characters such as Lust, Chastity and Justice and conveys a strong moral message that God will have justice on murder. It can also been seen as a “transitional play” as it features elements that were considered old fashioned in the late sixteenth century such as dumb shows but anticipates the rise in popularity of domestic tragedies in the seventeenth century.
 This play is undoubtedly a domestic tragedy. Domestic tragedies became incredibly popular in the late sixteenth century reaching their peak in the early seventeenth century. Domestic tragedies include A Woman Killed with Kindness, The English Traveller, The Witch of Edmonton, A Yorkshire Tragedy, Two Lamentable Tragedies and Arden of Faversham. Domestic tragedies differ from tragedies of state because the main characters and protagonists are ordinary men and women of the lower classes; they are not the nobles, Princes and Kings of classical tragedy. It is important however that one does not underestimate the position and status in which the main protagonists characters of a domestic tragedy hold in society as they are not of noble birth nor are they of low birth; they are usually, what we would now say, of middle class standing.
 For instance, Lena Orlin asserts that domestic tragedies are “plays which concern ‘ property owners’.”
 Domestic tragedies are set within the home, the domestic sphere of husbands, wives, children and servants, and are primarily concerned about the structure of the household from the master to the servant; they represent people from all levels of Elizabethan society. Domestic tragedies were commonly based on real events that involved treacherous wives and husbands who had very publicly committed affairs and betrayed their partners or even murdered them like this play and Arden of Faversham. However, Domestic tragedies were concerned with more than the break down of a family they harboured underlying tensions regarding politics and the State as the household was considered to be “a little common wealth, by the good government whereof, God’s glory may be advanced.”
 The master in his home was “just like a King in his Kingdom” in that he was in charge of keeping order and thus avoiding “anarchy” and chaos.
 Disorder in the home therefore represented disorder in the State, a breakdown of not only the family unit but of society as a whole.
 

    Domestic tragedies go to great lengths to capture scenes of domestic life; this can be seen in Act I, Scene iii where Anne sits at the door of her house talking to her son who has just arrived home from school. This is rather a tender scene that reminds the audience that Anne is also a mother; she is therefore not only going to betray her husband but also her children. The audience is also presented with another scene that illustrates that these plays strove to show the life of ordinary men, women and children. In Act IV, Scene i George and Anne’s son is shown playing a game with his friend at his front door. This would have been a very common sight on any street in Elizabethan London. It is significant that on both these occasions Browne enters the stage as it shows that he is disrupting family life and like the devil disguised as the serpent in the Garden of Eden he threatens the order and stability of the household. This can also be seen in Act I, Scene iii where Sanders sends for Drury to dine with him and his wife, stating “And what good company? / None to sup with us? Send one for Nan Drury, / She’ll play the wag, tell tales and make us merry.”
 This bears a remarkable similarity to A Woman Killed with Kindness where Frankford invites Wendoll into his home telling him to “use my Table, and my purse, / They are yours.”
 Like Frankford, Sanders’ hospitality and generosity inadvertently invites affliction and misery into his home. 

Major Thematic Concerns

This play has rather a large number of thematic concerns such as the possible doubling of Anne Sanders and Joan, its particularly high religious content, and its use of dumb shows as well as its treatment of Ireland. However, I want to concentrate on arguably the play’s most dominant thematic concern, its use of dreams. A Warning for Fair Women has a total of three dreams in it; Joan, Bean and Old John all have one dream each, which they relate to one aother. In her newly published work entitled Dreaming the English Renaissance: Politics and Desire in Court and Culture, C. Levin writes about the significance of dreams and outlines how they were interpreted during the Renaissance. One would suggest reading this book as it contains an array of primary sources taken from first hand accounts such as letters and diaries and provides an in-depth examination of the dreams men and women had over five centuries ago and offers a rare insight into the minds and thoughts of the men and women of Renaissance England. Many believed that dreams were a “procuration of the devil” and it was asserted in A most excellent and perfecte homish apothecarye or homely physik booke, for all the grefes and diseases of the bodye that nightmares were a product of the “disease called the incubus that is the Mare which is a sickness or fantasy oppressing a man in his sleep.”
 Reginald Scott expanded on this and asserted that the “Mare” was a goblin that sat on one’s chests to cause nightmares; this image was captured in Henry Fuseli’s masterpiece more than two centuries later in his 1781 painting The Nightmare.
 Thomas Hill advocated in his 1576 publication entitled The Pleasant Art of the Interpretations of Dreams that dreams were a window in which the future could be seen, asserting that dreams once interpreted correctly offered the dreamer a shadowy glimpse of events to come.
 The famous pamphleteer and satirist Thomas Nashe criticised this idea in his The Terrors of the Night that was published in 1594, in which Nashe argued that dreams were just the remnants of one’s activities, not images of the future, as he wrote a “dream is nothing else but a bubbling scum or froth of the fancy, which the day hath left undigested; or an after feast made of the fragments of idle imaginations.”
 In this play Old John refers to this when he states in Act II, Scene iv that “dreams are but fancies.”
 However, as the play unfolds it is obvious that the playwright does not share the same ideas as Nashe as the dreams that are told in this play prove to be glimpses into future events and foretell death. In Act II, Scene iv of this play Joan tells Old John and Bean about a dream which she has “been so troubled with.”
 In her dream Bean  

                                                                                 [...] were all in white,  

              and went into a garden, and there was the umberst sort of flowers        

              that ever I see. And methought you lay down upon a green bank and 

               I pinned gillyflowers in your ruff and then methought your nose bled, 

              and as I ran to my chest to fetch ye a handkerchief methought I stumbled 

              and so waked: what does it betoken?
                                             
Here, Joan expresses the need to try and explain and interpret her dream as she asks, “what does this betoken?” The fact that Bean is dressed all in white is significant as white has connotations with purity and innocence which Bean himself alludes to upon his death as he states “Dare I look up, for fear he yet be near / That thus hath martyred me?”
 Here Bean is being compared to a martyr as he is the innocent victim of murder plot; such assertions of John’s purity are reinforced by Joan’s dream where he was dressed all in white, a colour which not only carries great angelic connotations but is also associated with chastity and purity. The “green bank” of Joan’s dream could quite possibly be the murder scene and the place in which her beloved will be murdered as both Bean and Sanders were murdered next to a large expanse of greenery and woodland near Shooter’s Hill. The fact that Joan “pinned gillyflowers” in Bean’s ruff is also a bad omen as flowers in a dream generally “signified a funeral.”
 In Joan’s dream Bean has a nosebleed; this is also a bad omen as it indicated that either you or someone close to you were going to die.
 Just before finding Bean and Sanders on Shooter’s Hill Joan tells Old John of her “nose bleeding this morning, for / as I was washing my hands my nose bled three drops, then I thought of John / Bean [...]”
 Here Joan’s nose bleed portends Bean’s death. The fact that Joan’s  “nose bled three drops” is significant as it could possibly symbolize the three murderous attempts on Sanders’ life. Joan also exclaims “I ran to my chest to fetch ye a handkerchief”; this could be conceived as a glimpse of her future actions as she tries to bind Bean’s wounds with Old John’s handkerchief when she comes across him shortly after he has been attacked by Browne. The handkerchief in Joan’s dream could also be a reference to the handkerchief that Browne sends Anne dipped in her husband’s blood. Joan also stumbles in her dream; this is also a bad omen which Bean refers to in Act II, Scene iv when he stumbles and asserts, “God send me good luck. / I was not wont to stumble on plain ground.”
 Joan also tells Old John of another dream she has had, in which Bean “was married and that our white / calf was killed for his wedding dinner.”
 In Elizabethan England to dream of a wedding was a sign that someone was going to die as it was considered that “death and marriage represent one another”; a wedding, therefore, was an omen of death.
 The “white calf” which was killed in Joan’s dream symbolizes the slaughter of innocents and has powerful religious connotations that once again emphasise the fact that Bean and Sanders are the virtuous victims of a treacherous and unjust murder plot. 

    Old John also has a dream in which he marries Anne Sanders; this dream also portends future events of the play as one could argue that this exposes Anne’s intentions to marry another man. It could also foretell the minister’s desire to marry Anne, as he like Old John is a man of God. John Bean also has a dream which he describes to Joan and Old John as he explains 

                                               […] I like neither thy dream nor my own, for I was      

                  troubled with green meadows and bulls fighting and goring one another.        

                  And one of them methought ran at me and I ran away, that I sweat in                                            

                   my sleep for fear. 

Like Joan who dreamt of a “green bank” Bean dreams of  “green meadows” which could possibly be the murder scene as discussed earlier. The bulls, which were “fighting and goring one another” in his dream, could symbolize Sanders and Browne who are like bulls as they are both fighting over the same woman, Anne. The fact that Bean was chased by one of the bulls heralds what really happens to him in the play as he gets caught up in the fight between Sanders and Browne and gets murdered because he was simply in the way. Bean also refers to the dream Joan told him just before he dies as he tells Sanders that he wants to turn back from their journey because, “I do remember now a dream was told me, / That might I have the world I cannot choose / But tremble every joint to think upon't.”
 There is no denying that the playwright uses dreams to great dramatic affect in this play, in his treatment of them one can possibly see the playwright’s own ideas and opinions. Although there is danger in attributing the ideas and opinions expressed in a play to the playwright, one cannot deny that the playwright appears to disagree with Thomas Nashe’s opinion that dreams are nothing more than a “froth of the fancy” but held the belief that dreams offered people the chance to see the future.
 This can be seen in the fact that all the dreams the characters have in this play portend future events. One could suggest that the playwright criticises those who do not believe in the power of dreams because if Bean had taken heed of Joan’s dream and realised that it was an omen of his own death he might not have acted in such a foolhardy way and turned back when he had the chance and lived.  

Editorial Procedures 

In its original state A Warning for Fair Women is a long continuous document with no divisions of Acts or Scenes. I have therefore divided the play into Acts and Scenes and amended lineation to fit iambic pentameter. Although I have changed the play’s language to modern English I have tried to keep it as close to the original text as possible in order to preserve its authenticity. This play is filled with locations that move from London to Rochester; I have modernised all the names of streets, boroughs, bridges, and buildings that feature in this play. I have also included a reference to a website that shows a Map of Renaissance London that the reader will find extremely useful. Where a word in the text is stressed I have made it known by using the following format of “èd” for stressed and “ed” for when the term is not stressed. I have also provided quite a large and detailed glossary that is displayed in the format of footnotes. I have glossed all difficult terms, where there are discrepancies in the text and provided information on other Renaissance plays that bear similarities in language, lineation or theme. 

    I have also added line numbers to the text making it possible for the student or academic to refer to the line and placement of quotations in their own studies. There are also rather a large number of classical and biblical references in this play that I have fully explained and glossed. For the majority of difficult words which I assume will not be understood by the reader whether it be archaic or modern I have explained what word means taking its meaning from the online Oxford English Dictionary which I refer to in the abbreviated term OED. This play is filled with action from murder to three rather spectacular dumb shows as well as an on stage hanging. It has therefore been necessary to add rather a large number of stage directions to make it clear to the reader of the play what actions are actually taking place. All stage directions have been italicised and any additions I have made I have placed in square brackets and noted the original in the footnotes. Alterations to any of the original stage directions have been fully explained and glossed in the footnotes. I have also added Dramatis Personae in the order in which the characters appear onstage and have provided a brief description where necessary of the characters role in the play.  In the Dramatis Personae I have noted two new characters that appear in the play: a boy of an older age than Young Sanders and a girl. I established this from the language used in the text as another son and a daughter of George and Anne Sanders are mentioned. This is important as it made it possible to deduce how many children appear in the final scene of the play as the children of George and Anne Sanders. 
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                                A Warning For Fair Women.
                                                             Dramatis Personae

In order of appearance

Tragedy.

History.

Comedy.

George Sanders – a merchant.

George Browne – a Captain.

Anne Sanders – wife of George Sanders.

Anne Drury – a widow and surgeon.

Roger Clement – a manservant to Anne Drury. 

Young Sanders – son of George and Anne Sanders.

Manservant – a servant of George and Anne Sanders.

Draper.

Milliner.

The Furies.

Lust. 

Chastity. 

Gentleman – a friend of George Sanders.

Prentice – an apprentice.

Gentleman –  a friend of George Sanders.

Torch-bearer.

John Bean – a servant of Master Barns. 

Master Barns – a business associate of George Sanders.

Old John. 

Joan – Old John’s maid.

Waterman.

Yeoman of the Buttery.

Server in tavern.

Master James.

Harry – a friend of Young Sanders.

4 Lords.

2 Messengers.

Page.

Justice.

Mercy.

Dilligence – a servant of Justice.

Butcher – whom Browne claims to be cousin of as they share the same surname.

Mayor of Rochester.

Pursuivant.

Officers.

Lord Mayor.

Lord Justice.

Clerk.

Sheriff.

Jailor of Newgate Prison.

Anthony Browne – a convicted murderer and brother of George Browne.

Minister

Will Crow – a carpenter.

Tom Peart – a carpenter.

Keeper of Newgate Prison.

Doctor.

Oldest son of George and Anne Sanders.

Daughter of George and Anne Sanders. 

Halberdiers.

                                                                            Act I

                                                                          Scene i

Enter at one door, History [playing a] drum and [holding an] ensign: Tragedy at 

another, in her one hand a whip, in the other hand a knife.

Tragedy     Whither away so fast? Peace with that drum:                   

                        Down with that Ensign which disturbs our stage; 

                        Out with this luggage, with this foppery,
 

                        This brawling sheepskin
 is intolerable. 

History       Indeed no marvel though we should give place   [History stops              5

                        Unto a common executioner:                              playing the drum.]

                        Room, room for God’s sake, let us stand away; 

                        Oh we shall have some doughty
 stuff today. 

Enter Comedy at the other end [of the Stage playing a fiddle.]
Tragedy     What yet more Cat’s guts? O this filthy sound 

                        Stifles mine ears:                                                                                    10

                        More cartwheels creaking yet? 

                        A plague upon’t, I’ll cut your fiddle strings, 

                        If you stand scraping thus to anger me. 

Comedy      Gup
 mistress buskins with a whirligig,
 are you so touchy?  [Comedy       

                        Madame Melpomene,
 whose mare
 is dead                      stops        15

                        That you are going to take off her skin?                               playing 

                                                                                                                the  fiddle.]

Tragedy     A plague upon these filthy fiddling tricks, 

                        Able to poison any noble wit: 

                        Avoid the stage or I’ll whip you hence. 

Comedy        Indeed thou mayst, for thou art Murther’s
 Beadle,
                             20

                         The common hangman unto Tyranny. 

                         But History, what all three met at once? 

                         What wonder's towards that we are got together? 

History        My meaning was to have been here today, 

                         But meeting with my Lady Tragedy,                                                      25 

                         She scolds me off: 

                         And Comedy, except thou canst prevail, 

                          I think she means to banish us the stage. 

Comedy       Tut, tut, she cannot: she may for a day 

                         Or two perhaps be had in some request,                                              30

                         But once a week if we do not appear, 

                         She shall find few that will attend her here.
 

Tragedy        I must confess you have some sparks of wit, 

                         Some odd ends of old jests scraped up together, 

                         To tickle shallow injudicial
 ears,                                                           35

                         Perhaps some puling
 passion of a lover, but slight and
 childish; 

                         What is this to me? 

                          I must have passions that must move the soul, 

                         Make the heart heavy, and throb within the bosom, 

                         Extorting tears out of the strictest eyes,                                                40

                         To rack a thought and strain it to his form 

                         Until I rap
 the senses from their course; 

                         This is my office. 

Comedy       How some damned tyrant to obtain a crown 

                         Stabs, hangs, empoisons, smothers, cutteth throats,                              45

                         And then a Chorus too comes howling in, 

                         And tells us of the worrying of a cat, 

                         Then of a filthy whining ghost, 

                         Lapped in some foul sheet, or a leather pilch,
 

                         Comes screaming like a pig half stickèd,
                                              50

                         And cries Vindicta,
 revenge, revenge: 

                         With that a little rosin
 flasheth forth, 

                          Like smoke out of a tobacco pipe, or a boy’s squib:
 

                          Then comes in two or three like to drovers,
 

                         With tailors’ bodkins,
 stabbing one another;                                         55

                          Is not this trim? Is not here goodly things? 

                          That you should be so much accounted of, 

                          Aye,
 would not else. 

History         Now before God thou’lt make her mad anon; 

                          Thy jests are like a wisp
 unto a scold.
                                                60

Comedy       Why say I could: what care I History? 

                          Then shall we have a tragedy indeed: 

                          Pure purple buskin,
 blood and murther right. 

Tragedy       Thus with your loose and idle similes, 

                          You have abused me: but I’ll whip you hence,                                     65

                                             She whips them. 

                          I’ll scourge and lash you both from off the stage; 

                         ’Tis you have kept the theatres so long 

                          Painted in play-bills, upon every post, 

                          That I am  scornèd of the multitude, 

                          My name profaned: but now I’ll reign as Queen                                   70

                          In great Apollo’s
 name and all the Muses,
 

                          By virtue of whose Godhead I am sent, 

                          I charge you to be gone and leave this place. 

History         Look Comedy, I marked it not till now, 

                          The stage is hung with black
 and I perceive                                         75

                          The auditors
 prepared for Tragedy. 

Comedy        Nay then I see she shall be entertained, 

                           These ornaments beseem not thee and me; 

                           Then Tragedy, kill them today with sorrow, 

                           We’ll make them laugh with mirthful
 jests tomorrow.                     80

History         And Tragedy although today thou reign,                                                                                   

                           Tomorrow here I’ll domineer again. 

                                            Exeunt [Comedy and History.] 

                                         Turning to the people. 

Tragedy        Are you both gone so soon? Why then I see 

                           All this fair circuit
 here is left to me: 

                           All you spectators, turn your cheerful eye,                                           85

                           Give entertainment unto Tragedy,                                                                                             

                           My Scene is London, native and your own, 

                           I sigh to think my subject too well known,
 

                           I am not feigned: many now in this round, 

                           Once to behold me in sad tears were drowned,                                   90

                           Yet what I am, I will not let you know                                                                                    

                           Until my next ensuing scene shall show. 

                                                  [exit.]

                                                                     Act I

                                                                  Scene ii

Enter [Master] Sanders [and his wife Anne]: [Mistress ]Drury, [Master] Browne, Roger 

and Master [Sanders’] servant. 

Sanders    Gentleman, here must we take our leave, 

                     Thanking you for your courteous company, 

                     And for your good discourse of Ireland, 

                     Whereas it seems you have been resident, 

                     By your well noting the particulars.                                                         5

Browne     True sir, I have been there familiar, 

                     And am no better known in London here, 

                     Than I am there unto the better sort,                                                            

                     Chiefly in Dublin where, ye heard me say, 

                     Are as great feasts as this we had today.                                                10

Sanders     So have I heard; the land gives good increase 

                     Of every blessing for the use of man, 

                     And ’tis great pity the inhabitants 

                     Will not be civil nor live under law. 

Browne     As civil in the English Pale
 as here,                                                          15

                     And laws obeyed, and orders duly kept, 

                     And all the rest may one day be reduced.

Sanders     God grant it so: I pray you what’s your name? 

Browne      My name's George Browne. 

Sanders     God be with ye good Master Browne.                                                    20

Browne     Many farewells Master Sanders to yourself, and to these 

                     Gentlewomen: Ladies, God be with you.  

Anne           God be with ye sir. 

Drury                                       Thanks for your company; 

                      I like your talk of Ireland so well                                            

                      That I could wish time had not cut it off.                                                 25

                      I pray ye sir if ye come near my house 

                      Call, and you shall be welcome Master Browne. 

Browne      I thank ye Mistress Drury: is't not so? 

Drury          My name is Anne Drury.                     

Sanders      Widow, come, will ye go?                                                                     30

Drury          I’ll wait upon you sir. 

Exeunt Sanders. A[nne] Sand[ers] makes a curtsey and departs, and all the 

rest saving Roger, whom Browne calls. 

Browne                                            Hark ye my friend,                                                                            

                      Are not you servant unto Mistress Drury? 

Roger         Yes indeed forsooth, for fault of a better,                                

                      I have served her man and boy this seven years.                                   

Browne      I pray thee do me a piece of favour then,                                             35

                      And I’ll requite it. 

Roger                                      Anything I can. 

Browne      Entreat thy mistress when she takes her leave    

                      Of Master Sanders and his wife, to make retire                                   

                      Hither again, for I will speak with her.                                                     

                      Wilt thou do't for me?                                                                         

Roger                                            Yea sir that I will.                                            40

                      Where shall she find ye?                                      

Browne                                             I’ll not stir from hence:                                

                      Say I entreat her but a word or two,                                                       

                      She shall not stay longer than likes herself. 

Roger         Nay sir for that as you two can agree, 

                      I’ll warrant you I’ll bring her to ye straight.                                        45

                                                       Exit Roger. 

Browne      Straight or crooked, I must needs speak with her,                                 

                      For by this light my heart is not my own,                                                

                      But taken prisoner at this frolic feast, 

                      Entangled in a net of golden wire, 

                      Which love had slyly laid in her fair looks.
                                       50          

                      O Master Sanders th'art a happy man                                                  

                      To have so sweet a creature to thy wife,                                                

                      Whom I must win, or I must lose my life. 

                      But if she be as modest as she seems, 

                      Thy heart may break George Browne ere thou obtain.                       60

                      This Mistress Drury must be made the mean,                                       

                      What e’er it cost to compass my desire,                                                                                           
                      And I hope well, she doth so soon retire; 

                                     [Enter Roger and Drury.]

                      Good Mistress Drury, pardon this bold part 

                      That I have played upon so small acquaintance,                                 65

                      To send for you; let your good nature hide                                           

                      The blame of my bad nurture for this once.                                           

Drury          I take it for a favour Master Browne, 

                      And no offence, a man of your fair parts 

                      Will send for me to stead him any way.                                            70                   

Roger         Sir, ye shall find my mistress as courteous a gentlewoman, as any is in  

                      London, if ye have occasion to use her.
                                                              

                                                    [Browne takes Drury aside.]
Browne      So I presume friend. Mistress, by your leave, 

                      I would not that your man should hear our speech,                                           

                      For it concerns me much it be concealed.                                         75

Drury          I hope it is no treason you will speak.                                                  

Browne      No by my faith, nor felony.                                                                  

Drury          Nay then, though my man Roger hear it, never care 

                      If it be love, or secrets due to that;                                                                     

                      Roger is trusty, I dare pawn my life,                                                   80

                      As any fellow within London walls.                                                     

                      But if you have some secret malady                                                                                            

                      That craves my help, to use my surgery, 

                      Which though I say't is pretty, he shall hence;                                                 

                      If not, be bold to speak, there's no offence.                                      85

Browne      I have no sore, but a new inward grief,                                               

                      Which by your physic may find some relief.                                         

Drury          What, is't a surfeit?
 

Browne                                   Aye, at this late feast. 

Drury          Why, Aqua coelestis,
 or the water of balm,                                                    

                      Or Rosa solis,
 or that of Doctor Stevens                                       90

                      Will help a surfeit. Now I remember me,                                            

                      Mistress Sanders hath a sovereign thing
                                               

                      To help a sudden surfeit presently. 

Browne      I think she have: how shall I compass it?                                                       

Drury          I’ll send my man for some on't. 

Browne                                           Pray ye stay.                                   95

                      She’ll never send that which will do me good.                                     

Drury          O say not so, for then ye know her not.                                                

Browne      I would I did so well as I could wish   ---aside                                                                                                 

Drury          She’s even as courteous a gentlewoman sir,                                                    

                      As kind a pet,
 as London can afford:                                               100

                      Not send it quotha?
 Yes and bring't herself,                                      

                      If need require: a poor woman t’other day,                                           

                      Her water-bearer’s wife, had surfeited                                 

                      With eating beans (ye know ’tis windy meat)                                                

                      And the poor creature's subject to the stone:                                       105

                      She went herself and gave her but a dram,
                                       

                      It helped her straight, in less than half an hour                                         

                      She fell unto her business till she sweat,                                          

                      And was as well as I am now.                                                                         

Browne      But that which helps a woman helps not me.                                        110

                      A woman’s help will rather do me good.                                            

Drury          I’ faith ha’
 found you, are ye not such a one?
                                                 

                      Well Master Browne, I warrant, let you alone.                 

Browne      But Mistress Drury, leave me not yet alone,                                                 

                      For if ye do, I never shall alone                                                           115

                      Obtain the company that my soul desires:                                           

                      Faith tell me one thing, can ye not do much                                            

                      With Mistress Sanders, are you not inward with her?          

Drury          I dare presume to do as much with her                                                        

                      As any woman in this city can.                                                            120

Browne      What’s your opinion of her honesty?                                                 

Drury          O very honest, very chaste i’faith,
                                                         

                      I will not wrong her for a thousand pound.            

Browne      Then all your physic cannot cure my wound.
                                                

Drury          Your wound is love, is that your surfeit sir?                                         125

Browne      Yea, and ‘tis cureless without help of her.                                         

Drury          I am very sorry that I cannot ease ye.                                                   

Browne      Well, if ye can, i’faith I will well please ye.             

Drury          You wear a pretty turquoise there methinks;                                               

                       I would I had the fellow on't.                                                                

Browne                                          Take ye this,   [Browne points to       130 

                       Upon condition to effect my bliss.                  his ring.]                                                      

Drury           Pardon me that sir, no condition,                                                                                       

                       For that grief I am no physician. 

                       How sayst thou Roger, am I?                                                                       

Roger          Yea forsooth mistress, what? What did ye ask?                                135

Drury           This gentleman's in love                                                                     

                       With mistress Sanders, and would have me speak                                

                       In his behalf; how sayst thou, dare I do't, 

                       And she so honest, wise and virtuous?                                                        

Browne       What mean ye Mistress Drury to bewray
                                        140          

                       Unto your man what I in secret speak?                                              

Drury           Tush, fear not you, ’tis trusty Roger this;                                               

                       I use his counsel in as deep affairs. 

                       How sayst thou Hodge?
                                                                              

Roger       Mistress, this say I: though Mistress Sanders be very honest, as in my      145

                    conscience she is, and her husband wise and subtle, and in all 

                    Billingsgate-ward
 not a kinder couple, yet if you would wrong her 

                    husband your dear friend, methinks ye have such a sweet tongue as will

                   supple a stone
 and for my life, if ye lift to labour you’ll win her. Sir stick 

                   close to my mistress, she is studying the law: and if ye be not strait-laced       150

                    ye know my mind, she’ll do it for ye, and I’ll play my part.                                                                                                        

Browne       Here, Mistress Drury, this same ring is yours;                                         

                            [Browne gives Drury his Ring.] 

                       Wear't for my sake, and if ye do me good,                                     

                       Command this chain, this hand, and this heart blood. [Browne points to a                                                                

                       What say ye to me? Speak a cheerful word.          chain he is wearing.] 155                                                    

Roger        Faith mistress do, he's a fine gentleman,                                               

                       Pity he should languish for a little love.                                                   

Drury           Yea but thou knowest they are both my friends; 

                       He's very wise, she very circumspect, 

                       Very respective of her honest name.                                                    160

Roger          If ye list you can cover as great a blame.                                              

Drury           If I should break it, and she take it ill.                                                    

Roger           Tut, you have cunning, pray ye use your skill: 

                        To her Master Browne. 

Browne        What say ye to me, lady?                                                                  165

Drury            This I say. I cannot make a man; to cast away                                    

                        So goodly a creature as yourself, were sin:                                           

                        Second my onset, for I will begin 

                        To break the ice that you may pass the ford.
 

                        Do your good will, you shall have my good word.                               170

Browne        But how shall I have opportunity?                                                       

Drury            That must be watched, but very secretly.                                              

Browne        How? At her house? 

Drury                                             There ye may not enter. 

Browne        How then? 

Drury                             By some other fine adventure: 

                        Watch when her husband goes to the Exchange,
                      

                        She'll sit at door: to her, though she be strange,                                   175

                        Spare not to speak, ye can but be denied,                                             

                        Women love most, by whom they are most tried. 

                        My man shall watch, and I will watch my turn. 

                        I cannot see so fair a Gallant mourn. 

Browne        Ye bless my soul by showing me the way;                                          180            

                        O Mistress Drury, if I do obtain,                                                           

                        Do but imagine how I’ll quit your pain! 

                        But where’s her house? 

Drury                                                 Against St Dunstan’s Church. 

Browne        St Dunstan’s in Fleet Street?                 

Drury                                             No, near Billingsgate,                             185

                        St Dunstan’s in the East, that’s in the West.                                          

                        Be bold to speak for I will do my best.                                                 

Browne        Thanks Mistress Drury; Roger drink you that,  [Browne 
                        And as I speed expect your recompense.         gives Roger

                                                                                               money.]

Roger           I thank ye sir, nay I’ll gage my hand                                                   190

                        Few women can my mistress’ force withstand.                                      

Drury            Sir, this is all ye have to say?                                                                 

Browne       For this time Mistress Drury we will part. 

                       Win Mistress Sanders, and ye win my heart. 

Drury           Hope you the best, she shall have much ado                                        195                                

                       To hold her own when I begin to woo: come Hodge.                          

                                                           Exit. 

Roger           I trust sir when my mistress has obtained your suit,                                 

                       You'll suit me in a cast suit of your apparel.                                 

Browne       Cast and uncast shall trusty Roger have, 

                        If thou be secret, and an honest knave.                                               200

                                              Exeunt  [all.]

                                                                Act I
                                                             scene iii

      Enter Anne Sanders with her little son [both are sitting at the door of her house.] 

Boy                       Pray ye mother when shall we go to supper?                                         

Anne                         Why, when your father comes from the Exchange;  

                                    Ye are not hungry since ye came from school.

Boy                        Not hungry mother, but I would fain eat. 

Anne                          Forbear a while until your father come,                                      5

                                     I sit here to expect his quick return. 

Boy                       Mother, shall not I have new bow and shafts, 

                                    Against our school go a feasting? 

Anne                                                                              Yes if ye learn, 

                                   And against Easter new apparel too.                                         10

Boy                      You’ll lend me all your scarves, and all your rings, 

                                   And buy me a white feather for my velvet cap,
 

                                  Will ye mother? Yea say, pray ye say so. 

Anne                        Go prattling
 boy, go bid your sister see 

                                   My closet locked when she takes out the fruit.                          15

Boy                      I will forsooth, and take some for my pains. 

                                     Exit [Young Sanders] 

Anne                     Well sir sauce, does your master teach ye that? 

                                I pray God bless thee, th’art a very wag.
 

                            Enter Browne [at the other side of the stage.] 

Browne             Yonder she sits to light this obscure street, 

                             Like a bright diamond worn in some dark place,                              20

                             Or like the moon in a black winter’s night, 

                             To comfort wandering travellers in their way. 

                             But so demure, so modest are her looks,                                            

                             So chaste her eyes, so virtuous her aspect, 

                             As do repulse love’s false artillery.                                                   25

                             Yet must I speak though checked with scornful nay; 

                             Desire draws on, but Reason bids me stay; 

                             My tutoress Drury gave me charge to speak: 

                             And speak I must, or else my heart will break. 

                                    [Browne approaches Anne.]

                             God save ye Mistress Sanders, all alone?                                          30

                             Sit ye to take the view of passengers? 

Anne                  No in good sooth sir, I give small regard 

                            Who comes, or goes; my husband I attend, 

                            Whose coming will be speedy from th' Exchange. 

Browne           A good exchange made he for single life                                             35

                           That joined in marriage with so sweet a wife. 

Anne                Come ye to speak with Master Sanders, sir? 

Browne          Why ask ye that? 

Anne                                          Because ye make a stay 

                         Here at his door. 

Browne                                    I stay in courtesy, 

                        To give you thanks for your last company;                                              40

                        I hope my kind salute doth not offend? 

Anne          No sir, and yet such unexpected kindness is like herb John
 in broth. 

Browne      I pray ye, how's that? 

Anne           ’Tmay even as well be laid aside as used. 

                      If ye have business with my husband sir,                                                   45

                      Y'are welcome, otherwise I’ll take my leave. 

Browne      Nay gentle mistress, let not my access 

                      Be means to drive you from your door so soon: 

                      I would be loath to prejudice your pleasure. 

                      For my good liking at the feast conceived,                                               50

                      If Master Sanders shall have cause to use 

                      The favour of some noble personage, 

                      Let him employ no other but George Browne, 

                      T'effect his suit without a recompense – 

                      I speak I know not what, my tongue and heart    aside.                         55

                     Are so divided through the force of love. 

Anne           I thank ye sir, but if he have such cause, 

                      I hope he’s not so void of friends in court, 

                      But he may speed and never trouble you, 

                      Yet I will do your errand if ye please.                                                      60

Browne      Even as't please you: I doubt I trouble ye. 

Anne            Resolve your doubt, and trouble me no more. 

Browne      ’Twill never be: I thought as much before. 

                       God be with you mistress. 

Anne                                                     Fare ye well, good sir.                                                                           

Browne        I’ll to Nan Drury yet, and talk with her.                                                65

                                              Exit. 

Anne           These errand-making gallants are good men, 

                      That cannot pass and see a woman sit 

                      Of any sort, alone at any door,              

                      But they will find a’scuse
 to stand and prate,                                             

                      Fools that they are to bite at every bait.                                                  70

                                      Enter Sanders. 

                      Here he comes now whom I have looked for long. 

Sanders      How now sweet Nan, sits thou here all alone? 

Anne            Better alone, than have bad company. 

Sanders      I trust there's none but good resorts to thee.                                             

Anne            There shall not sir, if I know what they be:                                              75

                      Ye have stayed late sir at th'Exchange tonight. 

Sanders      Upon occasion Nan; is supper ready? 

Anne            An hour ago. 

Sanders                              And what good company? 

                      None to sup with us? Send one for Nan Drury,                                         

                      She’ll play the wag,
 tell tales and make us merry.                              80

Anne           I think sh'as supped, but one shall run and look: 

                     If your meat be marred
 blame yourself not the cook. 

Sanders     How e’er it be, we’ll take it in good part 

                      For once and use it not, come, let’s in sweetheart.                                     

                                                    Exeunt  [Anne and Sanders.]
                                                                             Act I, 

                                                            Scene iv

Enter Drury and Trusty Roger her man [at Drury’s house.] 

Drury      Roger come hither, was there no messenger                                               

                  This day from Master Browne to speak with me? 

Roger      Mistress, not any, and that I marvel at: 

                   But I can tell you, he must come and send 

                   And be no niggard
 of his purse beside,                                                   5     

                   Or else I know how it will go with him:                                                      

                   He must not think to anchor
 where he hopes, 

                   Unless you be his pilot. 

Drury                                            Where is that?                                            

                  The fellow talks and prates he knows not what.                                            

                   I be his pilot? Whither? Canst thou tell?                                                   10

                  The cause he doth frequent my house thou seest,                                      

                   Is for the love he bears unto my daughter. 

Roger     A very good cloak, mistress, for the rain 

                  And therein I must needs commend your wit;                                              

                  Close dealing is the safest: by that means                                                  15

                  The world will be the less suspicious:                                                        

                  For whilst ’tis thought he doth affect your daughter, 

                 Who can suspect his love to Mistress Sanders? 

Drury     Why now thou art as I would have thee be,                                                  

                 Conceited and of quick capacity;                                                            20

                 Some heavy draw-latch
 would have been this month,                              

                 (Though hourly I had instructed him) 

                 Before he could have found my policy. 

                 But Hodge, thou art my heart’s interpreter,                                                  

                 And be thou secret still, as thou hast been,                                                 25

                 And doubt not but we’ll all gain by the match:                                            

                 George Browne as thou knowest is well reckoned of. 

                 A proper man and hath good store of coin, 

                 And Mistress Sanders she is young and fair,                                                 

                 And may be tempered easily like wax,                                                       30

                 Especially by one that is familiar
 with her.                                                

Roger     True mistress, nor is she the first by many 

                  That you have won to stoop unto the lure;
                                        

                  It is your trade, your living, what needs more?                                             

                  Drive you the bargain, I will keep the door.                                               35

Drury      Trusty Roger, thou well deservest thy name.                                             

Roger      But mistress, shall I tell you what I think? 

Drury      Yes Hodge, what is’t? 

Roger                                        If you'll be ruled by me.                                           

                   Be not a spokeswoman, mistress, for none of them, 

                   But be the better for it: times will change,                                                 40

                   And there's no trusting to uncertainties.                                                    

Drury       Dost think I will? Then beg me for a fool; 

                   The money I will finger ’twixt them twain                                                   

                   Shall make my daughter such a dowry 

                   As I will match her better than with Browne,                                            45

                   To some rich attorney or Gentleman:                                                     

                   Let me alone, if they enjoy their pleasure, 

                   My sweet shall be to feed upon their treasure.                                           

                                           [Enter Browne.]

Roger       Hold you there mistress: here comes Master Browne. 

Browne    Good morrow, Mistress Drury. 

Drury                                                        What Master Browne,                           50

                   Now by my faith you are the very last man                                             

                  We talked of: y'are welcome sir, how do you?                                           

                  And how speed you concerning that you wot of? 
                                        

Roger      Mistress, I’ll void the place, if so you please. 

                  And give you leave in private to confer.   [Roger goes to leave the stage] 55                

Browne   Whither goes Roger? Call him back again. 

Drury        Come hither sir, Master Browne will have you stay.                                 

Browne    Why how now Roger? Will you shrink from me?  

                    Because I saw you not, do you suppose 

                    I make no reckoning of your company.                                                    60

                   What man? Thy trust is it I build upon.                                                      

Roger       I thank you sir: nay pray you be not offended,                                          

                    I would be loath to seem unmannerly. 

Browne     Tut, a fig’s end!
 Thy counsel will do well 

                    And we must use thee, therefore tarry
 here.                                           65

                    I have no other secret to reveal,                                                               

                    But only this, that I have broke the ice,                                                     

                    And made an entrance to my love’s pursuit:                                                 

                    Sweet Mistress Sanders, that choice argument 

                    Of all perfection, sitting at her door                                                           70

                    Even now I did salute: some words there passed,                                         

                    But nothing to the purpose; neither time                                                   

                    Nor place consorted to my mind: beside,                                                     

                    Recourse of servants and of passengers 

                    Might have been jealous of our conference:                                               75

                    And therefore I refrained all large discourse.                                            

                    Only thus much I gathered by her speech,                                                 

                    That she is affable, not coy, nor scornful,                                                    

                    And may be won, would you but be entreated 

                    To be a mediator for me and persuade her.                                                80                         

Roger        I pray you do so mistress, you do know                                               

                    That Master Browne's an honest gentleman,                                             

                    And I dare swear will recompense you well.                                               

Browne    If she does mistrust me, there's my purse,    [Browne offers Drury his purse.]

                   And in the same ten angels of good gold, 
                                                  85

                   And when I can but have access to her, 

                   And am in any possibility                                                                           

                   To win her favour, challenge of me more,                                                    

                   A hundred pound in marriage with your daughter. 

Drury       Alas how dare I, Master Browne? Her husband                                           90

                   Is one that I am much beholding to, 

                   A man both loving, bountiful
 and just,                                                        

                   And to his wife, in all this city, none                                                             

                   More kind, more loyal hearted, or more firm; 

                   What sin were it to do him then that wrong?                                                 95

Browne    Oh speak not of his worth, but of her praise; 

                    If he be firm, she’s fair, if he bountiful,                                                       

                    She’s beautiful, if he loyal, she’s lovely,                                                        

                    If he, in all the City for a man 

                    Be the most absolute, she, in all the world                                                  100

                    Is for a woman the most excellent. 

                    Oh earth hath seldom such a creature seen,                                               

                    Nor subject been possessed with such a love.                                                

Roger       Mistress, can you hear this, and not be moved? 

                    I would it lay in me to help you sir,                                                             105

                    I’faith you should not need so many words. 

Browne     I know that, thou hast always been my friend,                                           

                    And though I never see Anne Sanders more,                                                          

                    Yet for my sake drink this: and Mistress Drury,   [Browne gives Roger 
                    England I must be forced to bid farewell,            money.]                         110

                    Or shortly look to hear that I am dead, 

                    Unless I may prevail to get her love.                                                                     

Roger        Good mistress leave your dumps, and speak to him.                                              

                     You need not study so, ’tis no such labour: 

                     Alas, will you see a gentleman cast away?                                              115

                     All is but George, I pray you let be done. 

Drury        Well Master Browne, not for your money’s sake                                        

                     So much, as in regard I love you well,                                                                  

                     Am I content to be your orator. 

                     Mistress Sanders shall be certified                                                         120

                     How fervently you love her, and withal, 

                     Some other words I’ll use in your behalf,                                                   

                     As you shall have access to her at least.                                                     

Browne      I ask no more; when will you undertake it? 

Drury          This day, it shall no longer be deferred.                                                125

                      And in the evening you shall know an answer. 

Browne       Here at your house? 

Drury                                          Yea here if so you please.                                        

Browne       No better place; I rest upon your promise:                                                 

                      So fare well Mistress Drury. Till that hour,                                                    

                      What sweet can earth afford will not seem sour?                                      130

                                                    [Exit Browne.]

Drury           He's sped i’faith: come Roger let us go. 

                       Ill is the wind doth no man profit blow.
                                                   

Roger           I shall not be the worse for it, that I know.                                                

                                               Exeunt [Drury and Roger.]

                                                               Act II 

                                                            Scene i

Enter Master Sanders and his man.                                         

Sanders      Sirrah,
 what bills of debt are due to me?                                     

Man             All that were due sir as this day are paid. 

Sanders      You have enough then to discharge the bond 

                       Of Master Ashmore’s fifteen hundred pound, 

                       That must be tendered on th’Exchange tonight?                                    5

Man             With that which Master Bishop owes, we have. 

Sanders       When is his time to pay? 

Man                                                    This afternoon. 

Sanders      He's a sure man, thou needst not doubt of him. 

                       In any case take heed unto my credit; 

                       I do not use, thou knowest, to break my word                                     10

                      Much less my bond: I prithee look unto it 

                      And when as Master Bishop sends his money 

                      Bring the whole sum: I’ll be upon the Burse 

                      Or if I be not thou canst take a quittance. 

Man            What shall I say unto my mistress, sir?                                                   15

                      She bade me tell out thirty pounds
 even now, 

                      She meant to have bestowed in linen cloth. 

Sanders      She must defer her market till tomorrow, 

                       I know no other shift: my great affairs 

                       Must not be hindered by such trifling wares.                                           20 

Man              She told me sir the Draper would be here 

                       And George the Milliner 
 with other things, 

                       Which she appointed should be brought her home. 

Sanders       All's one for that, another time shall serve, 

                        Nor is there any such necessity                                                             25

                        But she may very well forbear a while. 

Man              She will not so be answered at my hand. 

Sanders       Tell her I did command it should be so. 

                                               Exit. 

Man              Your pleasure shall be done sir, though thereby 

                       ’Tis I am like to bear the blame away.                                                    30

       Enter Anne Sanders, Mistress Drury, a Draper and a Milliner. 

Anne          Come near I pray you, I do like your linen and you shall have your price. 

                     But you my friend, the gloves you showed me and the Italian purse are both well 

                     made and I do like the fashion. But trust me, the perfume I am afraid will 

                     not continue, yet upon your word I’ll have them too. Sirrah where is your 

                     Master?                                                                                                   35

Man           Forsooth he’s gone to th'Exchange even now. 

Anne          Have you the money ready which I called for? 

Man           No, if it please you, my Master gave me charge I should deliver none.   

Anne          How’s that sir knave? 

                    Your Master charged you should deliver none?                                           40

                    Go to, dispatch and fetch me thirty pound 

                    Or I will send my fingers to your lips. 

Drury        Good fortune, thus incensed against her husband     aside.

                     I shall the better break with her for Browne. 

Man           I pray you mistress, pacify yourself;                                                           45

                     I dare not do it. 

Anne                                    You dare not, and why so?                                                               

Man           Because there's money to be paid tonight 

                     Upon an obligation. 

Anne                                         What of that? 

                     Therefore I may not have to serve my turn. 

Man            Indeed forsooth there is not in the house                                                   50

                      As yet sufficient to discharge that debt. 

Anne           ’Tis well that I must stand at your reversion, 

                      Entreat my prentice, 
 curtsey to my man: 

                      And he must be purse-bearer,
 when I need. 

                      This was not wont to be your Master’s order.                                          55

Drury          No, I’ll be sworn of that: I never knew 

                      But that you had at all times Mistress Sanders 

                      A greater sum than that at a command. 

                      Marry
 perhaps the world may now be changed. 

Man            Feed not my mistress’ anger, Mistress Drury,                                            60

                      You do not well: tomorrow if she list,
 

                      It is not twice so much but she may have it. 

Anne           So that my breach of credit, in the while 

                     Is not regarded: I have brought these men 

                     To have their money for such necessaries                                                 65

                     As I have bought. And they have honestly                              

                     Delivered to my hands, and now forsooth, 

                     I must be thought so bare and beggarly 

                     As they must be put off until tomorrow. 

[Draper]
 Good Mistress Sanders, trouble not yourself;                                              70

                     If that be all, your word shall be sufficient, 

                     Were it for thrice the value of my ware. 

[Milliner]
 And trust me mistress you shall do me wrong, 

                      If otherwise you do conceit of me, 

                      Be it for a week, a fortnight, or a month,                                                   75

                      Or when you will, I never would desire 

                      Better security for all I am worth. 

Anne           I thank you for your gentleness my friends, 

                     But I have never used to go on credit. 

                     There is two crowns 
 betwixt you for your pains.    [Anne gives the        80

                     Sirrah, deliver them their stuff again                           Draper and Milliner 

                    And make them drink a cup of wine. Farewell.           some money.]                                                                                                                                                  

[Draper]  Good Mistress Sanders, let me leave the cloth; 

                    I shall be chidden 
 when I do come home. 

[Milliner] And I, therefore, I pray you be persuaded.                                              85

Anne         No no, I will excuse you to your masters. 

                    So you love me use no more entreaty.          [Exeunt Master Sanders’ 

                        [Turning to Mistress Drury.]                   Man, Draper and Milliner.]

                     I am a woman, and in that respect 

                    Am well content my husband shall control me. 

                    But that my man should over-awe me too                                                90

                    And in the sight of strangers, Mistress Drury,             

                    I tell you true, does grieve me to the heart. 

Drury       Your husband was to blame, to say the truth,
 

                   That gave his servant such authority; 

                   What signifies it but he doth repose                                                          95

                   More trust in a vile boy than in his wife? 

Anne         Nay, give me leave to think the best of him; 

                    It was my destiny and not his malice. 

                    Sure I did know as well when I did rise 

                    This morning, that I should be chaste
 ere noon,                                      100

                    As where I stand. 

Drury        By what, good Mistress Sanders? 

Anne          Why by these yellow spots upon my fingers,
 

                     They never come to me, but I am sure 

                     To hear of anger ere I go to bed.                                                          105 

Drury         ’Tis like enough, I pray you let me see.    [Drury first looks at Anne’s fingers and 
                     Good sooth they are as manifest as day,   then looks at her palm.]

                     And let me tell you too, I see deciphered 

                     Within this palm of yours, to quit that evil, 

                     Fair signs of better fortune to ensue.                                                     110

                     Cheer up your heart: you shortly shall be free 

                     From all your troubles. See you this character 

                     Directly fixed to the line of life? 

                     It signifies a dissolution; 

                     You must be, Mistress Anne, a widow shortly.                                        115

Anne          No, God forbid, I hope you do but jest.               

Drury        It is most certain you must bury George. 

Anne          Have you such knowledge then in palmistry? 

Drury         More than in surgery: though I do make 

                     That my profession, this is my best living                                               120

                     And where I cure one sickness or disease 

                     I tell a hundred fortunes in a year. 

                     What makes my house so haunted as it is 

                     With merchant’s wives, bachelors and young maids, 

                     But for my matchless skill in palmistry?                                                  125

                     Lend me your hand again, I’ll tell you more. 

                     A widow said I? Yea, and make a change, 

                     Not for the worse but for the better far: 

                     A gentleman my girl must be the next, 

                     A gallant fellow, one that is beloved,                                                      130

                     Of great estates; ’tis plainly figured here, 

                     And this is called the Ladder of Promotion. 

Anne            I do not wish to be promoted so; 

                      My George is gentle, and beloved beside, 

                      And I have even as good a husband of him                                          135

                      As any wench in London hath beside. 

Drury          True, he is good, but not too good for God; 

                      He's kind, but can his love dispense with death?  

                      He's wealthy, and an handsome man beside, 

                      But will his grave be satisfied with that?                                                140

                      He keeps you well, who says the contrary?             

                      Yet better’s better. Now you are arrayed 

                      After a civil manner, but the next 

                      Shall keep you in your hood and gown of silk, 

                      And when you stir abroad ride in your coach,                                      145

                      And have your dozen men all in a livery 

                      To wait upon you: this is somewhat like. 

Anne           Yet had I rather be as now I am 

                     If God were pleasèd that it should be so. 

Drury         Aye marry now you speak like a good Christian,                               150

                     If God were pleased: O but he hath decreed 

                     It shall be otherwise, and to repine 
 

                     Against His providence you know ’tis sin. 

Anne          Your words do make me think I know not what, 

                     And burden me with fear as well as doubt.                                            155

Drury         Tut, I could tell ye, for a need, his name 

                     That is ordained to be your next husband. 

                     But for a testimony of my former speeches 

                     Let it suffice I find it in your hand 

                     That you already are acquainted with him,                                             160

                     And let me see, this crooked line derived 

                     From your ring finger shows me, not long since 

                     You had some speech with him in the street 

                     Or near about your door I am sure it was. 

Anne          I know of none more than that gentleman                                              165

                     That supped with us, they call him Captain Browne,                        

                     And he I must confess against my will 

                     Came to my door as I was sitting there, 

                     And used some idle chat might ha’ been
 spared 

                     And more iwis than I had pleasure in.                                                  170

Drury          I cannot tell, if captain Browne it were, 

                      Then captain Browne is he must marry you. 

                      His name is George I take it: yea ’tis so, 

                      My rules of palmistry declare no less. 

Anne           ’Tis very strange how ye should know so much.                                   175

Drury          Nay I can make rehearsal of the words 

                      Did pass betwixt you if I were disposed, 

                      Yet I protest I never saw the man 

                      Since, nor before the night he supped with us. 

                      Briefly, it is your fortune Mistress Sanders                                           180

                      And there's no remedy but you must leave him. 

                      I counsel you to no immodesty: 

                      ’Tis lawful, one deceased to take another. 

                      In the mean space
 I would not have you coy, 

                      But if he come unto your house, or so,                                                185

                      To use him courteously, as one for whom 

                      You were created in your birth a wife. 

Anne           If it be so I must submit myself 

                     To that which God and destiny sets down: 

                     But yet I can assure you Mistress Drury,                                               190

                     I do not find me any way inclined                                 

                     To change of new affection, nor God willing 

                     Will I be false to Sanders whilst I live. 

                     By this time he’s returned from th'Exchange;

                     Come, you shall sup with us.                                                                

                                                    Exit. 

Drury                                                        I’ll follow you.                                      195

                     Why this is well, I never could have found 

                     A fitter way to compass Browne’s desire, 

                     Nor in her woman’s breast kindled love’s fire. 

                     For this will hammer so within her head,                                              

                     As for the new, she’ll wish the old were dead,                                      200

                     When in the neck of this I will devise 

                     Some stratagem 
 to close up Sanders’ eyes. 

                                                [Exit.]

                                                                 Act II
                                                               Scene ii

Enter Tragedy with a bowl of blood in her hand. 

Tragedy      Till now you have but sitten to behold 

                         The fatal entrance to our bloody scene, 

                         And by gradations seen how we have grown 

                         Into the main stream of our tragedy: 

                         All we have done hath only been in words,                                         5

                         But now we come unto the dismal act 

                         And in these sable
 curtains shut we up 

                         The comic entrance to our direful play. 

                         This deadly banquet is prepared at hand, 

                         Where ebon
 tapers
 are brought up from hell                               10

                         To lead black murther to this damnèd deed. 

                         The ugly screech-owl
 and the night raven
 

                         With flaggy
 wings and hideous croaking noise 

                         Do beat the casements of this fatal house, 

                         Whilst I do bring my dreadful Furies
 forth,       [The Furies enter     15                   

                          To spread the table to this bloody feast.            and start setting up

                         Come forth and cover, for the time draws on,    chairs and a table               

                         Dispatch, I say, for now I must employ ye         and proceed to lay 
                         To be the ushers to this damnèd train.                a banquet.]

                         Bring forth the banquet, and that lustful wine,                                    20

                         Which in pale mazers
 made of dead men’s skulls 

                         They shall carouse
 to their destruction: 

                         By this they’re entered to this fatal door. 

          Here some strange solemn music like bells is heard within.                   

                         Hark, how the ghastly fearful chimes of night     The Furies start     
                         Do ring them in and with a doleful
 peal
       dancing a soft      25                                                                                        

                         Do fill the roof with sounds of tragedy.              dance to the solemn
                         Dispatch, I say, and be their ushers in.              music.                                                                                                                                                                                                         
The Furies go to the door [to] meet [Anne Sanders, George Browne, Mistress Drury, Roger, Lust and Chastity. Enter] Lust [who leads Browne onto the stage and then leads] Mistress Sanders [who is] covered with a black veil. Chastity [enters dressed] all in white [and tries to pull Anne away from Lust] by pulling her softly by the arm. Drury [enters and thrusts] Chastity away. [Roger then enters the stage]. They [all] march about, and then sit [at] the table. The Furies fill [the mazers with] wine. Lust drinks to Browne, he drinks to [ Anne and ] she pledgeth him. Lust embraceth [Anne and] she thrusteth Chastity from her: Chastity wrings her hands and departs. Drury and Roger embrace one another, the Furies leap and embrace one another.
 

Whilst they [are] sit[ting] down, Tragedy speaks                               

                           Here is the masque
 unto this damned murther, 

                           The Furies first, the devil leads the dance: 

                           Next, lawless Lust conducteth cruel Browne;                                30

                           He doth seduce this poor deluded soul, 

                           Attended by unspotted innocence, 

                           As yet unguilty of her husband’s death. 

                           Next follows on that instrument of hell, 

                           That wicked Drury, the accursèd fiend                                         35

                           That thrusts her forward to destruction. 

                           And last of all is Roger, Drury’s man, 

                           A villain expert in all treachery, 

                           One conversant in all her damnèd drifts, 

                           And a base broker in this murderous act.                                     40

                           Here they prepare them to these lustful feasts, 

                           And here they sit all wicked murther’s guests. 

Tragedy standing to behold them a while, till the show be done, again 

turning to the people. 

                          Thus sin prevails, she drinks that poisoned draught, 

                          With which base thoughts henceforth infects her soul, 

                          And wins her free consent to this foul deed.                                   45

                          Now blood and Lust doth conquer and subdue 

                          And Chastity is quite abandonèd: 

                          Here enters Murther into all their hearts, 

                          And doth possess them with the hellish thirst 

                          Of guiltless blood: now will I wake my chime                                50

                          And lay this charming rod upon their eyes  

                          To make them sleep in their security. 

[Tragedy places her rod on all their eyes and] they sleep. 

                            Thus sits this poor soul, innocent of late, 

                            Amongst these devils at this damnèd feast, 

                            Won and betrayed to their detested sin,                                    55

                            And thus with blood their hands shall be imbrued.
 

[Tragedy]
 sets down her blood, and rubs their hands. 

To Browne. 

                           Thy hands shall both be touched, for they alone 

                           Are the foul actors of this impious deed. 

To Drury and Roger. 

                           And thine: and thine: for thou didst lay the plot, 

                           And thou didst work this damnèd witch device.
                        60

                           Your hands are both as deep in blood as his. 

To Anne. 

                             Only thou dippedst a finger in the same, 

                             And here it is: awake now when you will, 

                             For now is the time wherein to work your ill. 

Here Browne starts up: draws his sword and runs out. 

                             Thus he is gone whilst they are all secure,                              65

                             Resolved to put these desperate thoughts in ure.
 

                             They follow him: and them will I attend 

                             Until I bring them all unto their end.

                                      [Exeunt all.]

                                                                     Act II
                                                                  Scene iii

Enter Sanders and [a gentleman.] 

Sanders            You see sir still I am a daily guest, 

                             But with so true friends as I hold yourself,                                  

                             I had rather be too rude than too precise. 

Gentleman     Sir this house is yours: you come but to your own, 

                           And what else I call mine is wholly yours,                                            5

                           So much I do endear your love sweet Master Sanders.  

                           A light, ho there.                                                            

Sanders            Well sir at this time I’ll rather be unmannerly than ceremonious; 

                             I’ll leave you sir to recommend my thanks 

                             Unto your kind respective wife.                                                       10

Gentleman       Sir for your kind patience, she’s much beholding to you 

                             And I beseech you remember me to Mistress Sanders.               

Sanders             Sir I thank you for her. 

Gentleman       Sirrah ho, who’s within there?       [Prentice enters carrying a light.]

Prentice                                                                   Sir.                                        15

Gentleman       Light a torch there and wait on Master Sanders home. 

Sanders             It shall not need sir, it is light enough.                                                        

                              Let it alone. 

Gentleman                           Nay, I pray ye sir.                                                   

Sanders              I’faith sir at this time it shall not need, 

                               ’Tis very light, the streets are full of people                                    20

                               And I have some occasion by the way that may detain me.  

                                          [Exit Prentice.]

Gentleman         Sir I am sorry that you go alone, ’tis somewhat late,          

Sanders              ’Tis well sir, God send you happy rest.                                      

Gentleman         God bless you sir: passion of me, I had forgot one thing, 

                                I am glad I thought of it before we parted:                                    25

                               Your patience sir a little. 

Here enters Browne speaking, in casting one side of his cloak under his arm. 

While master Sanders and he are in busy talk one to the other, Browne steps to 

a corner. 

Browne                This way he should come, and a fitter place 

                                The town affords not; ’tis his nearest way                                

                                And ’tis so late he will not go about. 

                                Then stand close George, and with a lucky arm, 

                                Sluice
 out his life, the hinderer of thy love.                                   30

                                Oh sable night, sit on the eye of heaven, 

                                That it discern not this black deed of darkness.                      

                                My guilty soul, burnt with lust’s hateful fire, 

                                Must wade through blood t'obtain my vile desire. 

                                Be then my coverture
 thick ugly night;                                         35

                                The light hates me and I do hate the light. 

Sanders                Goodnight sir. 

Gentleman                                   Goodnight good Master Sanders.                 

                                 Sir I shall see you on th’Exchange tomorrow. 

Sanders                 You shall, God willing Sir: goodnight.   

                                                [Exit Gentleman.]

Browne                  I hear him coming fair unto my stand;                                       40

                                  Murther and death sit on my fatal hand. 

[Browne draws to strike. Then] enters a Gentleman and a man [holding 

  a torch.]

Gentleman           Who’s there? 

Sanders                                        A friend. 

Gentleman                                                  Master Sanders? Well met.
           

Sanders             Good even gentle sir, so are you. 

Gentleman       Where have you been so late sir? 

Browne             A plague upon't, a light and company,                                          45

                             Even as I was about to do the deed. 

                             See how the devil stumbles in the nick.                                      

Sanders             Sir, here at a friend’s of mine in Lombard Street
 

                             At supper: where I promise you, 

                             Our cheer and entertainment was so great                                    50

                             That we have pass[ed] our hour. 

                             Believe me sir the evening’s stol’n away,                                  

                             I see ’tis later than I took it for. 

Gentleman      Sirrah turn there at the corner since ’tis late, 

                             I will go home with Master Sanders.                                             55

Sanders            No, I pray you sir trouble not yourself, 

                            Sir I beseech you.                                                                      

Gentleman       Sir pardon me, sirrah go on now where we are, 

                             My way lies just with yours. 

Sanders             I am beholding to you.                                                                 60

                  Exeunt [Master Sanders, Gentleman and the man holding the torch.]

Browne cometh out alone. 

Browne        Except by miracle thou art delivered as was never man; 

                          My sword unsheathed and with the piercing steel                        

                          Ready to broach
 his bosom, and my purpose 

                          Thwarted by some malignant envious star. 

                          Night I could stab thee, I could stab myself,                                     65

                           I am so mad that he escaped my hands. 

                          How like a fatal comet did that light,                                            

                          With this portentous vision fright mine eyes? 

                          A masque of devils walk along with thee, 

                          And thou the torch-bearer unto them all.                                          70

                          Thou fatal brand never mayst thou be extinct 

                          Till thou hast set that damnèd house on fire,                                  

                          Where he is lodged that brought thee to this place. 

                          Sanders this hand doth hold that death alone 

                          And bears the seal of thy destruction:                                               75

                          Some other time shall serve till thou be dead; 

                          My fortunes yet are ne’er accomplishèd.                                       

                                                  Exit. 

                                                                      Act II 

                                                                     Scene iv

Enter Master Barns and John Bean his man. 

Bean             Must I go first to Greenwich sir? 

Barns                                                    What else? 

Bean             I cannot go by water for it ebbs,                                                        

                       The wind's at west and both are strong against us.                                 

Barns         My meaning is that you shall go by land 

                       And come by water, though the tide be late.                                        5                                     

                       Fail not to be at home again this night 

                       With answer of those letters which ye have.                                       

                       This letter give to Master Cofferer;
                                                        

                        If he be not at court when ye come there 

                        Leav't at his chamber in any case.                                                       10                                                    

                        Pray Master Sanders to be here next week 

                       About the matter at St Mary Cray.
                                                    

Bean          Methinks sir under your correction,                                                       

                       Next week is ill appointed. 

Barns                                             Why, I pray ye? 

Bean         ’Tis Easter week, and every holiday                                                      15                                           

                      Are sermons at the Spittle.
 

Barns                                            What of that? 

Bean         Can Master Sanders then be spared to come?                                    

Barns       Well said John fool, I hope at afternoon                                                  

                      A pair of oars may bring him down to Woolwich.
 

                      Tell him he must come down in any wise.                                               20                                   

Bean          What shall I bring from London? 

Barns                                                    A fool’s head. 

Bean         A calf’s head's better meat,                                                                

                     ’Tis Maundy Thursday
 sir, and every butcher                                       

                      Now keeps open shop. 

Barns        Well get ye gone and hie
 ye home, how now?    Bean [goes to leave 25

                      What, art thou drunk? Canst thou not stand?          and] stumbles twice
Bean             Yes sir, I did but stumble, God send me good luck. 

                        I was not wont to stumble on plain ground.                                       

Barns            Look better to your feet then.                                                            

                                        Exit Barns. 

Bean           Yes forsooth and yet I do not like it at my setting forth;                               

                        They say it does betoken some mischance.                                          30

                        I fear not drowning if the boat be good, 

                        There is no danger in so short a cut.                                                  

                         Betwixt Blackwall
 and Woolwich is the worst,                                   

                         And if the watermen will watch the anchors,                                             

                         I’ll watch the catches
 and the hoys
 myself.                                      35

                         Well I must go: Christ’s cross, God be my speed. 

Enter Old John, and Joan his maid. 

                         Who comes there a God’s name? This woody way                          

                          Doth harbour many a false knave they say.                                        

Old John     False knaves, ha! Where be they? Let me see them, Mass
 as old 

                         as I am and have little skill, I’ll hamper a false knave yet in my            40

                         hedging-bill:
 stand thief or true man. 

Joan             Master it is John Bean.                                                                   

[Old] John   Jesu John Bean, why whither away by land?                                       

                         What make you wandering this woody way?                                           

                         Walk ye to Greenwich, or walk ye to Cray?                                       45

Bean             To Greenwich father John, good morrow, good morrow, good 

                       morrow Joan, good morrow sweet to thee.                                        

Joan           A thousand good morrows gentle John Bean. I am glad I met ye for          

                       now I have my dream. I have been so troubled with ye all this night                

                       that I could not rest for sleeping and dreaming. Methought you were     50

                       grown taller and fairer and that ye were in your shirt and methought

                       it should not be you, and yet it was you, and that ye were all in white,  

                       and went into a garden, and there was the umberst
 sort of flowers        

                       that ever I see. And methought you lay down upon a green bank and 

                       I pinned gillyflowers in your ruff and then methought your nose bled, 55

                       and as I ran to my chest to fetch ye a handkerchief methought I stumbled 

                       and so waked: what does it betoken?                                

Bean           Nay, I cannot tell, but I like neither thy dream nor my own, for I was      

                       troubled with green meadows and bulls fighting and goring one another.        

                       And one of them methought ran at me and I ran away, that I sweat in    60

                       my sleep for fear. 

Old John   Tut, fear nothing John Bean, dreams are but fancies: I dreamed myself  

                       last night that I heard the bells of Barking
 as plain to our town of 

                      Woolwich as if I had lived in the steeple.
 And that I should be married 

                       and to whom trowest thou? But to the fine gentlewoman of London      65

                       that was at your master’s the last summer? 

Bean          Who? Mistress Sanders? I shall see her anon for I have an errand to her  

                        husband: shall I tell her ye dreamed of her?                                              

Old John    Gods forbode,
 no she’ll laugh at me and call me old fool. Art thou going 

                        to London?                                                                                         70              

Bean          Yea when I have been at the court at Greenwich.
 Whither go you and 

                       your maid Joan?                                                                                                              

Old John    To stop a gap in my fence, and to drive home a cow and a calf that is in 

                       my close at Shooter’s Hill
 foot.                                                                               

Bean          ’Tis well done, Mass! I am merry since I met you two, I would your       75

                       journey lay along with mine. 

Joan           So would I with all my heart. John, pray ye bestow a groat
 or six                                     

                        pence of carnation ribbon to tie my smock sleeves, they flap about my 

                        hands too bad and I’ll give you your money again.                                                    

Bean          That I will i’faith. Will you have nothing father John?                               80

Old John    No God-a-mercy
 son John, but I would thou hadst my aqua-vitae
 

                        bottle to fill at the Black Bull
 by Battle Bridge.                                                                                

Bean           So would I: well, here our ways part, you must that way, and I this.

                      [Whilst saying this, Bean points to one side of the stage and then the other.]
Old John    Why, John Bean, canst part with thy love without a kiss?                                

Bean           Ye say true father John, my business puts kissing                                   85

                         out of my mind. Farewell sweet Joan. 

                                        [Bean] kiss[es] Joan.   

Joan           Farewell sweet John, I pray ye have a care of yourself for my dream  

                        and bless ye out of swaggerers’
 company and walk not too late. My 

                        Master and I will pray for ye.                                                                                                                          

Old John    That we will i’faith John Bean.                                                                90                                   

Bean            God be with ye both. [Old John and Joan exit one side of the stage.] I

                         could even weep to see how kind they are unto me; there’s a wench!  

                         Well if I live I’ll make her amends.                                                                 

                   [Bean exits on the opposite side of the stage.]                                  

                                 Act III 

                               Scene i

Enter Browne and Drury.

Browne       Nay speak your conscience, was’t not strange fortune 

                       That at the instant when my sword was drawn, 

                       And I had thought to have nailed him to a post 

                       A light should come and so prevent my purpose? 

Drury           It was so Master Browne: but let it pass,                                               5

                       Another time shall serve; never give o’er
 

                       Till you have quite removed him out your way. 

Browne       And if I do, let me be held a coward 

                       And no more worthy to obtain her bed 

                       Than a foul Negro to embrace a Queen.                                               10

Drury           You need not quail for doubt of your reward: 

                       You know already she is won to this, 

                       What by my persuasion and your own suit, 

                       That you may have her company when you will. 

                       And she herself is thoroughly resolved                                                 15

                       None but George Browne must be her second husband. 

Browne       The hope of that makes me o’nights to dream 

                       Of nothing but the death of wretched Sanders, 

                       Which I have vowed in secret to my soul 

                       Shall not be long before that be determined.                                         20

                       But I do marvel that our scout returns not, 

                       Trusty Roger whom we sent to dog him.
 

Drury           The knave's so careful, Master Browne, of you, 

                       As he will rather die than come again 

                       Before he find fit place to do the deed.                                                 25

Browne        I am beholding both to you and him, 

                       And Mistress Drury, I’ll requite your loves. 

                        Enter Roger. 

Drury          By the mass see where the whoreson
 comes 

                      Puffing and blowing almost out of breath. 

Browne      Roger how now, where hast thou been all day?                                      30

Roger         Where have I been? Where I have had a jaunt 

                      Able to tire a horse. 

Browne                                      But dost thou bring 

                     Any good news where I may strike the stroke 

                     Shall make thyself and me amends for all? 

Roger        That gather by the circumstance: first know                                              35

                     That in the morning ’til ’twas nine o’ clock, 

                      I watched at Sanders’ door till he came forth. 

                     Then followed him to Cornhill,
 where he stayed 

                     An hour talking in a merchant’s warehouse. 

                     From thence he went directly to the Burse
                                          40

                     And there he walked another hour at least 

                     And I at’s
 heels. By this it stroke eleven; 

                     Home then he comes to dinner. By the way 

                     He chanced to meet a gentleman of the court 

                     With whom as he was talking I drew near,                                                45

                     And at his parting from him heard him say 

                     That in the afternoon without all fail 

                     He would be with him at the court. This done 

                     I watched him at his door till he had dined, 

                     Followed him to Lion Quay,
 saw him take boat                                    50

                     And in a pair of oars, as soon as he 

                     Landed at Greenwich, where ever since 

                     I traced him to and fro with no less care 

                     Than I had done before. Till at the last 

                      I heard him call unto a waterman
                                                             55

                     And bade he should be ready, for by six 

                     He meant to be at London back again. 

                     With that away came I to give you notice 

                     That as he lands at Lion Quay this evening 

                     You might dispatch him and escape unseen.                                              60

Browne     Hodge, thou hast won my heart by this day’s work 

Drury         Beshrew me, 
 but he hath taken mighty pains. 

Browne      Roger come hither, there's for thee to drink,    [Browne gives Roger

                      And one day I will do thee greater good.          some money.]

Roger         I thank you sir, Hodge is at your command.                                             65

Browne      Now Mistress Drury, if you please, go home, 

                      ’Tis much upon the hour of his return. 

Roger          Nay, I am sure he will be here straightway. 

Drury           Well I will leave you, for ’tis somewhat late. 

                       God speed your hand and so Master Browne goodnight.                        70

Roger          Mistress, I pray you, spare me for this once; 

                       I’ll be so bold as stay with Master Browne. 

Drury           Do: and Master Browne, if you prevail 

                       Come to my house; I’ll have a bed for you.                           
Browne      You shall have knowledge if I chance to speed,                                       75

                      But I’ll not lodge in London for a while 

                      Until the rumour shall be somewhat past.        

                                   Exit [Mistress Drury.]

                      Come Roger, where is’t best to take our standing? 

Roger          Marry at this corner, in my mind.  [Roger moves to a corner of the stage
                                                                           followed by Browne.]

Browne       I like it well, ’tis dark and somewhat close,                                              80

                       By reason that the houses stand so near: 

                       Beside, if he should land at Billingsgate, 

                      Yet are we still betwixt his house and him. 

Roger        You say well Master Browne, ’tis so indeed. 

Browne     Peace then, no more words for being spied.                                               85

Enter Anne Sanders, and John Bean.
Anne           I marvel, John, thou sawst him not at court; 

                     He hath been there ever since one o’clock. 

[Bean]
        Indeed, Mistress Sanders, I heard not of him. 

Anne           Pray God that Captain Browne hath not been moved      aside
                     By some ill motion to endanger him!                                                         90

                     I greatly fear it; he's so long away. 

                     But tell me, John, must thou needs home tonight?  [Turning towards Bean.]

[Bean]        Yes of necessity, for so my master bade.
 

Anne            If it be possible, I prithee stay 

                      Until my husband come. 

[Bean]                                              I dare not, trust me,                                          95 

                       And I doubt that I have lost my tide already. 

Anne            Nay that’s not so: come, I’ll bring thee to the Quay.  

                       I hope we shall meet my husband by the way.                                                                                                                  
Roger          That should be Mistress Sanders by her tongue. 

Browne       It is my love, oh how the dusky night                                                   100

                       Is by her coming forth made sheen and bright: 

                       I’ll know of her why she's abroad so late. 

Roger          Take heed Master Browne, see where Sanders comes. 

Browne       A plague upon't, now am I prevented, 

                       She being by how can I murther him?                                                  105

                         Enter Sanders [and waterman]  

Sanders       Your fare’s but eighteen pence, here's half-a-crown.
 [Sanders gives the 

                                                                                                    waterman some

                                                                                                     money.]

Waterman   I thank your worship, God give ye goodnight.

Sanders     Goodnight with all my heart. 

                                       [waterman exits.]

Anne                                                      Oh here he is now: 

                     Husband, y'are welcome home: now Jesu
 man 

                     That you will be so late upon the water?                                               110

Sanders    My business sweetheart was such I could not choose 

Anne          Here's Master Barns’ man hath stayed all day to speak with you. 

Sanders     John Bean welcome, how is’t? 

                     How doth thy Master and all our friends at Woolwich? 

[Bean]        All in good health sir when I came thence.                                            115

Sanders    And what's the news John Bean? 

[Bean]      My Master, sir, requests you, that upon Tuesday next you would take the pains 

                    to come down to Woolwich about the matter you wot of. 

Sanders     Well John, tomorrow thou shalt know my mind. 

[Bean]        Nay sir, I must to Woolwich by this tide.                                              120

Sanders     What, tonight? There is no such haste I hope. 

[Bean]        Yes truly with your pardon it must be so. 

Sanders     Well then, if John you will be gone, commend me to your Master and 

                      tell him, without fail on Tuesday sometime of the day I’ll see him, and so 

                      goodnight.                                                                                          125

Anne            Commend me likewise to thy Master John.                                           

[Bean]         I thank you, Mistress Sanders, for my cheer; 

                       Your commendations shall be delivered. 

            [Exeunt Anne, Sanders and Bean. Bean exits on one side of the stage and 

            the Sanders’ exit the other.]
Browne        I would thyself and he were both sent hence 

                        To do a message to the devil of hell                                                   130

                        For interrupting this my solemn vow.                                                    

                        But questionless
 some power or else prayer 

                        Of some religious friend or other guards him, 

                        Or else my sword's unfortunate; ’tis so,  [Browne looks at his sword.]

                        This metal was not made to kill a man.                                               135

Roger           Good Master Browne fret not yourself so much;                                    

                        Have you forgot what the old proverb is, 

                        The third time pays for all?
 Did you not hear 

                        That he sent word to Master Barns of Woolwich 

                        He would be with him as on Tuesday next?                                         140

                        ’Twixt that and then lie you in wait for him,                                              

                        And though he have escaped your hand so oft 

                        You may be sure to pay him home at last. 

Browne         Fury had almost made me past myself, 

                        ’Tis well remembered, Hodge. It so shall be,                                      145

                         Some place will I pick out as he does pass,                                            

                         Either in going or in coming back 

                         To end his hateful life: come let’s away 

                         And at thy mistress’ house we’ll spend this night 

                         In consultation how it may be wrought.                                             150

                       Exeunt.
                                            Act III
                                                       Scene ii

Tragedy       Twice as you see this sad distressèd man, 

                        The only mark whereat foul Murther shot, 

                        Just in the loose of envious eager death 

                        By accidents strange and miraculous 

                        Escaped the arrow aimèd at his heart,                                                    5

                        Suppose him on the water now for Woolwich 

                        For secret business with his bosom friend. 

                        From thence, as fatal destiny conducts him 

                        To Mary-Cray by some occasion called: 

                        Which by false Drury’s means made known to Browne,                        10

                        Lust, gain and murther spurred this villain on, 

                        Still to pursue this unsuspecting soul, 

                        And now the dreadful hour of death is come, 

                        The dismal morning when the destinies 

                        Do shear the labouring vital thread of life.
                                          15

                        When as the lamb left in the woods of Kent

                        Unto this ravenous wolf becomes a prey. 

                        Now of his death the general intent 

                        Thus Tragedy doth to your eyes present. 

    The Music playing, enters Lust bringing forth Browne and Roger at one end 

    Mistress Sanders and Mistress Drury at the other, they offering cheerfully to 

    meet and embrace. Suddenly riseth up a great tree between them, whereat 

    amazedly they step back, whereupon Lust bringeth an axe to Mistress Sanders 

    showing signs that she should cut it down, which she refuseth, albeit Mistress 

    Drury offers to help her. Then Lust brings the [a]xe to Browne and shows the 

    like signs to him as before, whereupon he roughly and suddenly hews down the 

    tree, and then they run together and embrace. With that enters Chastity, with 

    her hair dishevelled, and taking Mistress Sanders by the hand, brings her to her 

    husband’s picture hanging on the wall, and pointing to the tree, seems to tell 

    her that [her husband ]  is the tree so rashly cut down. Whereupon she, wringing 

    her  hands in tears, departs [with Chastity]. Browne, Drury, [and] Roger [are left

    on stage with Lust] whispering. [Browne]  draws his sword [and exits followed

    by Roger, Drury and  Lust.] [Leaving ]Tragedy [alone on stage] expressing that

   now [Browne] goes to act the deed. 

Tragedy      Lust leads together this adulterous rout,
                                                 20

                       But as you see are hindered thus; before 

                       They could attain unto their foul desires 

                       The tree springs up, whose body, whilst it stands, 

                       Still keeps them back when they would fain embrace, 

                       Whereat they start, for fury evermore                                                    25

                       Is full replete with fear and envy. 

                       Lust giveth her the axe to cut it down  

                       To rid her husband whom it represents, 

                       In which this damnèd woman would assist her.

                       But though by them seduced to consent                                                30

                      And had a finger in her husband’s blood 

                      Could not be won to murther him herself. 

                       Lust brings the axe to Browne, who suddenly  

                       Doth give the fatal stroke unto the tree, 

                      Which being done, they then embrace together:                                      35

                       The act performed, now Chastity appears, 

                       And pointing to the picture and the tree, 

                       Unto her guilty conscience shows her husband, 

                       Even so cut off by that vile murtherer Browne. 

                       She wrings her hands repenting of the fact                                             40

                       Touched with remorse, but now it is too late. 

                       What’s here expressed in act is to be done, 

                       The sword is drawn, the murtherer forth doth run; 

                       Lust leads him on, he follows him with speed, 

                       The only actor in this damnèd deed.                                                      45

                        [Exit.]
                                           Act III
                                                  Scene iii

Enter Browne reading a Letter, and Roger [at Shooters hill.]
Browne       Did I but waver, or were unresolved, 

                       These lines were able to encourage me.

                       Sweet Nan I kissed thy name, and for thy sake,    [Browne kisses Anne  

                       What coward would not venture more than this?   Sanders’ signature at the 

                        Kill him? Yea, were his life ten thousand lives,      bottom of the letter  5

                        Not any spark or cinder of the same                    and puts it away.]

                       Should be unquenched in blood at thy request. 

                       Roger thou art assured he’ll come this way? 

Roger        Assurèd sir? Why I heard him say so: 

                       For having lodged at Woolwich, all last night,                                        10               

                       As soon as day appeared I got me up, 

                       And watched aloof at Master Barns’ door 

                       Till he and Master Sanders both came forth. 

Browne       Till both came forth? What, are they both together? 

Roger        No sir, Master Barns himself went back again                                       15

                       And left his man to bear him company, 

                       John Bean: you know him, he that was at London 

                      When we laid wait for him at Billingsgate. 

Browne      Is it that stripling?
 Well, no more ado.

                        Roger go thou unto the hedge corner                                                   20

                       At the hill foot: there stand and cast thine eye 

                       Toward Greenwich park, see if Blackheath
 be clear, 

                       Lest by some passenger we be descry’d.
 

Roger        Shall ye not need my help sir? They are twain.
 

Brown        No, were they ten, mine arm is strong enough                                      25

                       Even of itself to buckle with them all, 

                       And ere George Sanders shall escape me now, 

                       I will not reck what massacre I make. 

Roger        Well sir, I’ll go and watch, and when I see 

                       Anybody coming I’ll whistle to you.                                                     30

Browne      Do so I prithee: I would be alone. 

                       My thoughts are studious and unsociable, 

                       And so's my body till this deed be done. 

                       But let me see, what time a day is’t now? 

                       It cannot be imagined by the sun,          [Browne looks up to the sky  35

                       For why I have not seen it shine today,    at the sun.]

                       Yet as I gather by my coming forth, 

                       Being then six, it cannot now be less 

                       Than half an hour past seven: the air is gloomy; 

                       No matter, darkness best fits my intent.                                               40

                       Here will I walk, and after shroud myself 

                      Within those bushes when I see them come. 
                                        [Exit Roger.]
Enter Master Sanders and John Bean. 

Sanders    John Bean, this is the right way, is it not? 

[Bean]        Aye sir, would to God we were past this wood. 

Sanders    Why art thou afraid? See, yonder’s company. [Sanders points to Browne.] 45

Browne     They have espied me, I will slip aside.  [Browne moves to the other side 
                                                                                 of the stage to hide behind some

                                                                                 bushes.]

[Bean]        O God sir, I am heavy at the heart. 

                       Good Master Sanders let’s return back to Woolwich, 

                       Methinks I go this way against my will. 

Sanders     Why so I prithee? 

[Bean]                              Truly I do not like                                                   50

                       The man we saw, he slipped so soon away 

                       Behind the bushes. 

Sanders                               Trust me John nor I, 

                       But yet God willing we will keep our way. 

[Bean]        I pray you sir let us go back again; 

                        I do remember now a dream was told me,                                          55

                       That might I have the world I cannot choose 

                       But tremble every joint to think upon't. 

Sanders     But we are men; let’s not be so faint hearted 

                       As to affright ourselves with visions. 

                       Come on a God’s name. 

Browne steps out [from hiding] and strikes up John’s heels.

[Bean]                                                 Oh we are undone. [Bean falls to the ground.] 60

Sanders     What seek you sir? 

Browne                               Thy blood, which I will have. 

Sanders     Oh take my money, and preserve my life! 

Browne     It is not millions that can ransom thee, 

                      Nor this base drudge, for both of you must die. 

Sanders    Hear me a word: you are a gentleman,                                                  65

                     Soil not your hands with blood of innocents. 

Browne    Thou speakest in vain. 

Sanders                                Then God forgive my sin, 

                      Have mercy on me, and upon thee too, 

                      The bloody author of my timeless death. 

[Browne plunges his sword into Sanders a few times and Sanders falls to the ground, 

fatally wounded.]
Browne      Now will I dip my handkerchief in his blood,        [Browne dips his      70

                      And send it as a token to my love,                         handekerchief into

                      Look how many wounds my hand hath given him,  Sanders’ wounds.]

                      So many holes I’ll make within this cloth. 

Sanders    Jesu receive my soul into thy hands. 

Browne     What sound was that? It was not he that spoke,                                   75

                      The breath is vanished from his nostrils, 

                      Was it the other? No, his wounds are such 

                      As he is likewise past the use of speech. 

                      Who was it then that thundered in mine ears, 

                      The name of Jesu? Doubtless ’twas my conscience                               80

                      And I am damned for this unhallowed deed. 

                      O sin how hast thou blinded me till now, 

                      Promising me security and rest, 

                      But givest me dreadful agony of soul? 

                      What shall I do? Or whither shall I fly?                                                 85

                      The very bushes will discover me. 

                      See how their wounds do gape unto the skies, [Browne points to

                      Calling for vengeance.                                       Sanders’ wounds. ]

                                  Enter Roger. 

Roger                                                  How now Master Browne? 

                      What have you done? Why so, let’s away,  

                       For I have spied come riding o’er the heath                                        90

                       Some half a dozen in a company. 

Browne      Away to London thou, I’ll to the court, 

                       And show myself, and after follow thee. 

                       Give this to Mistress Sanders, bid her read  [Browne passes Roger the 

                       Upon this bloody handkerchief the thing      bloodied handkerchief.]  95

                       As I did promise and have now performed. 

                       But were it Roger to be done again 

                       I would not do it for a kingdom’s gain. 

Roger        Tut faint not now, come let us haste away. 

Browne     Oh I must fear, what ever thou dost say,                                             100

                      My shadow if nought else will me betray. 

                                                     Exeunt. 

 Bean left wounded and for dead, stirs and creeps. 

Bean         Dare I look up, for fear he yet be near 

                      That thus hath martyred me? Yea, the coast is clear: 

                      For all these deadly wounds, yet lives my heart. 

                      Alack, how loath poor life is from my limbs to part!                            105

                      I cannot go, ah no, I cannot stand;                      [Bean tries to stand but
                      O God that some good body were near hand       falls to the ground. ]

                      To help me home to Woolwich ere I die, 

                      To creep that way-ward whilst I live I’ll try: 

                      O could I crawl but from this cursèd wood,                                        110

                       Before I drown myself in my own blood. 

Enter Old John and Joan. 

Old John  Now by my father’s saddle Joan I think we are bewitched, my beasts were 

                     never wont to break out so often: sure as death the harlotries are 

                     bespoken:
but it is that heifer with the white back that leads them all a 

                     gadding,
 a good luck take her.                                                         115       

Joan      It is not dismal day Master? Did ye look in the almanac?
 If it be not, then 

                  ’tis either long of the brinded
 cow, that was n’er well in her wits since the 

                  butcher bought her calf, or long of my dream. Or of my nose bleeding this 

                  morning, for as I was washing my hands my nose bled three drops, then I 

                  thought of John Bean, God be with him, for I dreamed he was married 120

                  and that our white calf  was killed for his wedding dinner. God bless them 

                  both, for I love them both well.

Bean creeps. 

Old John   Marry amen for I tell thee my heart is heavy, God send me good luck: my 

                      eyes dazzle
 and I could weep. Lord bless us, what sight is this? Look 

                      Joan and cross thyself.                                                                    125  

Joan         O Master, Master, look in my purse for a piece of ginger, I shall sweb,
 I 

                      shall swound,
 cut my lace, and cover my face, I die else, it is John Bean, 

                      killed, cut, slain: Master, and ye be a man, help. 

Old John   John Bean? Now Gods forbode, alack
 alack, good John, how came ye in 

                      this piteous plight? Speak good John, nay groan not, speak who has     130

                     done this deed? Thou hast not fordone thyself, hast thou?                                     

Bean          Ah no, no. 

Joan           Ah, no, no, he need not have done that, for God knows I loved him as 

                       dearly as he loved me; speak John, who did it? 

Bean          One in a white doublet and blue breeches; he has slain another too, not 135

                       far off: O stop my wounds if ye can.                                                             

Old John    Joan, take my napkin and thy apron, and bind up his wounds, and cows go 

                       where they will till we have carried him home. [Old John passes Joan his 

                                                                                              napkin and apron.]

Joan           Woe worth
 him John that did this dismal deed,          [Joan tries to bind 
                        Heart-break be his mirth, and hanging be his meed. Bean’s wounds.]  140

Old John    Ah welladay,
 see where another lies, a handsome comely ancient 

                        gentleman: what an age live we in? When men have no mercy of men 

                        more than of dogs, bloodier than beasts? This is the deed of some 

                        swaggering, swearing, drunken desperate Dick. Call we them 

                       caballeros?
Mass they be cannibals, that have the stabs readier in      145

                       their hands than  than a penny in their purse: shame’s death be their share. 

                       Joan,
 hast thou done? Come lend me a hand, to lay this good man in 

                       some bush, from birds and from beasts, till we carry home John Bean to 

                       his Master’s, and raise all Woolwich to fetch home this man, and make 

                       search: lift there Joan: so, so.                                150
[Old John and Joan exit the stage] carry[ing]out Sanders’ [dead body. They then re-enter

and carry Bean off the stage.]
Bean          Lord comfort my soul, my body is past cure. 

Old John   Now let’s take up John Bean:   [John and Joan pick up Bean.]      

                       Softly Joan, softly. 

Joan          Ah John, little thought I to have carried thee thus within this week, but my 

                      hope is aslope and my joy is laid to sleep.                                              155

                                         Exeunt. 

                                              Act III
                                                        Scene iv

Enter a Yeoman of the Buttery, [Master] Browne, and Master James [at a tavern.] 

Yeoman  Welcome Master Browne, what is’t you'll drink, ale or beer? 

Browne   Marry ale and if you please;                                                                    

                    You see sir I am bold to trouble you. 

Yeoman   No trouble sir at all, the Queen our mistress 

                    Allows this bounty to all comers, much more                                        5

                    To Gentlemen of your sort: some ale there ho. 

Enter one  with a Jack
 and a court dish. 

Yeoman   Here Master Browne, thus much to your health.                                   

Browne    I thank you sir: nay, prithee fill my cup.           [the man fills Browne’s cup
                     Here Master James, to you with all my heart.  and Browne raises it to
                     How say you now sir? Was I not adry?          James.]                      10

Yeoman   Believe me yes, wil't please ye mend your draught? 

Browne   No more sir in this heat, it is not good.                                                      
James       It seems, Master Browne, that you have gone apace. 

                    Came you from London that you made such haste? 

                    But soft, what have I spied? Your hose is bloody.                              15

Browne   How, bloody? Where? Good sooth ’tis so indeed. 

Yeoman   It seems it is but newly done. 

Browne                                         No more it is:                                            

                    And now I do remember how it came: 

                    Myself, and some two or three Gentlemen more 

                    Crossing the field this morning here from Eltham
                                20

                    Chanced by the way to start a brace of hares, 

                    One of the which we killed, the other scaped,
                                              

                    And pulling forth the garbage
 this befell: 

                    But ’tis no matter, it will out again. 

Yeoman   Yes there's no doubt with a little soap and water.                              25

James       I would I had been with you at that sport. 

Browne    I would you had sir, ’twas good sport indeed.                                            

                     Now afore God, this blood was ill espied!          ---Aside.
                     But my excuse I hope will serve the turn. 

                    Gentlemen, I must to London this forenoon       [Turning to the       30

                    About some earnest business doth concern me. Gentlemen.]

                    Thanks for my ale and your good companies.                                             

Both        Adieu good Master Browne. 

Browne   Farewell unto you both. 

                                 Exit.                                         
James     An honest proper Gentleman as lives:                                               35

                   God be with you sir, I’ll up into the Presence.
 

Yeoman  Y'are welcome Master James, God be with ye sir.                                      

                                                            Exeunt 

                              Act IV

                              Scene i

Enter Anne Sanders, Anne Drury, and Roger: Drury having the bloody handkerchief 

in her hand[; at Master Sanders’ house.]
Anne       Oh show not me that ensign of despair, 

                    But hide it, burn it, bury it in the earth! 

                    It is a calendar of bloody letters 

                    Containing his, and yours, and all our shames. 

Drury      Good Mistress Sanders, be not so outrageous.                                      5               

Anne       What tell you me? Is not my husband slain? 

                   Are not we guilty of his cruel death? 

                   Oh my dear husband I will follow thee: 

                   Give me a knife, a sword, or anything 

                   Wherewith I may do justice on myself.                                                   10                                                              

                   Justice for murther, justice for the death 

                   Of my dear husband, my betrothèd love. 

Roger     These exclamations will bewray us all; 

                   Good Mistress Sanders, peace. 

Drury                                            I pray you peace. 

                  Your servants or some neighbours else will hear.                                     15

Anne       Shall I fear more my servants or the world 

                   Than God Himself? He heard our treachery 

                   And saw our complot and conspiracy. 

                   Our heinous sin cries in the ears of him 

                   Louder than we can cry upon the earth:                                                  20

                   A woman’s sin, a wife’s inconstancy. 

                   Oh God that I was born to be so vile, 

                   So monstrous and prodigious for my lust. 

                   Fie on this pride of mine, this pampered flesh; 

                   I will revenge me on these ticing
 eyes                                                  25

                  And tear them out for being amorous. [Anne tries to scratch her face.]

                  Oh Sanders my dear husband! Give me leave, 

                  Why do you hold me? Are not my deeds ugly? 

                   Let then my faults be written in my face. 

Drury     Oh do not offer violence to yourself.                                                      30

Anne       Have I not done so already? Is not 

                   The better part of me by me misdone? 

                   My husband is he not slain? Is he not dead? 

                   But since you labour to prevent my grief 

                   I’ll hide me in some closet of my house                                                 35

                  And there weep out mine eyes or pine to death 

                  That have untimely stopped my husband’s breath. 

                                                  Exit. 

Drury     What shall we do Roger? Go thou and watch 

                   For Master Browne’s arrival from the court 

                  And bring him hither; happily his presence                                              40

                  Will be a means to drive her from this passion. 

                   In the mean space I will go after her 

                   And do the best I can to comfort her. 

Roger     I will: take heed she do not kill herself. 

Drury     For God’s sake haste thee and be circumspect.                                     45

                                                        [Exeunt]
Enter Sanders’ young son, and another boy [named Harry] coming from school. 

Young Sanders    Come Harry shall we play a game? 

Harry                                                               At what? 

Young Sanders    Why at Cross and Pile.
 

Harry                                                You have no counters. 

Young Sanders     Yes but I have as many as you. 

Harry                    I’ll drop with you, and he that has most take all. 

Young Sanders     No sir, if you’ll play a game, ’tis not yet twelve by half an hour, 50

                                     I’ll set you like a gamester.
 

Harry                   Go to, where shall we play? 

Young Sanders                                         Here at our door. [Young Sanders 

                                                                                                               and Harry

                                                                                                               go and sit at 

                                                                                                               the door of the 

                                                                                                               Sanders’ 

                                                                                                               house.]

Harry                    What and if your father find us? 

Young Sanders     No, he’s at Woolwich and will not come home tonight. 

Harry                    Set me then and here's a good.                                                55

 Enter Brown and Roger [on the other side of the stage across from Master

 Sanders’ house.]
Browne                 Is she so out of patience as thou say’st?                                    

Roger                   Wonderful sir, I have not seen the like. 

Browne                What does she mean by that? Nay what mean I 

                                    To ask the question? Has she not good cause? 

                                    Oh yes, and we have every one of us just cause                        60

                                    To hate and be at variance with ourselves.                                 

                                    But come, I long to see her. 

                                                 ---he spies the boy.

Roger                                                       How now Captain? 

                                    Why stop you on the sudden? Why go you not? 

                                    What makes you look so ghastly towards the house? 

Browne                 Is not the foremost of those pretty boys                                   65

                                     One of George Sanders’ sons?                                                   

Roger                   Yes, ’tis his youngest. 

Browne                Both youngest and eldest are now made fatherless 

                                    By my unlucky hand. I prithee go 

                                    And take him from the door, the sight of him                            70

                                    Strikes such a terror to my guilty conscience                               

                                    As I have not the heart to look that way 

                                    Nor stir my foot until he be removed. 

                                    Methinks in him I see his father’s wounds 

                                    Fresh bleeding in my sight; nay, he doth stand                           75

                                    Like to an Angel with a fiery sword                                             

                                    To bar mine entrance at that fatal door.
 

                                    I prithee step and take him quickly thence. 

Roger                  Away my pretty boy, your master comes,  [Roger approaches Young 
                                   And you’ll be taken playing in the street.       Sanders.]              80

                                   What, at unlawful games? Away, be gone,                                     

                                   ’Tis dinner time; young Sanders you’ll be yerk’d,
 

                                    Your mother looks for you before this time. 

Young Sanders   Gaffer if you'll not tell my master of me, [Young Sanders points 
                                   I’ll give you this new silk point.
            to the point on his    85

                                                                                                 breeches.]

Roger                  Go to, I will not.                                                                           

Harry                  Nor of me, and there's two counters, I have won no more. [Harry

                                                                                                                             offers 

                                                                                                                             Roger his 

                                                                                                                             counters.]

Roger                  Of neither of you, so you will be gone. 

Young Sanders    God be with you, ye shall see me no more. 

Harry                   Nor me, I mean playing at this door.                                       90

                                           [Exeunt Young Sanders and Harry.]

Roger                  Now Captain if you please you may come forward,                       

                                               [Enter Anne and Drury.]

                                   But see where Mistress Sanders and my mistress 

                                   Are coming forth to meet you on the way. 

Drury                  See where Master Browne is; in him take comfort 

                                   And learn to temper your excessive grief.                                 95

Anne                   Ah, bid me feed on poison and be fat,                                           

                                  Or look upon the basilisk
 and live, 

                                  Or surfeit daily and be still in health, 

                                  Or leap into the sea and not be drowned: 

                                  All these are even as possible as this,                                        100

                                  That I should be recomforted by him                                           

                                  That is the author of my whole lament. 

Browne              Why Mistress Anne I love you dearly, 

                                  And but for your incomparable beauty 

                                  My soul had never dreamt of Sanders’ death:
                           105

                                  Then give me that which now I do deserve,                                   

                                  Yourself, your love, and I will be to you 

                                  A husband so devote as none more just 

                                  Or more affectionate shall tread this earth. 

Anne                   If you can crave it of me with a tongue                                     110

                                  That hath not been profaned with wicked vows,                            

                                  Or think it in a heart did never harbour 

                                  Pretence of murther, or put forth a hand 

                                  As not contaminate with shedding blood, 

                                  Then will I willingly grant your request.                                     115

                                  But oh your hand, your heart, your tongue, and eye,                     

                                  Are all presenters of my misery. 

Browne              Talk not of that, but let us study now 

                                  How we may salve it and conceal the fact. 

Anne                  Mountains will not suffice to cover it,
                                        120

                                 Cimmerian
 darkness cannot shadow it,                                          

                                 Nor any policy wit hath in store 

                                 Cloak it so cunningly, but at the last 

                                  If nothing else yet will the very stones 

                                 That lie within the streets cry out for vengeance                        125

                                 And point at us to be the murderers.
                                              

                                                    Exeunt 

                                                             Act IV

                                                            Scene ii

Enter three Lords, Master James, and two [m]essengers with their boxes, one Lord 

reading a letter. 

1 Lord        ’Fore God my lords a very bloody act. This [Lord] hath the letter.
2 Lord        Yea, and committed in eye of court
 

                        Audaciously, as who should say, he durst
 

                        Attempt a murther in despite of law. 

3 Lord        Pray ye let’s see your letter, good my lord.                                         5

                             He takes and reads the letter 
                        Ten wounds at least and deadly every wound, 

                        And yet he lives and tells marks of the man! 

                        Even at the edge of Shooters hill, so near? 

1 Lord        We shall not need to send these messengers, 

                         For hue and cry may take the murtherers.                                         10

Enter a fourth Lord with a Waterman and a Page. 

4 Lord          Nay sirrah you shall tell this tale again 

                          Before the lords, come on: my lords what news? 

1 Lord          Bad news my lord, a cruel murther’s done 

                          Near Shooters hill, and here's a letter come 

                          From Woolwich from a gentleman of worth                                    15

                          Noting the manner and the marks of him 

                          By likelihood that did that impious deed. 

4 Lord        ’Tis noised at London that a merchant’s slain, 

                        One Master Sanders dwelling near Thames Street, 

                        And that George Browne, a man whom we all know,                          20

                         Is vehemently suspected for the fact 

                         And fled upon't, and this same waterman 

                         That brought me down says he rowed him up 

                         And that his hose were bloody, which he hid 

                         Still with his hat sitting bare head in the boat,                                       25

                         And sighed and stared as one that was afraid. 

                         How sayst thou sirrah, was't not so he did? 

Waterman   Yes, and if it
 please your Lordship so it was. 

[4] Lord         What did he wear? 

Waterman                            A doublet of white satin 

                           And a large pair of breeches of blue silk.                                          30

2 Lord          Was he so suited when you drank with him, 

                         Here in the buttery? 

James                                   Yea my lord he was. 

3 Lord         And his hose bloody? 

James                                       Just as he affirms. 

3 Lord          Confer the marks the wounded fellow tells with these reports. 

1 Lord          The man that did the deed     [Lord 1] reads [from the letter.]      35

             Was fair and fat, his doublet of white silk, 

                          His hose of blue. I am sorry for George Browne.  looks off 
 
                          ’Twas he my Lords.                                            

4 Lord                                      The more accursèd man. 

                             Get warrants drawn and messengers attend, 

                             Call all your fellows, ride out every way,                                         40

                             Post to the ports, give charge that no man pass 

                             Without our warrant; one take boat to London, 

                             Command the Sheriffs make wise and speedy search 

                             Decipher him by all the marks you can; 

                             Let blood be paid with blood in any man.                                       45

1 Lord            We were to blame else. Come my lords, let’s in 

                             To sign our warrants and to send them out. 

                                                         Exeunt [all.] 

Enter Drury, and Roger with a bag [at Drury’s house.]
Drury               Why Roger, canst thou get but twenty pound 

                              Of all the plate that thou hadst from us both? 

                              Mine own’s worth twenty, what hadst thou of her?                         50

Roger              Two bowls and spoons, I know not what myself. 

                             ’Tis in a note, and I could get no more 

                              But twenty pound. 

Drury 

                                                             Alas ’twill do no good. 

                              And he must thence, if he be ta’en
 he dies; 

                              On his escape thou knowest our safety lies.                                  55

Roger              That’s true; alas what will ye have me do? 

Drury            Run to Nan Sanders: bid her make some shift, 

                           Try all her friends to help at this dead lift
 

                           For all the money that she can devise, 

                           And send by thee with all the haste she may;                                    60

                            Tell her we die if Browne make any stay. 

Roger            I will, I will. 

                           Exit Roger. 

Drury                               Thou wilt, thou wilt. Alas 

                            That ere this dismal deed was brought to pass, 

                            But now ’tis done we must prevent the worst.

                                                     Enter Browne.

                            And here comes he that makes us all accurst:                                  65

                            How now George Browne? 

Browne                                            Nan Drury, now undone. 

                           Undone by that, that thou hast made me do. 

Drury             I make ye do it? Your own love made ye do it. 

Browne         Well, done it is, what shall we now say to't? 

                            Search is made for me, be I ta’en I die,                                           70

                            And there are other as far in as I. 

                            I must beyond sea; money have I none, 

                            Nor dare I look for any of mine own. 

Drury             Here's twenty pound I borrowed of my plate, 

                            And to your mistress I have sent for more                                      75

                                                     Enter Roger.
                             By Hodge my man: now Roger hast thou sped?                                       
Roger             Yea of six pound, ’tis all that she can make, 

                             She prays ye take’t in worth and to be gone: 

                             She hears the Sheriffs will be there anon 

                             And at our house. A thousand commendations                               80

                             She sends you, praying you to shift for yourself. 

Browne           Even as I may; Roger, farewell to thee. 

                              If I were richer than thou shouldst go with me, 

                              But poverty parts company. Farewell Nan, 

                              Commend me to my mistress if you can.                                       85

Drury              Step thither yourself; I dare not come there. 

                              I’ll keep my house close for I am in fear. 

Roger              God be with you good Captain. 

Browne            Farewell, gentle Hodge. 

                               Oh Master Sanders wert thou now alive,                                      90

                               All London’s wealth thy death should not contrive. 

                               This heat of love and hasty climbing breeds; 

                               God bless all honest tall men from such deeds. 

                             [Exeunt.]

                                  Act IV
                                 Scene iii

 Enter Tragedy afore the show. 

Tragedy            Prevailing Sin having by three degrees 

                             Made his ascension to forbidden deeds, 

                             As first, alluring their unwary minds 

                             To like what she proposed, then practising 

                             To draw them to consent, and last of all                                             5

                             Ministering fit means and opportunity 

                             To execute what she approved good, 

                             Now she unveils their sight and lets them see 

                             The horror of their foul immanity.
 

                             And wrath that all this while hath been obscured                                 10

                             Steps forth before them in a thousand shapes 

                             Of ghastly thoughts and loathing discontents: 

                             So that the rest was promised now appears 

                             Unrest and deep affliction of the soul. 

                             Delight proves danger, confidence despair,
                                    15

                             As by this following show shall more appear. 

Enter Justice and Mercy: when having taken their seats Justice falls into a 

slumber. Then enters wronged Chastity, and in dumb action uttering her grief 

to Mercy is put away. Whereon she wakens Justice, who listening [to] her 

attentively, starts up, commanding his officers to attend her. Then go they with 

her and fetch forth Master Sanders’ body: Mistress Sanders, Drury, and Roger [are] 

led after it, and being shown it, they all seem very sorrowful, and so are led 

away. But Chastity shows that the chief offender is not as yet taken, whereon 

Justice dispatcheth his servant Diligence to make further enquiry after the 

murderer, and so they depart the stage with Chastity. 

[Tragedy]        Thus lawless actions and prodigious crimes 

                            Drink not the blood alone of them they hate 

                            But even their ministers, when they have done 

                            All that they can, must help to fill the scene                                          20

                            And yield their guilty necks unto the block. 

                            For which intent the wrongèd Chastity 

                            Prostrate
 before the sacred throne of Justice, 

                            With wringing hands and cheeks besprent
 with tears, 

                            Pursues the murtherers. And being heard                                              25

                            Of Mercy first, that in relenting words 

                            Would fain persuade her to humility, 

                            She turns from her and with her tender hand 

                            Wakes slumbering Justice. When her tale being told 

                            And the dead body brought for instance forth,                                      30

                            Straight inquisition and search is made 

                            And the offenders as you did behold 

                            Discovered where they thought to be unseen.

                            Then trial now remains as shall conclude, 

                             Measure for measure
 and lost blood for blood.
                                   35

                                               [Exit].
                                                      Act IV
                                                                  Scene iv

Enter George Browne, and one Browne, a butcher, in Rochester. 

Butcher        ’Tis marvel cousin Browne we see you here, 

                           And thus alone without all company: 

                           You were not wont to visit Rochester, 

                           But you had still some friend or other with you. 

Browne         Such is th'occasion cousin at this time                                                   5

                           And for the love I bear you, I am bold 

                           To make myself your guest rather than lie 

                            In any public Inn: because indeed 

                           The house where I was wont to host is full 

                           Of certain Frenchmen and their followers.                                             10

Butcher         Nay cousin Browne, I would not have you think 

                            I do object thus much as one unwilling 

                            To show you any kindness that I can. 

                            My house though homely, yet such as it is, 

                            And I myself will be at your command.                                                15

                            I love you for your name sake, and trust me sir 

                            Am proud that such a one as you will call me cousin, 

                            Though I am sure we are no kin at all. 

Browne          Yes cousin we are kin: nor do I scorn 

                             At any time to acknowledge as much                                                 20

                             Toward men of baser calling than yourself. 

Butcher           It may be so sir: but to tell you truth 

                              It seemed somewhat strange to me at first, 

                             And I was half afraid some ill had happened 

                             That made you careful whom you trusted to.                                      25

Browne           Faith cousin none but this: I owe some money, 

                             And one I am indebted to of late 

                             Hath brought his action to an outlawry, 

                             And seeks to do me all extremity. 

                             But that I am not yet provided for him,                                              30

                             And that he shall not have his will of me, 

                              I do absent me, till a friend of mine 

                              Do see what order he may take with him. 

Butcher           How now who's this? 

Enter Master Mayor, Master James with a pursuivant
, and others.  

Mayor                                                    Where are you neighbour Browne? 

Butcher           Master Mayor, y'are welcome; what's the news sir                           35

                              You come so guarded, is there aught amiss? 

Browne           Heaven will have justice shown, it is even so. 

James              I can assure you ’tis the man we seek; 

                              Then do your office Master Mayor. 

Mayor                 George Browne,                                                                            40

                               I do arrest you in her highness’ name, 

                               As one suspected to have murdered 

                               George Sanders, citizen of London. 

Browne            Of murther sir? There lives not in this land 

                               Can touch me with the thought of murther.                                     45

Mayor                  Pray God it be so: but you must along 

                               Before their honours there to answer it. 

                               Here's a commission that commands it so. 

Browne            Well sir I do obey and do not doubt 

                                But I shall prove me innocent therein.                                           50

James                  Come Master Mayor, it is the Council’s pleasure 

                               You must assist us till we come to Woolwich, 

                               Where we have order to confer at large 

                               With Master Barns concerning this mishap. 

Mayor                  With all my heart; farewell, good neighbour Browne.                      55

Butcher            God keep you Master Mayor and all the rest. 

                               And Master Browne believe me I am sorry 

                                It was your fortune to have no more grace. 

Browne            Cousin grieve not for me, my case is clear; 

                               Suspected men may be, but need not fear.                                   60

                                                  Exeunt. 

Enter John Bean brought in a chair, and Master Barns, and Master James.
 

Barns                  Sir how much I esteemed this Gentleman, 

                              And in how high respect I held his love, 

                              My griefs can hardly utter. 

James                 It shall not need, your love after his death expresses it. 

Barns              I would to God it could: and I am very glad                                   65

                             My Lords of her most honourable Council 

                             Have made choice of yourself, so grave a gentleman, 

                             To see the manner of this cruel murther. 

James                Sir, the most unworthy I of many men, 

                             But that in the high bounty of your kindness so you term me.            70

                             But trust me Master Barns amongst the rest 

                             That was reported to them of the murther, 

                             They hardly were induced to believe 

                             That this poor soul having so many wounds    Laying his hand upon 
                             And all so mortal as they were reported,        him.                        75    

                             With so much loss of blood should possibly yet live. 

                             Why it is past belief. 

Barns              Sir it is so, your worthy self can witness. 

                             As strange to us that look upon the wretch, 

                             As the report thereof unto their wisdoms.                                      80

James             More fearful wounds, nor hurts more dangerous, 

                             Upon my faith I have not seen. 

Bean               Hey ho, a little drink, oh my head. 

Barns             Good John how dost thou? 

Bean                                                 Who’s that? Father John? 

Barns             Nay John, thy master. 

Bean                                          O Lord my belly.                                       85

James           He spends more breath that issues through his wounds than through his

                          lips.

Bean                     I am dry. 

Barns                                          John dost thou know me? 

James             See where thy master is: look, dost thou know him? 

Barns             Sir he never had his perfect memory since the first hour. 

James            Surely he cannot last.                                                                     90

Barns               And yet sir to our seeming I assure you 

                           He sat not up so strongly as you see him 

                           Since he was brought into this house as now. 

James           ’Tis very strange. 

Enter the Mayor of Rochester, with Browne, and [o]fficers. 

Barns           As I take it, Master Mayor of Rochester?                                          95

Mayor          The same good Master Barns. 

Barns           What happy fortune sent you here to Woolwich, 

                          That yet your company may give us comfort, in this sad time? 

Mayor          Believe me sad indeed, and very sad: 

                          Sir the Council’s warrant lately came to me                                       100

                          About the search for one Captain George Browne, 

                          As it should seem suspected for this murther, 

                          Whom in my search I happed
 to apprehend. 

                          And hearing that the bodies of the murdered 

                          Remainèd here I thought it requisite
                                               105

                          To make this in my way to the court, 

                          Now going thither with the prisoner. 

Barns           Believe me sir ye have done right good service 

                         And shown yourself a painful
 Gentleman, 

                         And shall no doubt deserve well of the state.                                      110

James          No doubt you shall and I durst assure you, so 

                         The Council will accept well of the same. 

Barns           Good Master Mayor, this wretched man of mine 

                           Is not yet dead. Look you where he sits,                                          115

                           But past all sense and labouring to his end.

Mayor          Alas, poor wretch. 

Barns           Is this that Browne that is suspected to have done 

                          The murther? A goodly man believe me. 

                          Too fair a creature for so foul an act. 

Browne        My name is Browne, sir.                                                                   120

James             I know you well, your fortunes have been 

                          Fair as any Gentleman’s of your repute. 

                          But Browne should you be guilty of this fact, 

                         As this your flight hath given shrewd suspicion, 

                         Oh Browne, your hands have done the bloodiest deed                      125

                         That ever was committed. 

Browne        He doth not live dare charge me with it. 

James          Pray God there be not. 

Mayor         Sergeants bring him near; see if this poor soul know him. 

Barns          It cannot be, these two days space                                                 130

                        He knew no creature. 

Browne                                    Swounds, lives the villain yet?   --Aside
                        O how his very sight affrights my soul! 

                        His very eyes will speak had he no tongue, 

                        And will accuse me. 

Barns       See how his wounds break out afresh in bleeding.
 [Master Barns         135

                                                                                                 points to Bean’s 

                                                                                                 wounds.]                               

James        He stirs himself. 

Mayor                           He openeth his eyes. 

Barns        See how he looks upon him. 

Browne    I gave him fifteen wounds,     ---Aside
                    Which now be fifteen mouths that do accuse me. 

                     In every wound there is a bloody tongue                                               140

                    Which will all speak, although he hold his peace; 

                     By a whole Jury I shall be accused. 

Barns       John, dost thou hear? Knowest thou this man? 

Bean        Yea, this is he that murdered me and Master Sanders. 

                                         He sinks down [in his chair.] 

James      O hold him up. 

Mayor                               John comfort thyself.                                                     145

James       Bow him, give him air. 

Barns                                     No, he is dead. 

Browne     Methinks he is so fearful in my sight, 

                      That were he now but where I saw him last, 

                      For all this world I would not look on him. 

Barns       The wondrous work of God that the poor creature not speaking for two 150

                     days, yet now should speak to accuse this man and presently yield up his 

                     soul. 

James       ’Tis very strange and the report thereof 

                      Can seem no less unto the Lords. 

Mayor      Sergeants away, prepare you for the court                                          155

                     And I will follow you immediately.                                                       

Barns       Sure the revealing of this murther's strange. 

James       It is so sir: but in the case of blood 

                     God’s justice hath been still miraculous. 

Mayor        I have heard it told that digging up a grave                                          160

                    Wherein a man had twenty years been buried,                                     

                     By finding of a nail knocked in the scalp, 

                     By due enquiry who was buried there, 

                     The murther yet at length did come to light. 

Barns       I have heard it told, that once a traveller                                             165

                     Being in the hands of him that murdered him,                                      

                     Told him the fern that then grew in the place, 

                     If nothing else, yet that would sure reveal him: 

                     And seven years after, being safe in London 

                     There came a sprig of fern borne by the wind                                      170

                     Into the room where as the murtherer was,                                         

                     At sight whereof he suddenly start up 

                     And then revealed the murder. 

James       I’ll tell you sir one more to quit
 your tale: 

                     A woman that had made away her husband,                                    175

                     And sitting to behold a tragedy                                                          

                     At Lynn, a town in Norfolk, 

                     Acted by players travelling that way, 

                     Wherein a woman that had murthered hers 

                     Was ever haunted with her husband’s ghost.                                   180

                     The passion written by a feeling pen                                                  

                     And acted by a good Tragedian, 

                     She was so moved with the sight thereof, 

                     As she cried out the play was made by her,
 

                     And openly confessed her husband’s murder.
                                 185

Barns       However theirs, God’s name be praised for this.                              

                     You, Master Mayor, I see must to the court: 

                      I pray you do my duty to the Lords. 

Mayor       That will I, sir. 

James                         Come, I’ll go along with you. 

                                                         Exeunt

                                                                         Act V  

                                                                        Scene i

Enter the Lords at the[c]ourt, and [m]essengers [in Rochester.] 

1 Lord               Where was Browne apprehended, Messenger? 

2 Messenger     At Rochester, my Lord, in a butcher’s house 

                               of his own name, from thence brought up to Woolwich. 

4 Lord              And there the fellow he left for dead with all those wounds affirmed 

                               that it was he.                                                                                5

1 Messenger     He did my Lord, and with a constant voice prayed 

                               ‘God forgive Browne, and receive his soul,’ and so departed.
 

1 Lord              ’Tis a wondrous thing 

                                But that the power of heaven sustained him, 

                                A man with nine or ten such mortal wounds,                                 10

                                Not taking food should live so many days 

                               And then at sight of Browne recover strength 

                               And speak so cheerily as they say he did. 

4 Lord              Aye, and soon after he avouched the fact 

                              Unto Browne’s face then to give up the ghost.
                               15

2 Lord             ’Twas God’s good will it should be so my Lord, 

                               But what said Browne? Did he deny the deed? 

1 Messenger    Never my Lord, but did with tears lament, 

                              As seemed to us, his heinous cruelty. 

1 Lord              When will they come? 

1 Messenger                                      Immediately my Lord,                                20

                                For they have wind and tide and boats do wait. 

Enter Master James, [and company.]  

James                 My Lords the Mayor of Rochester is come with Browne. 

                                         Exit Master James 

4 Lord                Let him come in.You, messenger,  [4 Lord points to 1 messenger.] 

                                 Haste you to London to the Justices; 

                                Will them from us see an indictment drawn                             25

                                Against George Browne for murdering of George Sanders. 

                                                 [1 Messenger exits.]

Enter [Master] Mayor, Browne, a messenger, another, and Master Humphery.
 

1 Lord             Welcome, good Master Mayor of Rochester. 

Mayor              I humbly thank your honours. 

4 Lord                                                  We thank you 

                              For your great care and diligence in this 

                              And many other faithful services.                                                30

                              Now, Master Browne, I am sorry it was your hap 

                              To be so far from grace and fear of God 

                              As to commit so bloody a murder. 

                              What say ye? Are ye not sorry for it? 

Browne            Yes my Lord, and were it now to do                                        35

                              All the world’s wealth could not entice me to't. 

1 Lord                Was there any ancient quarrel Browne 

                              Betwixt yourself and Master Sanders? 

Browne                                                                   No. 

2 Lord            Was't for the money that he had about him?                           

Browne           No my good Lord, I knew of none he had.                                  40

4 Lord             No, I heard an inkling of the cause: 

                              You did affect his wife, George Browne, too much. 

Browne              I did my Lord and God forgive it me.                                        45

3 Lord            Then she provoked ye to dispatch him?                                

Browne                                                                   No. 

4 Lord             Yes, and promised you should marry her. 

Browne            No, I will take it upon my death. 

1 Lord              Some other were confederate in the fact; 

                              Confess then, Browne, discharge thy conscience.                        50

Browne            I will my Lord at hour of my death. 

2 Lord             Nay, now, that they with thee may die for it. 

Master James [enters and] delivers a letter, [passing it to the 4 Lord.] 

4 Lord               From whom is this letter?  [4 Lord] open[s] and read[s the letter.]
James                From the Sheriffs of London. 

4 Lord                I told ye Mistress Sanders’ hand was in’t.
                                 55

                                The act's confessed by two that she knew on't. 

Browne              They do her wrong my Lords, upon my life. 

4 Lord                Why Drury’s wife
 and Roger do affirm 

                                 Unto her face that she did give consent. 

Browne               God pardon them, they wrong the innocent.                           60

                                  They both are guilty and procured the deed 

                                  And gave me money since the deed was done, 

                                  Twenty six pound to carry me away. 

                                  But Mistress Sanders as I hope for heaven 

                                  Is guiltless, ignorant how it was done.                                    65

                                  But Drury’s wife did bear me still in hand, 

                                  If he were dead she would effect the marriage 

                                  And trusty Roger her base apple-squire
 

                                  Haunted me like a sprite
 till it was done, 

                                  And now like devils accuse that harmless soul.                       70

1 Lord                 Well Master Browne w'are sorry for your fall; 

                                  You were a man respected of us all 

                                  And noted fit for many services, 

                                  And fie that wanton lust should overthrow                              

                                  Such gallant parts in any Gentleman.                                     70

                                  Now all our favours cannot do ye good; 

                                  The act's too odious to be spoken of, 

                                  Therefore we must dismiss ye to the Law. 

4 Lord                 Expect no life but meditate of death,                                      

                                 And for the safeguard of thy sinful soul                                   75

                                 Conceal no part of truth for friend or foe. 

                                 And Master Mayor, as you have taken pains, 

                                 So finish it and see him safe conveyed 

                                 To the Justices of the Bench at Westminster:                          

                                 Will them from us to try him speedily.                                    80

                                 That Gentleman shall go along with you    [4 Lord points to Master 
                                 And take in writing his confession.             James.]

2 Lord                Farewell George Browne, discharge thy conscience. 

Browne               I do my Lord, that Sanders’ wife is clear.                            

                                          exeunt [all.] 

                                                         Act V 

                                               Scene ii

Enter some [officers] to prepare the judgment seat [at Westminster.]
 
1 Officer        Come let’s make haste and well prepare this place.                  85

2 Officer        How ‘well’ I pray you? What haste more than was wont? 

1 Officer        Why divers
 lords are come fro court today 

                            To see th'arraignment of this lusty Browne. 

2 Officer          Lusty? How lusty? Now he’s tame enough                               

                              And will be tamer. Oh a lusty youth,                                     90

                              Lustily fed and lustily apparelled, 

                              Lusty in look, in gait,
 in gallant talk, 

                              Lusty in wooing, in fight and murth’ring, 

                              And lustily hanged, there's th'end of lusty Browne.                   

1 Officer         Hold your lusty peace, for here come the Lords.                  95

[Enter the Lord Mayor, Lord Justice, and the four Lords, and one clerk, and a 

sheriff, who being set command Browne to be brought forth.] 


Lord Mayor    Please it your honours, place yourselves my lords.  [The Lords take 

                                                                                                           their seats.]

Lord Justice   Bring forth the prisoner and keep silence there; 

                             Prepare the Indictment
 that it may be read. 

[Officers 1 and 2 exit the stage and re-enter with Browne.]
 

Clerk     To the bar George Browne, and hold up thy hand. Thou art here 

                  indicted
by the name of George Browne, late of London, Gentleman, 100

                  for that thou upon the xxv.
 day of March in the xv.
 year of the reign 

                  of her sacred Majesty whom God long preserve, between the hours of vii.
 

                  and viii.
 of the clock in the forenoon of the same day near unto Shooters 

                  hill in the county of Kent, lying in wait of purpose and pretended malice,                  

                  having no fear of God before thine eyes, the persons of George 105

                  Sanders, gentleman, and John Bean, yeoman, then and there journeying 

                  in God’s peace and the Prince’s feloniously did assault and with one 

                  sword, price six shillings, mortally and wilfully in many places didst 

                  wound unto the death against the peace, crown and dignity of her 

                  Majesty. How sayst thou to these felonious murders, art thou   110

                  guilty or not guilty?                              

Browne  Guilty. 

Lord Justice             The Lord have mercy upon thee. 

                            Master Sheriff, ye shall not need to return any Jury to pass upon him for 

                            he hath pleaded guilty and stands convict at the bar attending his 

                            judgement. What canst thou say for thyself, Browne, why       115

                            sentence of death should not be pronounced against thee?                                                                                  

Browne          Nothing my Lord, but only do beseech 

                           Those noble men, assistants on that bench, 

                           And you my Lord who are to justice sworn,                              

                           As you will answer at God’s judgement seat,                            120                                

                           To have a care to save the innocent                                                                  

                           And, as myself, to let the guilty die, 

                           That's Drury’s wife and her man trusty Roger: 

                           But if Anne Sanders die, I do protest                                          

                           As a man dead in law that she shall have                                  125                        

                           The greatest wrong that e’er had guiltless soul.                                     

Lord Justice  She shall have justice and with favour, Browne. 

4 Lord            Assure yourself Browne she shall have no wrong. 

Browne          I humbly thank your Lordships. 

2 Lord                                                     Hark ye Browne;                   

                            What countryman are ye born?                                              130                                            

Browne          Of Ireland, and in Dublin.                                                                   

Lord Justice   Have you not a brother called Anthony Browne? 

Browne           Yes my Lord, whom as I hear 

                             Your Lordship keeps close prisoner now in Newgate.              

Lord Justice    Well, two bad brothers, God forgive ye both.                      135                        

Browne            Amen my Lord, and you, and all the world.                              

Lord Justice    Attend your sentence. 

Browne                                        Presently my Lord: 

                               But I have one petition first to make 

                               Unto those noble men, which on my knees                            

                                I do beseech them may not be denied.                               140

4 Lord              What is’t George Browne? 

Browne                                              I know the law                             

                                Condemns a murtherer to be hanged in chains; 

                                O good my Lords, as you are noble men 

                                Let me be buried so soon as I am dead.
                                

1 Lord              Thou shalt, thou shalt, let not that trouble thee                     145

                               But hear thy judgement.
                                                          

Lord Justice      Browne, thou art here by law condemned to die 

                                Which by thine own confession thou deservest. 

                                All men must die, although by divers means,                          

                                The manner how is of least moment but                            150                                  

                                The matter why condemns or justifies.                                     

                                But be of comfort, though the world condemn, 

                                Yea, though thy conscience sting thee for thy fact, 

                                Yet God is greater than thy conscience                                  

                                And he can save whom all the world condemns                 155 

                                If true repentance turn thee to His grace.                                       

                                Thy time is short, therefore spend this thy time 

                                In prayer and contemplation of thy end. 

                                Labour to die better than thou hast lived;                               

                                God grant thou mayst. Attend thy judgement now:              160

                                Thou must go from hence to the place fro whence thou camest     

                                From thence to th'appointed place of execution 

                                And there be hanged until thou be dead, 

                                And thy body after at the Prince’s pleasure:                           

                                And so the Lord have mercy upon thee Browne.               165

                                Master Sheriff, see execution, and now take him hence               

                                And bring those other prisoners that you have. 

Browne                My Lords forget not my petitions, 

                                Save poor Anne Sanders for she’s innocent:                        

                                And good my Lords let me not hang in chains.                  170

Browne is led  [off the stage by officers 1 and 2, who then re-enters with Roger, 

Mistress] Drury and Anne Sanders [wearing] a [rose which is dyed half black

 and half white] in her bosom. [Anne enters the stage with the white side of the

rose facing the audience.]
4 Lord             Farewell, let none of these things trouble thee.                               

1 Lord             See how he labours to acquit Anne Sanders. 

4 Lord             What hath his brother that is in Newgate done? 

Lord Justice     Notorious felonies in Yorkshire my Lord.                                  

                               Here come the prisoners. Bring them to the bar,                 175

                               Read their Indictment. Master Sheriff prepare                              

                               Your Jury ready: command silence there. 

Clerk          Anne Sanders and Anne Drury, 

                        To the bar and hold up your hands.                                              

                        You are here jointly and severally Indicted in form following viz.
 180

                        That you Anne Sanders and Anne Drury, late of London spinsters,
 

                        and thou Roger Clement late of the same yeoman, and every of you 

                        jointly and severally before and after the xxv. day of March last past 

                        in the xv. year of the reign of her sacred Majesty, whom God long 

                        preserve, having not the fear of God before your eyes did      185

                        maliciously conspire and conclude with one George Browne,

                        Gentleman, the death of George Sanders, late husband to you Anne 

                        Sanders, and did entice, animate and procure the said George Browne 

                        to murder the said Master Sanders. And also after the said heinous 

                        murther committed did with money and other means aid, relieve 190

                        and abet the said Browne, knowing him to have done the deed whereby 

                         you are all accessories both before and after the fact contrary to the

                         peace, crown, and dignity of our sovereign lady the Queen. How say 

                         ye severally, are ye guilty, or not guilty as accessories both before and

                          after to this felony and murther?                                                 195

Anne              Not guilty. 

Drury                               Not guilty. 

Clerk                                                            How will ye be tried?
 

Both                    By God and by the Country.                                                         

Lord Justice    Bring forth trusty Roger there;              [Officers 1 and 2 bring 

                              Roger what sayst thou to this letter?         Roger forth.]

                             Who gave it thee to carry unto Browne?                                       200

Roger               My mistress gave it me, 

                              And she did write it on our Lady’s Eve.
                                          

Lord Justice    Did Mistress Sanders know thereof or no?                                   

Roger               She read it twice before the same was sealed. 

Anne                    Did I, thou wicked man?                                                             205

                               This man is hired to betray my life. 

2 Lord              Fie Mistress Sanders, you do not well                                            

                              To use such speeches when ye see the case                                 

                              Is too, too manifest. But I pray ye, 

                              Why do you wear that white rose in your bosom?                        210

Anne                In token of my spotless innocence, 

                             As free from guilt as is this flower from stain.  [Anne points to        

                                                                                               the rose at her breast.]                                     

2 Lord             I fear it will not fall out so.                                                                     

Lord Justice   Roger what money carried you to Browne 

                            After the deed to get him gone withal?                                         215

Roger             Twenty six pounds, which coin was borrowed, 

                            Part of my mistress’ plate and some of Mistress Sanders’.              

Lord Justice   How say ye to that Mistress Sanders?                                             

Anne                   Indeed I grant I miss some of my plate 

                             And now am glad I know the thief that stole it.                           220

Roger              O God forgive ye, you did give it me. 

                             And God forgive me, I did love you all                                            

                             Too well, which now I dearly answer for.                                       

1 Lord             Anne Drury, what say you; was not the plate 

                              Part of it yours and the rest Mistress Sanders’,                         225

                              According as your man hath here confessed, 

                             With which she borrowed twenty pound for Browne?                      

Drury              My Lord it was. 

2 Lord                                  And you and she together                                 

                             Were privy of the letter which was sent. 

                             Was it so or no? Why do you not speak?                                 230

Drury             It was my Lord, and Mistress Sanders knew 

                            That Roger came the morning ere he went                                        

                            And had a token from her to George Browne,                              

                            A handkerchief, which after was sent back 

                            Imbrued in Sanders’ blood.                                                      235

Lord Justice  Who brought that handkerchief? 

Drury                                                     That did my man. 

1 Lord            To whom did you deliver it sirrah?                                                   

Roger             To Mistress Sanders at her house my Lord.                                

Anne               O God, my Lords, he openly belies me. 

                             I kept my childbed chamber at that time                                  240

                             Where ’twas not meet that he or any man 

                             Should have access.    [The player who is playing Anne

                                                                slyly twists the rose towards the 

                                                               audience to reveal the dyed side of the 

                                                              rose. The player is to do this without being 

                                                              observed by the audience]

Lord Justice                             Go to, clog not your soul                               

                             With new additions of more heinous sin.                                  

                            ’Tis thought beside conspiring of his death 

                             You wronged your husband with unchaste behaviour             245

                             For which the justice of the righteous God 

                             Meaning to strike you, yet reserves a place                                    

                             Of gracious mercy if you can repent,                                      

                             And therefore bring your wickedness to light, 

                             That suffering for it in this world you might                              250

                             Upon your hearty sorrow be set free 

                             And fear no further judgement in the next.                                       

                             But if you spurn at his affliction                                              

                             And bear his chastisement with grudging minds 

                             Your precious soul as well as here your bodies                      255

                             Are left in hazard of eternal death. 

                             Be sorry therefore, ’tis no petty sin                                                  

                             But murder, most unnatural of all,                                           

                             Wherewith your hands are tainted and in which, 

                             Before and after the accursèd fact                                         260

                             You stand as accessory. To be brief, 

                             You shall be carried back unto the place                                        

                             From whence you came, and so from thence at last                    

                             Unto the place of execution where 

                             You shall all three be hanged till you be dead,                       265

                             And so the Lord have mercy on your souls. 

                                           [The Jailer enters.]

Anne               Ah good my Lords be good unto Anne Sanders                            

                             Or else you cast away an innocent.                                       

2 Lord              It should not seem so by the rose you wear,

                              His colour now is of another hue.                                        270

Anne                So you will have it: but my soul is still 

                             As free from murther as it was at first.                                           

Lord Justice    I think no less; Jailer, away with them.                                 

Anne                Well well, Anne Drury, I may curse the time 

                              That ere I saw thee; thou broughtst me to this.                    275

Roger               I will not curse, but God forgive ye both, 

                               For had I never known nor you nor her                                     

                               I had not come unto this shameful death.                           

 [The Jailer leads Anne, Mistress Drury and Roger off the stage. All those 

that are left on the stage then exit. ] 
                                                                   Act V

                                                                 Scene ii

Enter Master Browne to execution with the [s]heriff and [o]fficers. 

Browne                   Why do you stay me in the way of death? 

                                        The people’s eyes have fed them with my sight, 

                                        The little babies in the mothers’ arms 

                                        Have wept for those poor babies, seeing me, 

                                        That I by my murther have left fatherless,                               5

                                        And shrieked and started when I came along, 

                                        And sadly sighed, as when their nurses use 

                                        To fright them with some monster when they cry. 

Sheriff                      You have a brother Browne, that for a murther 

                                          Is lately here committed unto Newgate,                             10

                                         And hath obtained he may speak with you. 

Browne                     Have I a brother that hath done the like? 

                                          Is there another Browne hath killed a Sanders? 

                                          It is my other self hath done the deed; 

                                          I am a thousand, every murtherer is my own self,               15

                                          I am at one time in a thousand places 

                                          And I have slain a thousand Sanders: 

                                          In every shire, each city, and each town, 

                                          George Sanders still is murthered by George Browne. 

Browne’s brother is brought forth. 

Browne’s brother      Brother. 

Browne                                            Dost thou mean me?                                       20

                                           Is there a man will call me brother? 

Browne’s brother      Yes I will call thee so, and may do it, 

                                            That have a hand as deep in blood as thou. 

Browne                       Brother I know thee well, of whence was thine? 

[Browne’s] Brother     Of York he was. 

Browne                                                          Sanders of London mine.                   25

                                             Then see I well England’s two greatest towns 

                                             Both fild with murders done by both the Browne’s. 

[Browne’s] Brother     Then may I rightly challenge thee a brother. 

                                             Thou slewest one in the one, I one in th'other. 

Browne                             When didst thou thine? 

Brother                                                    A month or five weeks past.      30

Browne                             Hardly to say then which was done the last. 

                                             Where shalt thou suffer? 

[Browne’s] Brother                                    Where I did the fact, 

Browne                        And I here brother where I laid my act: 

                                              Then I see well that be it near or further, 

                                              That heaven will still take due revenge on murther.        35

[Browne’s] Brother       Brother farewell, I see we both must die, 

                                               At London you this week, next at York I. 

Browne                              Two luckless brothers sent both at one hour, 

                                              The one from Newgate, th’other from the Tower. 

                                                 Exit [Browne’s] Brother 

Sheriff                         Browne: yet at last to satisfy the world                           40

                                             And for a true and certain testimony 

                                             Of thy repentance for this deed committed, 

                                             Now at the hour of death, as thou dost hope 

                                             To have thy sins forgiven at God’s hands, 

                                             Freely confess what yet unto this hour                           45

                                             Against thy conscience, Browne, thou hast concealed, 

                                             Anne Sanders’ knowledge of her husband’s death. 

Browne                       Have I not made a covenant with hell         Aside.
                                             That for the love that I ever bare to her 

                                             I will sell her life by my confession,                               50

                                             And shall I now confess it? I am a villain. 

                                             I will never do it: Shall it be said Browne proved 

                                             A recreant? And yet I have a soul. 

                                            Well, God the rest reveal: 

                                             I will confess my sins but this conceal.                          55

                                            Upon my death she’s guiltless of the fact. 

                                            Well, much ado I had to bring it out,           Aside.
                                             My conscience scarce would let me utter it; 

                                             I am glad ’tis past. 

Sheriff                               But Browne it is confessed by Drury’s wife                  60

                                             That she is guilty, which doth fully prove 

                                             Thou hast no true contrition but conceal’st 

                                             Her wickedness, the bawd unto her sin. 

Browne                       Let her confess what she thinks good: 

                                            Trouble me no more good, Master Sheriff.                    65

Sheriff                        Browne, thy soul knows. 

Browne                       Yea, yea it does, pray you be quiet sir. 

                                             Evile world how like a monster come I soiled from thee? 

                                             How have I wallowed in thy loathsome filth, 

                                             Drunk and besmeared with all thy bestial
 sin?              70

                                             I never spoke of God unless when I 

                                             Have blasphemed his name with monstrous oaths. 

                                             I never read the scriptures in my life, 

                                             But did esteem them worse then vanity. 

                                             I never came in Church where God was taught,           75

                                             Nor ever to the comfort of my soul 

                                             Took benefit of Sacrament or Baptism. 

                                             The Sabbath days
 I spent in common stews, 

                                             Unthrifty gaming and vile perjuries. 

                                             I held no man once worthy to be spoke of                   80

                                             That went not in some strange disguised attire, 

                                             Or had not fetched some vile monstrous fashion 

                                             To bring in odious detestable pride. 

                                              I hated any man that did not do 

                                              Some damnèd or some hated filthy deed,                    85

                                             That had been death for virtuous men to hear. 

                                             Of all the worst that live, I was the worst. 

                                             Of all the cursed, I the most accursèd. 

                                             All careless men be warned by my end 

                                             And by my fall your wicked lives amend.                    90

   [Browne] leaps off [and is hanged to death.]

Enter a [m]essenger. 

Messenger                  It is the council’s pleasure Master Sheriff, 

                                             The body be conveyed to Shooters hill, 

                                             And there hung up in chains. 

Sheriff                                                                             It shall be done. 

                                              [Exeunt.]
                                                                       Act 5

                                                                      Scene iii

Enter Master James with the Minister. 

James                          Why then you are persuaded certainly 

                                              That Mistress Sanders is mere innocent?                 

Minister                      That am I sir even in my very soul; 

                                            Compare but all the likelihoods thereof, 

                                            First her most firm denial of the fact,                                 5

                                            Next Mistress Drury’s flat confession 

                                            That only she and Roger did contrive                         

                                            The death of Master Sanders: then yourself 

                                            Cannot but be of mine opinion

James                         Then all you labour for                                                     10

                                             Is that I should procure her pardon. 

Minister                      To save an innocent                                                  

                                             Is the most Christian work that man can do. 

                                             Beside, if you perform it, sir, sound recompense 

                                             Shall quit your pains so well employed herein.                  15

James                          Now let me tell ye that I am ashamed 

                                             A man of your profession should appear                   

                                             So far from grace, and touch of conscience, 

                                             As making no respect of his own soul, 

                                             He should with such audaciousness presume                     20

                                             To baffle Justice and abuse the seat 

                                             With your fond overweening and sly fetch.                

                                             Think you the world discerneth not your drift? 

                                             Do not I know that if you could prevail 

                                             By this far fetchèd insinuation,                                          25

                                             And Mistress Sanders’ pardon thus obtained 

                                             That your intent is then to marry her?                        

                                             And thus you have abusèd her poor soul 

                                             In trusting to so weak and vain a hope. 

                                            Well sir, since you have so forgot yourself,                       30

                                             And, shameless, blush not at so bold offence: 

                                             Upon their day of execution,                                    

                                             And at the self same place upon a pillory
 

                                             There shall you stand that all the world may see 

                                             A just desert for such impiety.                                        35

Minister                     Good sir hear me. 

James                         I will not hear thee, come and get thee hence,          

                                            For such a fault too mean a recompense. 

                                                   Exeunt. 

                                                                   Act V  
                                                                 Scene iv

[Enter Anne Sanders on the upper stage: she is in her cell in Newgate prison, which overlooks 

the street. Two carpenters named Will Crow and Tom Peart enter the lower stage 

underneath Anne’s window in Newgate prison.]
 

Will                   Tom Peart my old companion? Well met. 

Tom                 Good morrow Will Crow, good morrow, how dost? 

                           I have not seen thee a great while. 

Will              Well I thank God, how dost thou? Where hast thou been this morning so

                          early?                                                                                                5

Tom                Faith I have been up ever since three o’clock.                                      

Will                About what man? 

Tom              Why to make work for the hangman: I and another have been setting up a 

                        gallows. 

Will             O for Mistress Drury, must she die today?                                           10

Tom              Nay I know not that, but when she does I am 

                       sure there is a gallows big enough to hold them both. 

Will            Both, whom? Her man and her. 

Tom           Her man and her, and Mistress Sanders too, ’tis a swinger i’faith. But come 

                       I’ll give thee a pot this morning for I promise thee I am passing dry    15

                       after my work. 

Will           Content Tom, and I have another for thee and afterward I’ll go see the 

                      execution. 

Tom                           Do as thou wilt for that. 

Will          But dost thou think it will be today? 

Tom          I cannot tell, Smithfield is full of people and the Sheriff’s man that set us  20

                     a work told us it would be today. But come shall we have this beer? 

Will             With a good will; lead the way. 

                                         Exeunt. [Will and Tom exit below and Anne exits above.]
Enter Anne Sanders and her keeper
 following her.

Keeper     Called you, Mistress Sanders? 

Anne                                                 Keeper I did: 

                     I prithee fetch up Mistress Drury to me; 

                     I have a great desire to talk with her.                                                       25

Keeper      She shall be brought unto you presently. 

                                                   Exit. 

Anne       Oh God, as I was standing at a grate 

                   That looks into the street I heard men talk 

                   The execution should be done today, 

                   And what pair of gallows were set up,                                                     30

                   Both strong and big enough to hold us all:
 

                   Which words have struck such terror to my soul 

                   As I cannot be quiet till I know 

                   Whether Nan Drury be resolvèd still 

                   To clear me of the murder as she promised.
                                             35

                   And here she comes: I prithee, gentle keeper,  [Mistress Drury and the 

                   Give us a little leave we may confer                  keeper enter the stage.]

                   Of things that nearly do concern our souls. 
Keeper   With all my heart take time and scope enough. 

                                           Exit. 

Drury    Now, Mistress Sanders, what’s your will with me?                                    40

Anne     Oh Mistress Drury, now the hour is come 

                 To put your love unto the touch, to try 

                 If it be current or but counterfeit. 

                 This day it is appointed we must die; 

                 How say you then, are you still purposed                                                  45

                 To take the murder upon yourself? 

                 Or will you now recant your former words? 

Drury   Anne Sanders, Anne, ’tis time to turn the leaf 

                And leave dissembling being so near my death, 

                The like I would advise yourself to do.                                                      50

                We have been both notorious vile transgressors 

                And this is not the way to get remission
 

                By joining sin to sin, nor doth ’t agree 

                With godly Christians but with reprobates, 

                And such as have no taste of any grace.                                                    55

                And therefore, for my part, I’ll clear my conscience 

                And make the truth apparent to the world. 

Anne      Will you prove then inconstant to your friend? 

Drury    Should I, to purchase safety for another 

                 Or lengthen out another’s temporal life,                                                    60

                 Hazard mine own soul everlastingly 

         And lose the endless joys of heaven, 

                 Prepared for such as will confess their sins? 

                 No, Mistress Sanders, yet there's time of grace, 

                 And yet we may obtain forgiveness                                                          65

                 If we will seek it at our Saviour’s hands. 

                 But if we wilfully shut up our hearts 

                 Against the Holy Spirit
 that knocks for entrance 

                 It is not this world’s punishment shall serve 

                 Nor death of body, but our souls shall live                                               70

                 In endless torments of unquenched fire. 

Anne     Your words amaze me, and although I’ll vow 

                 I never had intention to confess 

                 My heinous sin that so I might escape 

                 The world’s reproach, yet God I give him thanks                                    75

                 Even at this instant I am strangely changed 

                 And will no longer drive repentance off,

                 Nor cloak my guiltiness before the world: 

                 And in good time see where the Doctor
 comes, [The Doctor enters with the]

                 By whom I have been seriously instructed.          keeper.]                      80

Doctor  Good morrow Mistress Sanders, and soul’s health 

                 Unto you both: prepare yourselves for death, 

                 The hour is now at hand, and Mistress Sanders 

                 At length acknowledge and confess your fault 

                 That God may be propitiator
 to your soul.                                              85

Anne       Right reverend sir, not to delude the world 

                 Nor longer to abuse your patience; 

                 Here I confess I am a grievous sinner 

                 And have provoked the heavy wrath of God,  

                 Not only by consenting to the death                                                        90

                 Of my late husband but by wicked lust 

                 And wilful sin denying of the fault. 

                 But now I do repent and hate myself, 

                 Thinking the punishment prepared for me 

                 Not half severe enough for my deserts.                                                   95

Doctor   Done like a Christian and the child of grace, 

                  Pleasing to God, to angels and to men, 

                  And doubt not but your soul shall find a place 

                  In Abraham’s bosom
 though your body perish.  

                  And Mistress Drury shrink not from your faith                                      100

                  But valiantly prepare to drink this cup 

                  Of sour affliction; ’twill raise up to you 

                  A crown of glory in another world. 

Drury    Good Master Doctor, I am bound to you; 

                 My soul was ignorant, blind and almost choked                                   105

                 With this world’s vanities, but by your counsel 

                  I am as well resolved to go to death 

                 As if I were invited to a banquet: 

                 Nay such assurance have I in the blood 

                 Of him that died for me as neither fire,                                                  110

                 Sword nor torment could retain me from him. 

Doctor  Spoke like a champion of the Holy Cross. 

                 Now Mistress Sanders let me tell to you 

                 Your children hearing this day was the last 

                 They should behold their mother on the earth                                         115

                 Are come to have your blessing ere you die, 

                 And take their sorrowful farewell of you. 

Anne     A sorrowful farewell ’twill be indeed 

                 To them, poor wretches, whom I have deprived 

                 Of both the natural succours of their youth.                                            120

                 But call them in, and gentle keeper bring me 

                 Those books that lie within my chamber window. [The keeper exits to retrieve

                Oh Master Doctor, were my breast transparent     Anne’s books and to bring
                 That what is figured there might be perceived        on stage her children.]

                 Now should you see the very image of poor                                          125

                 And tottered ruins, and a slain conscience. 

                 Here, here they come; be blind mine eyes with tears,  [The keeper re-enters 
                 And soul and body now in sunder part.                     the stage with Anne’s 

                                                                                                 books and the three 

                                                                                                Sanders’ children.]

All         Oh mother, mother. 

Anne                                Oh my dear children! 

                 I am unworthy of the name of mother.                                               130                                                       

All          Turn not your face from us, but ere you die, 

                 Give us your blessing.   [the children kneel at Anne’s feet.]

Anne                                   Kneel not unto me, 

                ’Tis I that have deserved to kneel to you. 

                 My trespass hath bereft you of a father, 

                 A loving father, a kind careful father,                                                   135                                                

                 And by that self same action, that foul deed 

                 Your mother likewise is to go from you 

                  Leaving you poor souls by her offence 

                 A corsie
 and a scandal to the world. 

                 But could my husband and your father hear me,                                  140

                 Thus humbly at his feet would I fall down, 

                 And plentiful in tears bewail my fault. 

                 Mercy I ask of God, of him, and you, 

                 And of his kindred which I have abused, 

                 And of my friends and kindred wheresoever,
                                      145

                 Of whom I am ashamèd and abashed,
 

                 And of all men and women in the world 

                 Whom by my foul example I have grieved. 

                 Though I deserve no pity at their hands, 

                 Yet I beseech them all to pardon me,                                                 150

                 And God I thank that hath found out my sin 

                 And brought me to affliction in this world 

                 Thereby to save me in the world to come. 

                 Oh children learn, learn by your mother’s fall 

                 To follow virtue and beware of sin                                                     155

                 Whose baits are sweet and pleasing to the eye, 

                  But being tainted more infect than poison 

                  And are far bitterer than gall itself, 

                  And lived in days where you have wealth at will 

                  As once I had and are well matched beside,                                     160

                  Content yourselves and surfeit not on pride. 

[The keeper passes Anne the books she asked for.]

Enter Sheriff bringing in [t]rusty Roger with halberdiers. 

Sheriff   What Master Doctor, have you made an end? 

                  The morning is far spent; ’tis time to go. 

Doctor   Even when you will Master Sheriff, we are ready. 

Anne       Behold my children, I will not bequeath 

                   Or gold or silver to you, you are left                                               165

                   Sufficiently provided in that point, 

                   But here I give to each of you a book  [Anne passes her children the books.]

                   Of holy meditations, Bradford’s works,
 

                   That virtuous chosen servant of the Lord; 

                   Therein you shall be richer than with gold,                                      170

                   Safer than in fair buildings: happier 

                   Than all the pleasures of this world can make you. 

                   Sleep not without them when you go to bed, 

                   And rise a mornings with them in your hands. 

                   So God send down his blessing on you all.                                     175

                   Farewell, farewell, farewell, farewell, farewell.   She kisses them one after 
                   Nay stay not to disturb me with your tears,        another.

                   The time is come sweethearts and we must part; 

                   That way go you, this way my heavy heart. 

                                           Exeunt. 

Tragedy enters to conclude. 

Tragedy   Here are the lances that have sluiced forth sin                                180

                     And ripped the venomed
 ulcer of foul lust 

                    Which being by due vengeance qualified, 

                     Here Tragedy of force must needs conclude. 

                     Perhaps it may seem strange unto you all 

                     That one hath not revenged another’s death,                                 185

                     After the observation of such course; 

                    The reason is that now of truth I sing 

                    And should I add or else diminish aught, 

                    Many of these spectators then could say 

                    I have committed error in my play.                                                190

                    Bear with this true and home born Tragedy
 

                    Yielding so slender argument and scope 

                    To build a matter of importance on, 

                    And in such form as haply you expected. 

                    What now hath failed, tomorrow you shall see                              195

                     Performed by History or Comedy. 

                                               Exit. 

                      FINIS.
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� foppery – stupidity, foolishness.


� sheepskin –  Here Tragedy is referring to the drum History is playing. The head of a Renaissance drum was commonly made of sheepskin, calfskin or goatskin. 


� doughty –  “Able, capable, worthy, virtuous; valiant, brave, stout, formidable: now with an archaic flavour.” (OED a.1.) Here History is refering to the things that make a History play such as the actions of brave men.  


� Gup – “An exclamation of derision, remonstrance, or surprise; often coupled with marry.” (OED int.b.) It could also be edited as G’up as in go away. However, I have kept it as Gup because Comedy could be surprised at the manner in which Tragedy is addressing him, this suggestion is particulary strengthened when one considers the fact that Comedy says that Tragedy is “so touchy” and is seemingly surprised by this and goes on to deride and mock her in the subsequent lines. 


`� whirligig – A whirligig was a medieval torture device that was commonly used through out the Elizabethan period. The whirligig was very similar to the stocks in that it was used as punishment for petty crimes. The Whirligig was a large moveable cage that could be spun violently; a person would be placed inside the whirligig and spun until they vomited or fell unconscious.


� Melpomene –  In Greek mythology Melpomene is the daughter of  Zeus and Mnemosyne and she is one of the nine muses: the muse of tragedy. She is often depicted in Greek art wearing cothurnus boots, holding as club or knife in one hand and a tragic mask in the other. Cothurnus boots are footwear traditionally worn by the actors of Ancient Greek and Roman tragedy plays. The fact that Tragedy enters the stage with a knife makes it clear that Tragedy is being identified with the muse Melpomene.    


� mare – Here, mare means women. This is significant because the whirligig was extensively used on women and it was considered ideal for the chastisement of women. 


� Murther – is an archaic term that means murder.


� Beadle – “ One who makes a proclamation (on behalf of another); a herald. Obs.” (OED n.1.)


� “She shall find few that will attend her here.” Here Comedy is referring to the popularity of comedy and history plays and is arguing that no one will go to the theatre just to see a tragedy play: the audience Comedy argues will tire of Tragedy and her plays and will want to see a Comedy or a History play. 


� injudicial – as opposed to judicial which means able to make sound and proper judgement. Injudicial therefore means “Not judicial. Acting without judgement; injudicious. Obs.” (OED a.1a)


� puling – “Chiefly depreciative. Crying querulously or weakly, as a child; whining, feebly wailing.” (OED adj.1.)


� and – In the Quarto this appears as “&”, which I have modernized to “and”.


� rap – “trans. To take up and carry off, to transport (into or to a place, esp. heaven); to remove.” 


(OED v.4.2a.)  


� pilch – “An outer garment made of animal skin with the fur used as a lining; (in later use also) a leather or coarse woollen outer garment.” (OED n.1.)


� stickèd – “esp. of a pig: Killed by cutting its throat, stuck.” (OED ppl.a.1b.)


� Vindicta – is Latin and it is cry for vengeance and retribution, a plea to punish those who have committed wrongs against you. 


� rosin – Here, Comedy is talking of the special effects that are used in the theatre to create a tragedy play such as a ghost costume made of a “foul sheet or a leather pilch” and dramatic smoke effects that are created out of burning “Rosin.” Comedy even goes as far as to say that the stage is so filled with special effects in a tragedy play that the eye would see nothing else. 


� squib – “A common species of firework, in which the burning of the composition is usually terminated by a slight explosion.” (OED n.1a.)


� drover – a drover is “ One who drives droves of cattle, sheep, etc., esp. to distant markets; a dealer in cattle.” (OED 1.)


� tailors’ bodkins – a bodkin is “  A small pointed instrument, of bone, ivory, or steel, used for piercing holes in cloth, etc.” (OED 2.)


� Aye – In this context this word could also be “eye” , however, it is more likely to be “Aye”.


� wisp – “A twist or figure of straw for a scold to rail at. Obs.” (OED n.1a.)


� scold – “ In early use, a person (esp. a woman) of ribald speech; later, a woman (rarely a man) addicted to abusive language.” (OED n.1.)


� buskin – “spec. The high thick-soled boot (cothurnus) worn by the actors in ancient Athenian tragedy; frequently contrasted with the ‘sock’ (soccus), or low shoe worn by comedians.” (OED 2.) Because of its association with early Greek and Roman tragedy plays the buskin can also refer to tragedy itself, for instance, “[…] to put on the buskins: to assume a tragic style; to write tragedy.” (OED 2b.)


� Apollo’s – In Greek mythology Apollo is the son of Zeus and Leto and he is the God of light, music, archery, healing, truth, as well as oracles and prophecies. He is also the tutor of the Muses and is the conductor of their choir. Apollo is also the God of religious healing and as such he would give those who committed murder and other ill deeds a “ritual purification”. It is therefore significant that Tragedy syas that she will “reign as Queen” in his name as the play’s most common concern is murder. He is depicted as a handsome, longhaired, beardless youth either holding or playing the lyre, wearing a wreath made of laurel on his head and is also commonly depicted standing alongside a raven and, or a set of bow and arrows.  Ron Leadbetter, ‘Apollo’, Encyclopedia Mythica 


http://www.pantheon.org/articles/a/apollo.html


� Muses – In Greek mythology the Muses are the daughters of Zeus and Mnemosyne. There are nine Muses named Kleio, Thaleia,Polyhymnia, Erato, Euterpe, Terpsikhore, Ourania, Kalliope and Melpomene. Each Muse is the patron of a specific area such as poetry, dance and music as well as history and astronomy. As discussed Melpomene is the Muse of tragedy and she is the inspiration to tragedian writers and actors. In Greek art work the Muses are depicted as beautiful, young women and each muse would be depicted alongside objects that would identify them with their particular area of inspiration. For instance, Thalia is the Muse of Comedy and thus similar to Melpomene she is depicted as either wearing or holding a comic mask.


A. J. Atsma, ‘Mousai’, Theoi Greek Mythology: Exploring Mythology in Classical Literature and Art.


http://www.theoi.com/Ouranios/Mousai.html


� “The stage is hung with black” – In tragedy plays the stage was adorned with black hangings.


� auditors – “A hearer, listener; one of an audience.” (OED 1.)


� mirthful – “ Of a thing: entertaining, amusing; affording mirth.” (OED.adj.2.)


� All this fair circuit – Here Tragedy is referring to the theatre and its circular shape. Tragedy also refers to the theatre again on line 89 as she states  “many in this round” referring to the shape of the theatre in which the audience is sat.  


� I sigh to think my subject too well known – Here Tragedy is referring to the fact that the play is based on real events that were highly publicised at the time. 


� English Pale – During the period in which this play was wrote the English Pale was the only part of Ireland that was under English rule. The Pale was controlled by the English monarchy and inhabitants spoke English, adhered to English law and adopted English culture and customs. The Pale was the only part of Ireland that was considered civilised.  


� And all the rest may one day be reduced. – It is very likely that Browne is referring to Edmund Spenser’s A View of the Present Sate of Ireland, however, this was not published until 1633; this means that the playwright would have had to have seen it in manuscript form. The pamphlet takes the form of a dialogue between Eudoxius and Irenius who discuss the situation of Ireland and its relationship to England. Through the course of the pamphlet Spenser asserts that the Irish people are savages and ungovernable, unable to adhere to English rule. In his pamphlet Spenser asserts that Ireland would only be governable once its culture and customs were destroyed and to an extent does propose genocide.  


� fair looks – Here Browne is using a form of blazon to describe Anne Sanders. The language used here by Browne can be likened to that advocated by the fourteenth century poet Francesco Petrarch whose poetry presented an idealized mistress in elaborate and hyperbolic rhetoric. Like the idealized mistress of a Petrarchan sonnet Anne, Browne states, has “golden” hair that has “entangled” his heart and like the speaker of a Petrarchan sonnet he has become a “prisoner” to his seemingly unobtainable love and suffers for it as he states, “Whom I must win, or I must lose my life. Like the unobtainable mistress of a Petrarchan sonnet Anne is unobtainable because she is married to another man.


� if ye have occasion to use her – Here, “use” is a double entendre for sexual intercourse.


� surfeit –“ In particularized sense: an excessive indulgence in food or drink that overloads the stomach and disorders the system.” (OED n.4b.)Mistress Drury assumes at this point that Master Browne has overindulged at the feast they have just left and thinks that he is suffering with his digestion.


� Aqua coelestis – is Latin for heavenly water and it “was a huge blunderbuss prescription of seeds, leaves, roots and spices with the addition of a dozen very compound preparations” which was used as a remedy for several ills. William Brockbank, ‘Sovereign Remedies A Critical Deprecation of the 17th Century London Pharmacopeia.’


 http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC1033332/pdf/medhist00160-0005.pdf


� Rosa solis – “A cordial or liqueur originally made with the juice of the sundew plant, later from spiced and flavoured spirits. Also fig. Now hist.” (OED.n.1.)


� Mistress Anne Sanders has a sovereign thing – Between lines 92 and 98 Browne and Drury exchange a series of bawdy sexual innuendos and engage in a series of crude double-entendres. This is very common in Elizabethan drama and can be seen in the works of most playwrights, particularly William Shakespeare. The sovereign thing Mistress Drury is referring to here is not a coin but the private part between Anne’s legs and the surfeit Browne is experiencing is not the result of an overindulgence of food and drink but of desire and lust which one could argue has lead to his sexual arousal. Here Drury says that she will send Roger for a remedy from Anne to which Browne replies “She’ll never send that which will do me good” here he is saying that the thing that will do him good is Anne’s private part which obviously Roger cannot “compass.” On line 97 Drury says “O say not so, for then ye know her not” here she is referring to the fact that Browne does not know Anne sexually which Browne further confirms in the following line as he confesses that he does not know Anne as well as it would want to, namely sexually. The use of sexual innuendos ends on line 111 with Browne who further confirms that it is not indigestion that he needs to be relieved of but his sexual frustration to “know” Anne in a sexual way as he admits that “A woman’s help will rather do me good.” 


� pet – “ A sweet, obedient, or obliging person. Freq. used as a term of endearment, or as a familiar form of address.” (OED 2c.)


� quotha – “Used with contemptuous, ironic, or sarcastic force after repeating words said by someone else: ‘he said?’, ‘she said?’; (hence) ‘indeed!’ ” (OED int.)


� dram – “A small draught of cordial, stimulant, or spirituous liquor.” (OED n1.3b.)


�  I’faith ha’ – In faith I have.


� are ye not such a one? – In the Quarto this appears as “ are ye such one?”, however, this is most likely an error which I have corrected. This correction not only makes more sense but also makes the line scan better.   


�  i’ faith – in faith.


� Cannot cure my wound …I will well please ye – Between lines 124 and 128 the playwright uses stichomythia. This is the first and last time the playwright adopts this stylistic feature.


� bewray – “To expose (a person), by divulging his secrets, or telling something that one knows to his discredit or harm. Hence passing into, To expose or reveal (the unknown doer of an act.) Obs. or arch.” (OED v 2.)


� Hodge – “A familiar by-form and abbreviation of the name Roger; used as a typical name for the English agricultural labourer or rustic.” (OED 1.)


� Billingsgate-ward – Billingsgate is a ward in the City of London and it is situated on between the London Bridge and the Tower Bridge. This play is filled with different locations dotted across all areas of London, I therefore would recommend looking at the following website which features an excellent map of Elizabethan London. Janelle Jenstad, The Map of Early Modern London.


http://mapoflondon.uvic.ca/ 


� a stone –  In the Elizabethan period it was very common for men’s testicles to be referred to as stones. The use of such sexual punning can be seen in the works of most Elizabeth writers. 


� ford – “ A shallow place in a river or other water, where a man or beast may cross by wading.”


 (OED n1.1.)


� the Exchange – known also a the Royal Exchange the Burse. The Exchange was built in 1566 in London, and was founded by the very successful London merchant Sir Thomas Gresham. The Exchange is “ A building in which the merchants of a town assemble for the transaction of business.” (OED.n.10a.)     


� Exeunt [all] – In the Quarto it was Exeunt Omnes which is Latin and means that all the Players who are left on the stage exit. I have changed Omnes for all in order to make it more understandable to the general reader who does not know Latin.


� Here Young Sanders must be referring to the Church festivities that surround Easter which involve children dressing up.  


� prattling – To prattle, which is “The action of prattling; foolish, inconsequential, or incomprehensible talk; childish chatter; gossip or small talk; an instance of this.” (OED n 1.)


� wag -  “A mischievous boy (often as a mother's term of endearment to a baby boy); in wider application, a youth, young man, a ‘fellow’, ‘chap’. Obs.” (OED n2.1.)


� herb John – “App. a name for some tasteless herb of neutral qualities; hence applied, in proverbial phrases, to something inert or indifferent.” (	OED.Obs.)


� a’scuse – an excuse.


� She’ll play the wag – “‘Any one ludicrously mischievous; a merry droll’ (J.); a habitual joker. (In early use often combined with sense 1.) Phrase, to play the wag.” (OED.n2.2.)


� marred – ruined, spoilt.


� niggard – “A mean, stingy, or parsimonious person; a miser; a person who only grudgingly parts with, spends, or uses up anything.” (OED n 1a)


� anchor – Here Roger is playing of the term anchor, when connected to the use of the term pilot in the next line one can suggest that Roger is asserting that Browne must not anchor on false hopes like a ship must not anchor without a pilot to steer it. Like the pilot of a ship, Roger is suggesting that Drury could steer the affections of Anne Sanders towards Browne. Roger is also making a pun of the term anchor because of its homophonic nature it can to the ear sound like hanker as in desire or long for which Browne is, he is hankering after Anne Sanders.


� draw-latch – “ Applied opprobriously, esp. to a lazy laggard.” (OED n. 3.)


� familiar – Here familiar can also be a reference to a witch’s familiar. A familiar would often appear in the shape of an animal and would harbour the soul of demon.


� to stoop unto the lure- “Phrases. to alight on the lure, to bring, call, come, stoop to (the or one's) lure, etc. Often fig.Also at one's lure (fig.): at one's command, under one's control; so to gain to one's lure.” (OED.n2.1c.) A lure can also be an “[…] apparatus used by falconers, to recall their hawks, constructed of a bunch of feathers, to which is attached a long cord or thong, and from the interstices of which, during its training, the hawk is fed.” (OED.n2.1.) From Sir Thomas Smith to the Earl of Oxford many Elizabethan writers compared women to a variety birds none more so than William Shakespear who used such similies and metaphors extensively more so than any other writer of this period. In Othello, Much Ado About Nothing and particulary in The Taming of the Shrew Shakespear compares his disobediant and errant female characters to a “haggard hawk.” A haggard is a female adult hawk; a bird notorious for their disobedience, wildness and unruliness.


� wot of – “trans. and intr. To know. Freq. const. with of. “ (OED v) Commonly used in Renaissance drama and is now archaic.


� Tut, a fig’s end! –  “As a type of anything small, valueless, or contemptible; […] In phrases: never a fig = not at all; (to bid, care, give) a fig, or fig's end for; to mind, value (a person or thing), be worth a fig or fig's end.” (OED.n1.4a.)


� tarry – stay, remain.


� “ten angels of good gold”- an angel is an “An old English gold coin, called more fully at first the ANGEL-NOBLE, being originally a new issue of the Noble, having as its device the archangel Michael standing upon, and piercing the dragon.” (OED.n.6.)


� bountiful – “Of persons: Full of, or abounding in, bounty; graciously liberal, generous.” (OED.a.1.)


� Ill is the wind doth no man profit blow – This phrase is one of John Heywood’s proverbs “ An ill wind blowth no man to good, men say.” This proverb appeared in Heywood’s, A dialogue containing the number in effect of all the proverbs in the English tongue, 1546.


Gary Martin, The Phrase Finder, (1996-2010).


http://www.phrases.org.uk/meanings/ill-wind.html


� Sirrah - “A term of address used to men or boys, expressing contempt, reprimand, or assumption of authority on the part of the speaker.” (OED 1.)


� thirty pounds – This is rather a large sum of money which is equivalent to around four thousand pounds in modern currency.


Martin Wiggins, ‘intro’ in Oxford English Drama: A Woman Killed with Kindness and Other Domestic Plays. Oxford: Oxford University,  2008. p.viii  


� Milliner –“ A seller of fancy wares, accessories, and articles of (female) apparel, esp. such as were originally made in Milan” such as women’s hats. (OED n. 2.)


� prentice - “ A person who learns a trade, craft, art, or profession from an employer” for instance “to send or put to prentice: to legally bind (a person) as an apprentice.” (OED n.1.a.)


� purse-bearer - “The bearer or carrier of a purse; a person who has been given charge of money belonging to another.” (OED n.1.)


� Marry - “Expressing surprise, astonishment, outrage, etc., or “Used to give emphasis to one's words.” (OED int.1.)


�  if she list – if she wants or desires.


� [Draper] – In the Quarto in the place of the Draper there was only the number 1. However, from examining the text it is quite obvious that the number 1 does refer to the Draper and not the Milliner as he talks of linen cloth.


� [Milliner] – In the Quarto in the place of the Milliner was a number 2, by deducing that number 1 is the Draper this automatically means that number 2 is the Milliner. 


� crown – a crown is  “ A coin (when last minted, silver) of Great Britain of the value of five shillings; hence the sum of five shillings”  (OED n. 8.b.)


� chidden – “ Reproved, rebuked, scolded.” (OED ppl.a.)


� truth – In the Quarto this appears as “troth” which I have changed to truth.


� chaste – “ trans. To correct or amend by discipline; to discipline, train; to bring up under restraint.” (OED.v.1.)


� Why by these yellow spots upon my fingers -  In palmistry It is believed that a person’s hands and nails reveal significant facts about their life and future. Visible yellow spots on a person’s finger or fingers are an indication that someone will die.


� repine – complain, be discontented, protest.


� might ha’ been – might have been.


� In the mean space – In the meantime.


� stratagem – “Used loosely for: A deed of blood or violence. Obs.” (OED 3.)


� sable – Here sable means the colour black.


� ebon – “ Of the colour of ebony; black, dark, sombre.” (OED.adj.3.)


� tapers – “Originally, A wax candle, in early times used chiefly for devotional or penitential purposes; now spec. a long wick coated with wax for temporary use as a spill, etc.” (OED.n1.1a.)


� screech-owl – “A name for the Barn Owl (Aluco flammeus Fleming, Strix Linn.), from its discordant cry, supposed to be of evil omen.” (OED.1a.)


� raven – “A large black crow, […] a bird of ill omen, foreboding death, from the habit of ravens of following armies in the expectation of feeding on dead bodies.” (OED n1.1a.) 


� flaggy – “Hanging down limply or lankly, drooping, pendulous.” (OED.a2.1.)


� Furies – In Greek mythology the furies are avenging spirits, born of blood spilled when a son castrated his father. The Furies punish those who commit murder, particularly those who have committed murder within their own family. In Greek art they were depicted as having snakes for hair, “carrying torches and scourges.” The Furies in later writings became Goddesses and three in number with the name of Allecto, Tisiphone and Megaera. 


The Concise Companion To Classical Literature, ed by M.C. Howatson and I. Chilvers (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1993.), p.231.   


� In the Quarto the stage direction reads “they come to cover” meaning that the furies come to set up the banquet I have changed in to make it more clearer and understandable as to what the Furies are actually doing.


� mazers –a mazer is a “ A bowl, drinking cup, or goblet, usually without a foot, made from a burr or knot of a maple tree and frequently mounted with silver or silver-gilt bands at the lip and base. Also: a similar vessel made of metal or other material. Now arch. and hist.” (OED n1.2.) Here Tragedy says that the Mazers are “made of dead men’s skull” and is perhaps playing on the fact that the noun mazard, which is now archaic, was used to decribed a person’s head.


� carouse – “intr. To drink ‘all out’, drink freely and repeatedly. So to carouse it.” (OED.v.1.) To carouse can also mean to drink to one’s health, which is rather ironic as Anne, Browne, Drury and Roger are, in this scene, falling further into disrepute and are actually drinking to their own death.


� doleful – solemn, gloomy.


� peal – “Any loud or prolonged ringing of a bell or set of bells.” Also can refer to a “call or summons […] made by ringing a bell; a stroke on a bell, or the ringing of a bell, as a call or summons.” (OED n1.1a.b.) Tragedy says that the “chimes of night / Do ring them in with a doleful peal”  one could argue that Tragedy is almost summoning Anne, Drury, Browne and Roger forth to begin the journey to their end. 


� I have made quite a few alterations to the original stage directions, deleting and adding text where necessary to make the stage directions more comprehensible to the reader and make it clearer what actions are taking place and at what point they occur. With only the slightest of alterations being made to the language turning the text into modern language, the stage directions in the Quarto are as follows: 


The Furies go to the door and meet 


them: first the Furies enter before leading them, dancing a soft dance to the 


solemn music: next comes Lust before Browne , leading mistress Sanders covered 


with a black veil: Chastity all in white, pulling her back softly by the 


arm: then Drury, thrusting away Chastity, Roger following: they march about, 


and then sit to the table: the Furies fill wine, Lust drinks to Browne , he to 


Mistress Sanders , she pledgeth him: Lust imbraceth her, she thrusteth Chastity 


from her, Chastity wrings her hands, and departs: Drury and Roger embrace one an 


other: the Furies leap and embrace one another.


 I have made it much clearer when the Furies enter the stage and at what point they would have most likely started to dance in the original production of the play.   


� masque – “A form of courtly dramatic entertainment, often richly symbolic, in which music and dancing played a substantial part, costumes and stage machinery tended to be elaborate, and the audience might be invited to contribute to the action or the dancing.” (OED.n.1a.) Masques were extremely popular a few years after this play was performed as King James I and his wife Anne of Denmark both adored them.


� imbrued – “Stained, dyed, etc., esp. with blood or slaughter.” (OED.ppl.a.a)  Lutheran doctrine, not predestination have a choice make wrong one.


� [Tragedy] – In the Quarto the name of this character appears as Tragedy. I have changed it to Tragedy as it is more than likely that the playwright means Tragedy not Murther. There are several pieces of evidence to suggest this, for instance, in the very first scene of the play Tragedy was called a series of names associated with tragedy plays such as, “Mistress Buskins”, “Madame Melpomene” and “Murther’s Beadle”. By this point of the play, therefore, one can safely say that Tragedy’s character has become heavily associated with murder. Thus, it is not unreasonable to suggest that the playwright has indeed made an error referring to Tragedy as Murther. Furthermore, because Tragedy entered the stage with the bowl of blood and no other stage directions exist for another character by the name of Murther to enter or exit the stage, either here or else where in the play, it stands to reason that it is Tragedy who rubs blood onto the hands of Browne, Drury, Roger and Anne. 


� device – “Something devised or contrived for bringing about some end or result; an arrangement, plan, scheme, project, contrivance; an ingenious or clever expedient; often one of an underhand or evil character; a plot, stratagem, trick.” (OED.n.6.)


� in ure – “In or into use, practice, or performance. Often with vbs., as bring, come, have, and esp. put (freq. c 1510-c 1630). Also rarely with into.” (OED.n1.1a.)


� Sluice –“ trans. To let out, to cause to flow out, by the opening of a sluice.” (OED.v.1.)


� coverture – Browne hopes that the darkness of the night will cover and hide him from his intended victim Master Sanders until he is ready to kill him.


� Well met – “to be well (also happily, etc.) met: to be welcome in a person's or one another's company; (hence) to be well received, welcome. Also as a greeting when encountering an acquaintance by chance: well met! Now arch.” (OED.v.f.)


� Lombard Street – Lombard Street is a street in London; it is placed between Bank junction and Gracechurch Street.


� broach – “ trans. To pierce, stab, thrust through. Obs.” (OED.v1.1)


� malignant star – Many Elizabethans believed that the stars controlled their fate, a belief which Browne shares as he says that his misfortune in failing to killing Sanders is down to a “malignant star.” Astrology was very popular in the Elizabethan and many writers alluded to it; such as Philip Sidney in his collection of sonnets Astrophel and Stella. Shakespeare also referred to this belief in Act I, scene ii of King Lear where in his soliloquy Edmund talks of “the excellent foppery of the world” a world which advocates the belief that the stars control one’s fortunes or even one’s disposition.  


� Cofferer – “ An officer of the royal household of England, next under the controller; he had the oversight of the other officers. Hist.” (OED 1b.)


� St Mary Cray – St Mary-Cray is a London borough situated in Bromley on the River Cray. St Mary-Cray has the largest community of Irish travellers, which is somewhat coincidental that Master Sanders has business regarding that area when his murderer Browne is Irish. 


� sermons at the Spittle – This is a reference to the Priory of St Mary Spittle which was dissolved in the reign of Henry VIII and the hospital which had belonged to the Priory was turned into mansions. However, a large part of the Churchyard remained and it was here in the pulpit where sermons were preached at Easter, Queen Elizabeth I attended a sermon there in 1599.  Spittle sermons are also mentioned in John Foxe’s The Book of Martyrs.


Walter Thornbury, ‘Spitalfields’ Old and New London: volume 2, pp.149-152.


British History Online.


http://www.british-history.ac.uk/report.aspx?compid=45086


� Woolwich – Woolwich is situated in the borough of Greenwich in south London. It is a prominent river crossing which Barns refers to as he says that a “pair of oars” will bring Master Sanders’ to Woolwich.


� Maundy Thursday – “The Thursday before Easter, which is observed as a commemoration of the Last Supper, and on which the British sovereign traditionally gives alms to the poor.” (OED n.1.)


� hie – “To hasten, speed, go quickly.” (OED.v1.2.)


� Blackwall – Blackwalll is situated in the borough of Tower Hamlets in the East End of London on the north side of the River Thames. 


� catch – “A strongly-built vessel of the galiot order, usually two-masted, and of from 100 to 250 tons burden.” (OED.n.2.)


� hoys – a hoy is  “ ‘A small vessel, usually rigged as a sloop, and employed in carrying passengers and goods, particularly in short distances on the sea-coast’ (Smyth Sailor's Word-bk.).” (OED.n.1)


� Mass – Mass is the Eucharist and the taking of bread and wine in remembrance of Jesus Christ if you are Protestant or if you are Catholic taking the actual body and blood of Christ. However, Mass became more widely used and this can be seen in Old John’s exclamation “Mass” and also  “ by the mass: expressing asseveration, or as an oath. Also Eng. regional (Cumberland): amass. Also simply mass! (as int.). (In some dramatic uses perh. indicative of the speaker's rusticity or ignorance.) Now arch. (OED. Int.4 a.) 


� hedging-bill – “A bill with a long handle used in cutting and trimming hedges.” (OED)


� umberst – “Obs. Most numerous.” (OED a.)


� Barking – Barking is a small town situated in the borough of Barking and Dagenham in Northeast London. 


� steeple – There is a strong possibility that “the steeple” that Old John refers to is St Margaret’s Church which was demolished in the Reformation under Henry VIII. One could suggest that Old John was a father in this Church that would explain why John is called Old John because the character would have to be old to have worked in the Church before it was demolished and to be still alive when this play was performed in the early 1590’s.  


� Gods forbode – God forbid.


� Greenwich - Greenwich is a borough situated in Southeast London.


� Shooter’s Hill – Shooter’s Hill is in Greenwich.


� groat – “Hist. A denomination of coin […] which was recognized from the 13th c. in various countries of Europe.” “The English groat was coined in 1351-2 was made equal to four pence. […]The groat ceased to be issued for circulation in 1662, and was not afterwards coined under that name. (OED.1.2.)


� God-a-mercy – “Used as an exclamation of applause or thanks.” (OED.int.1.)


� aqua-vitae – in Latin means water of life and is “A term of the alchemists applied to ardent spirits or unrectified alcohol; sometimes applied, in commerce, to ardent spirits of the first distillation.” (OED.1.)


� Black Bull by Battle Bridge – The Black Bull one can assume was a public inn located in Renaissance London, near Battle Bridge.


� swaggerers – a swaggerer is “One who swaggers; a quarreller.” (OED)


� o’er - over


� Trusty Roger whom we sent to dog him – to dog him means to follow him. Browne and Drury have sent Roger to follow Sanders to seek an opportunity for Browne to murder him.


� whoreson – “ attrib.: commonly as a coarsely abusive epithet, applied to a person or thing: Vile, abominable, execrable, detestable, ‘wretched’, ‘scurvy’, ‘bloody’; also sometimes expressing humorous familiarity or commendation. (OED b.) Mistress Drury could be refering to the fact that Roger is the son of a whore, a bastard, however there is no other evidence to support this and it is more likely that Drury is using the term in the context taken from OED.


� Cornhill – Cornhill is a ward in the very centre of London.


� the Burse –“the Burse: (spec.) the Royal Exchange in London, built by Sir Thomas Gresham in 1566. Britain's Burse: the New Exchange in the Strand, built by the Earl of Salisbury in 1609, afterwards known as Exeter 'Change, on the site of the present Exeter Hall. In both of these there were shops, allusions to which are frequent.Obs.” (OED.II.b.)  


� at’s – at his


� Lion Quay – In the Quarto Quay was spelt Key and I have changed all references to the Key to Quay.


� waterman – “A man working on a boat or among boats, esp. a boatman (as the licensed wherry-man of London) who plies for hire on a river, etc.”  (OED 2.)


� Beshrew me – “Now only in imprecatory expressions (beshrew me, thee, etc.): ‘Evil befall, mischief take, devil take, curse, hang!’; also, with weakened force, ‘plague on,’ and often humorous or playful. arch. Perhaps not imperative, but an elliptical form like (I) thank you! (I) pray! (I) prithee!]. (OED v.3b.)


� Here I have altered when mistress Drury exits the stage as in the original stage directions Drury exited  before hearing Browne’s comment that he will not go to her house after he has murdered Sanders, stating that he will “not lodge in London for a while.” 


� In the original text in the place of Bean is John, I have changed this to Bean to make it the same as the other Acts and Scenes in which Bean appears in order to maintain consistency. 


� bade – as in bid, commanded, ordered.


� half-a-crown – “A coin (latterly silver) of Great Britain, of the value of two shillings and sixpence; sometimes used for the equivalent sum, which is regularly expressed by half-a-crown.” (OED a.)


� Jesu - Jesus


� questionless – “ Without question, beyond all question; unquestionably; undoubtedly. Now poet. and arch.” ( OED adv.a.)


� Have you forgot what the old proverb is / The third time pays for all – A Portuguese proverb which is very similar to the phrase third time lucky. This proverb also appears in Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night Act V Scene i where Feste says “the old saying is third pays for all.”


� When the destinies / Do shear the labouring thread of life – This is a reference to the Fates, also known as Moirai. In Greek mythology the Fates controlled the “thread of life,” the thread represented the lives of men and women that the Fates could cut to bring one’s death.  The Fates also held “abstract powers of destiny” which Tragedy refers to here calling them “the destinies.”  


The Concise Companion To Classical Literature edited by M.C. Howatson and I. Chilvers, p.224.


� rout – “A disorderly, tumultuous, or disreputable crowd of persons.2 (OED.n.1.II.5)


� Is it that stripling? – a stripling is a “youth, one just passing from boyhood to manhood.” (OED.1.)


� Blackheath – Blackheath is a borough in London based in Lewisham to the East of Greenwich.


� desrcy’d – “The action of the vb. DESCRY1 perception from a distance, discovery; also attrib.” 


(OED. Vbl.n1.)


� twain – “A group of two; a pair, couple” (OED.n.2.)


� strikes up John’s heels – From examining the use of this expression by other writers on Early English Books Online it seems that to strike up a person’s heels is to hit or attack them from behind.


� bespoken – bespelled 


� gadding – wandering.


� Almanac – “An annual table, or (more usually) a book of tables, containing a calendar of months and days, with astronomical data and calculations, ecclesiastical and other anniversaries, besides other useful information, and, in former days, astrological and astrometeorological forecasts.” (OED)


� brinded – Now archaic, it means “Of a tawny or brownish colour, marked with bars or streaks of a different hue; also gen. streaked, spotted; brindled.”  (OED.a.) 


� dazzle – Here Old John’s “dazzle” this could possibly mean that his eyes are teary. This expression can also be seen in John Webster’s The Duchess of Malfi when Ferdinand upon seeing the dead body of his twin sister the Duchess who he ordered the death of exclaims  “Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle: she died young.” 


� sweb – “ intr. To faint, swoon. Hence � INCLUDEPICTURE "http://dictionary.oed.com.lcproxy.shu.ac.uk/graphics/parser/gifs/mbb/sm.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���swebbing vbl. n.”(OED.v.)


� swound – “Now arch. and dial. intr. To swoon, faint.” (OED.v.)


� alack – “An exclamation originally of dissatisfaction, reprobation, or deprecation = pity or shame that it should be so; and hence of  regret or surprise. Occ. with a dative obj. Now arch., poet. or dial.” (OED.int.)


� Woe worth – “woe worth (in 16th and 17th cent. sometimes hyphened): may evil befall or light upon; a curse upon; cursed be or shall be: often in phr.” Now archaic. (OED.4a.)  


� Ah welladay – “Now arch. and dial. An exclamation expressing sorrow or lamentation; = alas! Also with ah or O prefixed.” (OED.int.A.)


� Call we them Caballeros? – a caballero is a Spanish gentleman.


� Joan – In the Quarto this was John, however, the playwright must mean Joan as it makes more sense  since it is Old Joan that is talking and asking her whether she has finished binding Beans’ wounds and seeks her assistance to help him move Master Sanders’ dead body. 


� Jack – “A vessel for liquor (either for holding liquor, or for drinking from); orig. and usually of waxed leather coated outside with tar or pitch […] a (leathern) jug or tankard. arch.” (OED.n.2.2.)


� Eltham – Eltham is a district in London in the Borough of Greenwich.


� scaped – escaped.


� garbage – “The offal of an animal used for food; esp. the entrails. Rarely, the entrails of a man.” (OED.n.1.)


� I’ll up into the Presence – Is a reference to where the Queen resides, the surrounding radius of Queen Elizabeth I.


� ticing – enticing.


� Anne tries to scratch her face – Here Anne wants to have her crime written on her face to make her as ugly as her “deeds.”


�Cross and Pile – Cross and Pile is an archaic term for a game that was played in Elizabethan England which we now call Heads or Tails. 


� gamester – “One who habitually plays at games of chance for money or other stake; a gambler.” (OED.3.)


� he doth stand / Like to an Angel with a fiery sword / To bar mine entrance at that fatal door. – Here Browne is referring to the Bible, in the book of Genesis an Angel named Uriel wields the power of a “fiery sword” and guards the entry to the Garden of Eden after Adam and Eve were expelled after taking from the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil. Like Uriel, Young Sanders is barring Browne’s entry to paradise, the home of his beloved Anne. 


� yerk’d – to be yerk’d means to be beaten, flogged, thrashed by a whip.


� silk point – In Elizabethan England silk points were commonly used instead of buttons for fastening clothes together such as breeches. They were often made of lace with a metal attachment at one end to act as a hook.


� basilisk – “A fabulous reptile, also called a cockatrice, alleged to be hatched by a serpent from a cock's egg; ancient authors stated that its hissing drove away all other serpents, and that its breath, and even its look, was fatal.” (OED.1.)


� Why Mistress Anne I love you dearly, /And but for your incomparable beauty /My soul had never dreamt of Sanders’ death: - Here is the crux of the play Anne’s beauty has made Browne murder her husband, this play is A Warning to Fair Women, a warning  to beautiful women not to fall prey to wealthy, lustful admirers.


� Mountains will not suffice to cover it – Here Anne is referring to the Bible, the book of Revelation 6:12-17. In which the unrighteous hid themselves “in caves and among the rocks of the mountains” and called upon “the mountains and rocks, ‘Fall on us and hide us from the face of him who is seated on the throne, and from the wrath of the lamb, for the great day of wrath has come […]’ ” Like the unrighteous who wanted to escape God and “the wrath of the Lamb” so does Anne. However, the mountains failed and the unrighteous were exposed to God’s justice. Anne knows that mountains will not hide her unnatural sin, like the unrighteous she will be discovered and punished for her sins.   


King James Bible, King James Bible Online, 


http://www.kingjamesbibleonline.


� Cimmerian  –  a Cimmerii is “A member of a nomadic people of antiquity, the earliest known inhabitants of the Crimea, who overran Asia Minor in the 7th century B.C” and was “One of a people fabled by the ancients to live in perpetual darkness.” (OED.a.b.)


� the very stones / That lie within the streets cry out for vengeance / And point us to be the murders. – Here Anne is referring to the Bible, Luke19:40. On entering Jerusalem Jesus was greeted by a great crowd shouting his name. Jesus was asked by “some of the pharisees in the crowd” to quieten his followers to which Jesus replied “I tell you, if these were silent, the very stones would cry.” 


King James Bible, King James Bible Online, 


http://www.kingjamesbibleonline.


God will make the stones cry out in His name just like Anne believes that he will make the stones in her street “cry out for vengeance.” Here Anne is convinced that she cannot escape justice and knows that God will punish her for sins. Shakespeare refers to this passage from the Bible in Act III, Scene iv of Macbeth, when Macbeth exclaims “Stones have been known to move.”  


� In the eye of court – Here the Lord is referring to the fact that Browne murdered Sanders in London where the Queen’s court resides. 


� durst – means dares, or strictly speaking here ‘would dare’.


� if it – In Quarto and’t meaning and if it changed to make it clearer.


� looks off – The Lord gives a thoughtful look; full of regret and sadness about Sanders’ murder. 


� ta’en – taken.


� dead lift – “fig. A position or juncture in which one can do no more, an extremity, ‘a hopeless exigence’ (J.). Usually in phrase at a dead lift. (Very common in the 17th c.: now arch. or dial.)” ( OED.2.) This expression was also used very rarely in the late 16th century. 


� immanity – “Monstrous cruelty; atrocious savagery.” (OED. n.2.)


� Could be dispair as in “trans. To undo the pairing of, separate from being a pair.” (OED.v1.) as Browne, Drury and Roger have split up and gone their separate ways and confindences have been broken.


� Prostrate – “Laid low in mind or spirit; submissive or abject; defeated or powerless. Sometimes as past participle. “ (OED.adj.2a.) However, in this context, the use of the word “prostrate” could indicate that Chastity is laid on the ground before Justice “in token of submission or humility, as in adoration, worship, or supplication”. (OED.adj.1a.) 


� besprent – “Besprinkled. […] with moisture of any kind, or dust.” (OED.ppl.a.)


� Measure for measure – Here Tragedy is referring to the Bible, Mathew 7:2 which states “For with what judgment ye judge, ye shall be judged: and with what measure ye mete, it shall be measured to you again.”


King James Bible, King James Bible Online, 


http://www.kingjamesbibleonline.


Shakespeare also uses this passage of the bible for the title of his play Measure for Measure.  This is particularly interesting because Shakespeare’s Measure for Measure has a connection with Heywood’s A Woman Killed With Kindness, as in the subplot of his play, Heywood, gives Susan the same ethical dilemma that Isabella is given by Shakespeare in Measure for Measure.    


� Lost blood for blood – There are a number of similarities between this play and Shakespeare’s Macbeth; for instance, not only does Anne, like Macbeth, cry out that the very stones in the street will denounce her but also Tragedy’s following exclamation, “lost blood for blood” is strikingly similar to what Macbeth says to his wife when he asserts, “blood will have blood” in Act III, Scene iv.


� pursuivant – “A royal or state messenger, esp. one with the power to execute warrants; a warrant officer. Now hist.” (OED.n.2.a.)


� Enter John Bean brought in a chair, and Master Barns, and Master James – A similar scene occurs in Ben Johnson’s The Magnetic Lady, or Humours Reconciled at the opening of Act III, Scene iv, in which reads Rut, Palate, Bias, bringing out Interest in a Chair: Item, Polish following.” Doctor Rut opens the scene by saying “Come, bring him out into the air a little: / There set him down. Bow him, yet bow him more.” Which is very similar to line 146 of this play, which reads “Bow him, give him air.” 


� happed – happened.


� requisite – “Required by circumstances or regulations; appropriate; necessary for a purpose, indispensable.” (OED.adj.A.)


� painful – “Of a person: painstaking, assiduous, diligent. Now rare.” (OED. adj.4a.)


� See how his wounds break out afresh in bleeding – This is the act of cruentation, when the wounds of one who has been murdered reveal the identity of the murderer by bleeding in their presence. Cruentation appears in Shakespeare’s Richard III and in Arden of Faversham, which has a great number of similarities to this play; Alice, a woman who has murdered her husband is discovered as the murderer because her husband’s wounds start to bleed in her presence. Cruentation was seen as an act of God, divine intervention ensuring that “murder will out.” Browne states between lines 139 and 141 that the fifteen wounds that he inflicted on Bean are “fifteen mouths that do accuse me. / In every wound there is a bloody tongue / Which will all speak, although he hold his peace,” Bean’s wounds are like mouths that will reveal him to be the murderer. Alice says something very similar in scene 16 of Arden of Faversham as she states that “The blood condemns me, and in gushing forth / Speaks as it falls ”; Here, Arden’s wounds reveal Alice to be the murderer, just like Bean’s wounds are like mouths and tongues, Arden’s wounds have been given the power to “speak” by God through the act of cruentation. 


The Cambridge Companion To English Renaissance Tragedy edited by E. Smith and G.A Sullivan Jr. (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 2010.) pp.189-191. 


� quit –  “With indirect and direct object: to repay (a person) for (a kindness, favour, injury, etc.). Obs.” (OED. v.3a.)


� she cried out the play was made by her – The woman thought that the play was about her murdering her husband.


� This story appears in Thomas Heywood’s An Apology for Actors 1612. Heywood uses this story against puritan attack to show the theatre’s critics that plays can help society and that the theatre contributes to the national good.  


� He did my Lord … and so departed – This is not an accurate description of Bean’s death because, as the audience has just seen, Bean did not say, “God forgive Browne, and receive his soul” he just identified Browne as the murderer and died. Rather than being the work of a separate playwright, I believe that the one and only playwright of this play made a mistake when describing Bean’s last words in this passage.  The playwright makes another mistake a few lines later when one of the Lords says that Bean had “nine or ten […] mortal wounds”, however, this conflicts with what was said earlier on in the play when Browne said that Bean had fifteen wounds. These could be intentional mistakes to show how real events become distorted the more they are talked about, however, I believe they are genuine mistakes and not, as discussed earlier, the work of a separate playwright of which there is no evidence of, either here or else where in the play.    


� give up the ghost – Bean died.


� Master Humphrey – is the name of the real actor who was a member of the Lord Chamberlain’s Men.


� in’t – In the Quarto it was just in but considering the next line ends with “on’t” meaning on it, it stands to reason that in should be in’t for the line to make sense.


� Drury’s wife – Here the playwright makes a mistake as there is no mention of a Mr Drury and it is revealed very early on in the play that Mistress Drury is a widow.  


� apple-squire – Now archaic. “A male companion of a woman of ill-repute; spec […] a harlot's servant or personal attendant”. (OED.n.)


� sprite – Spirit.


� In the Quarto the stage directions read as follows: “Enter some to prepare the judgement seat to the Lord Mayor, Lo. Justice, and the four Lords, and one Clerk, and a Sheriff, who being set, command Browne to be brought forth.” I have changed this stage direction to make it much clearer which characters enter the stage. I have moved some of theses stage directions to when the two officers have finished preparing the Lords seats.     


� divers – several.


� gait - walk


�[Enter the Lord Mayor, Lord Justice, and the four Lords, and one Clerk, and a Sheriff, who being set command Browne to be brought forth.] – In the Quarto the stage directions read as follows “Enter all as before.” I have replaced this because it was not entirely clear as to who was entering the stage. 


� Indictment – “The legal document containing the charge; ‘a written accusation of one or more persons of a crime or misdemeanor, preferred to, and presented upon oath by, a grand jury’ (Blackstone). Hence to draw (up) an indictment.” (OED.1.b.) 


� [Officers I and 2 exit the stage and re-enter with Browne.] – I have added this stage direction because in the Quarto there is no stage direction that indicates when Browne should enter the stage. The Lords “command Browne to be brought forth” and the Lord Justice states, “Bring forth the prisoner”; however, it is not clear who actually brings Browne on stage. It is more than likely that it would be the officers of the court who would escort the prisoner. Apart from the two officers there are no other characters which the Lord Justice could be asking to bring on the prisoner except the Sheriff; who, it is later learned in this scene, has the job of preparing and controlling the Jury. Thus, I have made it so the two officers escort Browne, Anne, Drury, and Roger on and off the stage with one exception being made at the end of the scene when the Lord Justice calls upon a Jailer to take Anne, Drury and Roger to prison. However, once again, there were no stage directions indicting that a Jailer entered or exited the stage. I therefore added stage directions for the Jailer and made him exit with Anne, Drury and Roger as the Lord Justice commands.  


� indicted – To indict a person is “ trans. To bring a charge against; to accuse (a person) for (of) a crime, as (for) a culprit, esp. by legal process.” (OED.v1.I.1.)


� xxv – In Roman numerilas xxv is 25. 


� xv – In Roman numerials xv is 15.


� vii – In Roman numerial vii is 7.


� viii – In Roman numerials viii is 8. All the dates that are used here are accurate as Browne murdered George Sanders and John Bean on the 25th March 1573. However, whether the murder took place between the hours of 7 and 8 o’clock is open to speculation, as I have found no recorded evidence that indicates that it was between these hours that the murder of Sanders took place.


� Let me be buried so soon as I am dead – Here Browne expresses his desire to be buried straight after he is hanged because he does want to be hung up in chains. His fear of being hung in chains stems from the belief that one takes their body with them in the afterlife. One would not want to be hung up in chains because they most certainly would not be resurrected in one piece in the afterlife because birds would have eaten various parts of their body. This is very similar to Thomas Heywood’s play A Woman Killed with Kindness as in Act IV, scene v Anne states, “mark not my face, / Nor hack me with your sword; but let me go / Perfect and undeformed to my tomb!”. Like Browne, Anne does not want to enter the afterlife deformed and wants to keep her body whole. 


� Thou shalt, … thy judgment – Here the 1 lord assures Browne that he will be buried as soon as he is dead, however, in Act V, Scene ii an order is given for Browne’s dead body to be conveyed to Shooter’s hill and to be hung in chains. The promise of this lord is therefore worthless which undoubtedly shakes one’s faith in the legal system as it appears untrustworthy and fallible because a trusted figure of the law, a man sworn to provide justice, lies and makes a false promise. Such doubts over the efficiency of the legal system can also be seen in Arden of Faversham.


� viz –  “That is to say; namely; to wit: used to introduce an amplification, or more precise or explicit explanation, of a previous statement or word” and it is an abbreviation of the adverb Videlicet. (OED.adv.A.)


� spinsters – This is an error made on the part of the writer as it was revealed rather early on in the play in Act I, Scene i that Anne Drury was a widow and Anne Sanders at this point of the play having conspired to murder her husband and succeeding has become a widow herself.  


� How will ye be tried … By God and by the Country – This is general practice in a court of law even today. “ This practice arose when the prisoner had the right to choose the mode of trial, namely, by ordeal or by jury, and then he elected by God or by his country, that is, by jury.” 


<http://legal-dictionary.thefreedictionary.com/God+and+my+country>


� Lady’s Eve – The day before Lady day which is “A day on which a religious festival in honour of the Virgin Mary is celebrated. Now only March 25th, the Feast of the Annunciation. Formerly also December 8th, the Conception of the Virgin; September 8th, the Nativity; and August 15th, the Assumption.” (OED.n.) The date and letter in question are real as Sanders was murdered on the 25th March 1573, Anne, therefore, wrote the letter the day before he was murdered informing Browne where Sanders would be so that he could kill him.


� Here the rose Anne is wearing changes colour, unfortunately the text does not reveal what colour the rose changes to because on line 270 one of the Lords just says, “His colour now is of another hue”. However, it is most likely that the rose would have changed to black or, possibly even, red. The changing of the rose’s colour is to show that Anne is indeed guilty of conspiring to murder her husband. In the Quarto there is no mention of how in the original production the rose would have changed colour on stage. To the audience it is a sign from God that reveals Anne to be guilty, however, staging is very difficult because the rose needs to change colour miraculously. I suggest that this could have been achieved by dying half of the rose black or red thus creating two different coloured roses out of one; all the actor who played Anne would have had to have done is simply twist the rose in the direction of the audience to expose either the white or dyed side of the rose. The actor would have had to do this inconspicuously because it is crucial that the audience believes that it is Divine intervention that has changed the colour of Anne’s rose. It is important to note that the player would have had to perform this act out of character because, at this point of the play, Anne, is unaware of the fact that the rose has changed colour. However, this is only a suggestion of how this effect could be achieved because, as discussed earlier, there is no recorded evidence of how the original playing company performed such staging.  


� bestial – “ esp. Like a beast in obeying and gratifying the animal instincts and sensual desires; debased, depraved, lustful, cruel, brutal, beastly, obscene.” (OED.a.3.)


� The Sabbath days – Sabbath “Since the Reformation, often applied to ‘the Lord's day’, i.e. the first day of the week (Sunday) observed by Christians in commemoration of the resurrection of Christ.” (OED.1.b.) However, it was also “common view that the commandment ‘to keep holy the Sabbath-day’, in its Christian interpretation, related to the festivals of the Church in general, and not to Sunday only or eminently.” Thus Browne could be confessing to the fact that he either spent his Sundays in “common stews” gambling and commiting “vile perjuries” or that he did such actions on the days he should have been celebrating the festivites of the Church. 


� It is very unusual and extremely rare to have a hanging on stage. Thomas Kyd’s The Spanish Tragedy and Robert Daborne’s A Christian Turn’d Turk also stage hanging scenes.


� pillory – “A device for punishment, usually consisting of a wooden framework mounted on a post, with holes or rings for trapping the head and hands, in which an offender was confined so as to be subjected to public ridicule, abuse, assault, etc.; punishment of this kind. Now hist.” (OED.n.1.)


� In the Quarto the stage direction simply reads: “Enter two Carpenters under Newgate” and Anne and her Keeper did not enter until the two carpenters had exited the stage 22 lines later. However, this posed a problem as Anne asserts between lines 27 and 29, “I was standing at a grate / That looks into the street I heard men talk, / The execution should be done today.” Anne, therefore, had to be on stage to hear these comments. I amended this problem by making Anne enter the upper stage and the carpenters on the lower stage; this enables Anne to hear the conversation between the two carpenters. It is very probable that this is how this scene was staged in the original production. This suggestion is strengthened by the fact that Anne states that she was standing at a “grate / That looks into the street”; here, Anne could easily mean that she was standing on the upper stage, which was being used as her cell, and was looking down to the lower stage which was serving as the street outside Newgate.  After their short conversation the two carpenters exit the lower stage and Anne exits the upper stage and re-enters the lower stage with her Keeper.  


� keeper – another term for gaoler


� And what pair of gallows were set up, / Both strong and big enough to hold us all - Here Anne is referring to the Tyburn tree, also called the triple tree, which was built in 1571. The Tyburn tree was a giant triangular shaped wooden frame that made it possible to hang several people at the same time. When Sanders was murdered in 1573 the Tree would have been relatively new only two years old that is possibly why the playwright is referring to it as Anne, Drury and Roger would have been amongst the first to be hanged on it.


� Here Anne could possibly be referring to the fact that George Mell tried to persuade Anne Drury to falsify her testimony and declare Anne innocent of the crimes that she was charged of committing. 


� transgressors – a transgressor is “One who transgresses; a law-breaker; a sinner.” (OED


� remission – forgiveness for sins committed.


� Holy Spirit –Another term for the Holy Ghost: “[t]he Divine Spirit; the Third Person of the Godhead, the Holy Spirit.” (OED.n.)


� Doctor – “spec. {…] the Doctors of the Church, certain early ‘fathers’ distinguished by their eminent learning, so as to have been teachers not only in the Church, but of the Church, and by their heroic sanctity.” (OED.n.1.a.)


� propitiator – “A person who propitiates someone or something.” (OED.n.)  


� In Abraham’s bosom – “ Abraham's bosom (also Abraham bosom) [after Luke 16:23] heaven; the place of rest for the souls of the righteous dead. Chiefly in Abraham's bosom.” (OED. n.1.)


� corsie – meaning corrosive “[…] Something that ‘frets’ or causes care or annoyance; a grief, annoyance.” (OED.3.)   


� wheresoever – now archaic meaning wherever.


� abashed – “Put out of self-possession, stricken with surprise; confounded, discomfited, disconcerted; checked with a sense of shame, presumption, or error.” (OED)


� Bradford’s works – Here Anne is referring to John Bradford, a reformer and protestant martyr who was burned at the stake in 1555 for heresy. As a Marian martyr, Bradford appears in Foxe’s Book of Maryrs. The meditations which Anne is referring to is most likely Bradfords’s Daily Meditations and Prayers in which he outlines prayers which should be said at certain times of the day. The fact that Anne is giving her children a guide to leading a virtuous life shows hope that her children will not follow the same path as their mother and will not fall into sin. 


� venomed – “Covered, charged, imbued, impregnated, or smeared with venom; full of venom; poisoned, poisonous; = VENOMOUS a. 5.” (OED.2.)


� home born Tragedy – Here Tragedy is referring to the fact that the murder of George Sanders was done in London. 
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