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TO THE RIGHT WORSHIP- 
Full and vertuous, his {1ngular oood Lady, 

the L ady Pallauicino, Theophilus Feild, hor 

deuorte {cruant, dedicateth theſe 
mourning weedes, 

[7 ht vertuens, and fayre Lady, m ay it ple aſe 

Tow: faire, now lubbred eyes, with weeping tons, 
T otakea truce with teares. that wh;/{t you! 'Ceaſe 
T o mourne,with which you do your {and w1072 

T here may be time for me, for toexpreſſe 
Aly loſſe, which by Jour loſſe is comfortleſſe, 
Some comfor t may from hence to you ariſe, 
(If it be comfort not to weepe alone) 
Oh zinemeleaueto ſpeake,that which mine &e, 
Haue writ in teares, with which my heart doth grone 

T 0 be deliuered. Loe this child of eriefe 
Seeckes onto you as Nurſe for ſome reliefe 
Bea dry Nurſetoit, let it not draw 

From nipple: * of your eyes one pretions teare, 

T ou need not gine it ſuck, forit can chaw, 
And whatit chaw 1s, his ſlomacke n ell will beare- 
V phold it not with helping it tomone, 
'T r big enongh,and now can ge, lone. 
T his Infant new borne of my m:oyſler brame 
Ichoath din black expoſmms it towiew 
Of many witne Jes ſome of their traime 

Not well traiwd wp,but of the ruder crew 
A 2 Diſroat'd 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatorie. 
Difroab'dityobd me vithout priniledge 
T o touch a holy thing ts ſacriledze. 
Noleſſe was this, nay more( 6 fonle diſorace,) 
T hey dia not onely touch, but tooke away 
A holy Poeme .froma hcly place 

Vpoz a birth,and on a buriall diy 
A mourning weeping birth day to my wvearſe, 
A day of buriall to Horatios hearſe, 
Hence you gropion, what had you there to doo ? 
Lady my babe was on your alter plac'd, 
Sacred,denote, and conſecrate to you 
By your eyes gracions aſpedt to begracd, 
T hey were Church robbers who aid dare to ſpoyle 
T he holy labors of an others toyle : 
After lone ſearch and much enquiry made, 

T he loſt child by his mother found againe, 
*Who trauailing a new on childbed laide, 
Seekes vntoyou as Nurſe to eaſe her paine, 
After your cloudes of eriefe be onerblowne, 
Deſires you to adopt him for your owne : 
His father world be yours,( for yours he was) 
Whilſt he belongd to your deceaſed mate 
No patron of his poems now he has, 
And therefore aoth them to you dedicate: 
Loue them for hu ſake,from whoſe ſorrowed death 
Halfe dead for ſorrow they hawe borrowed breath. 
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Anlralians dead bodie, ſtucke with Eng- 
liſh Flowers. 

The Heranlat office, Ile aſſume to mee, 

Forward my Muſe, chiefe mourner thou ſhalt bee : 
Impute it not to pride I formoſt goe, 
T1: 4 poore pride,to be the chiefe in woe. 

Vpon the death of the Right Worſhipfull Knight, 
his very bonourable Patron, Sir Horatio Pallauicino. 

Uer/es thruſt out by farce when teares fell, and 
followed of their owne accord. 

N Ay ſpare not Enuy, malice ſpit thy gall, 
Say what youcan gainſ(t my Horatio, 

; TGainſt my Mecens: benorpartiall, 
Verrue,nor dead,nor liuing,wants a foe. 

Him living, gainſt you borh I haue defended, 
He dead,in ſpight of ſpight ſhalbe commended: 
Enuy layes hand on mouth, nay ſheare thy teeth, 
O art thou toothleſle 7 ſhe points to the grave, 
And faith ſheis buried with him. Dead 3 and ſeeth? 
She win-kes. Nay that is not that we would haue, 
Therenceds no winking where there is no error: 
Looke on thisſ1ght,thy fight confounding mirror, 
Put on thy ſpetacles and throughly view, 
We crane no fauour : ſtil] ſhe will be blinde, 
Becauſe that vertue ſhall not haue her dew, 
She canno fault,ſhe will nought praiſe-worth finde, 
I could faith ſheyſay then and fay but ſooth, 
Enuy (till hath,though ſhe doth hide her tooth : 

A 3 I for 



An Italians dead bode, 

T for Horatio held my hand at barre, 
Of what ſmall blemiſh canſt thou him enditee 
I haue withdrawne my aQtion, dead men are 
Dead to the law,who bites that cannot bite? 
A dogge. 
Such1s that many headed Cerberus, 
The common people, whom Horatio fed: 
Yet could not {top their mouthes. Now woe to vs 
T hey cry,andto our ſtaruclings. He is dead 
Who when with hunger we were all nigh dead, 
Refreſhed and reuiued vs with bread, 
And yet (oh how far enuy carricth men? ) 
He carried and tranſported,({top toong there, 
Recant alye,thy words call backe agen. 
He didtranſpott corne. When? when corne was deare? 
Whither? ro heaten : euenicorne of life the ſtaffe, 
Which when God winowcd,he found no chaſte ; 
And for he found nochaftc,heſtor'd it vp 
In his owne garner. 

Linor poſt fata quieſcit 
Virtutem mcolumen 0as 

Subltar ex oculis Guerimns mnuids, 

Theophil. Fed, 

Upon the ſame, ' 
PAtrons and Poets hauc benealwaies ſcant, 

Is now there humber then encreaſed? no. 
Shall dead eAvgn7us then a Virgil want? 
Oh for a Horace for Horato, 

Horatio, A lecenas call hin rather, | 

Or if ve will,the Muſcs foſter father. 
Remeiter;,cnough,cnough can make a ſong, 
A Ballet, cr ſuch like,and chereunto 
Annex a wotull cunc : they do thee wrong 
Apolto, and thy tiuc borne {gnnes vndo. 



fucke with Enzliſh Flowers, 
For why are Poets clogd with pouertic ? 
Becauſe theſe baſtards imbaſc poeſie. 
eAngnſius nor Maecena neretill now 
Were mill 'd and wiſh'd till Horatio dide, 
In him they died both : the lawrell bough 
Did wither,as his bodie putritide, 
Hence neither Horace, nor a Maroliues, 
Since Poets are their Patrons relatiues. 
Deceal'd Augyſius lives by lively vearſe 
Of Maro, Haro lived by his purſe ; 
Horace reuiueth his ſecenas hearle, 
Whoſe bountie had bene erſt his Muſes Nurſe, 
Life given for liuing,and bread giuen for breath, 
Virgil giues molthe giucs life atter death. 
How can you ſpend your treaſure better then 
Then trea(uring vp eternall memoric ? 
(You muck-wormes of the world,the ſcorne of men) 
This gift is in the gift of poetrie. 
My Patron was a patterne for you all, 
W hoſe fames life 15 his bodies funerall. 
Virgil and Horace, I enuy you not 
For hauing ſo great Patrons as you had: 
In poetrie you had a greater lot, 
eAugn/is tor bad ware ſo much nere bad, 
Nere gaue ſo mach. He gane to Pubans 
A Bakers dole,a boxe to Cherilxs. 

Bread, bare allowance for lifes ſuſtenance, 
Dry morſell beggers almes(neceſlitic 
Did aske no morce)more royall maintenance 
Gaue my Aug»/tres. Superfluitic 
So thinkes the baſer clowne, what's given to vs 
I meane to Schollers,is ſuperfluous. 
I Cherie, or Poet worle then hee, 

Had royall Phillips for my quarters pay : 
Virgil and Horace did deſcerue their fee, 

To giue them,is tolel),not giue away. 



Am Italians dead bodie, 
No gift (toſell for gaine) bur greedineſle, 
The leile my worth,the more my worthinefle. 
I Cheriu;,do pittie Cheritns, 
No verſe did ſound ll to Auguſtus care, 
But Chris his eare mult ſtrait vntruſle 
Like ſchoole boy, and his fiſts correftion beare. 
Are not ſuch Patrons rife? ſay Satyriſt 
Who beare in ope hand bread,a ſtone in fiſt. 
CMaero be ſilent in thy Patrons praiſe, 
Let Cherilus Auguſins dead fame reare, 
Commend him for his fiſt, chy Muſe vpraiſe: 
As high,as he is arme : a box on the care, 
A u vpon his hand, much kinder they, 
Who with a flea in eare do ſend away: 
Te bites nor halfe ſo much,who lookes for more 
Then flap with Foxe-taile? nay tis well if ſo 
We ſcape: yet makea crofle vpon his dore, 
Nere beg more there : O my Horatio! 
My patron when 1 view theſe Carlesin groſle, 
Thy death preſents to me a greater loſle: 
I was a deare,deare plat of ground to thee, 
I was waſte ground,tillin a barren field 
Made fruittull by thy liberalitie: 
Youſowed and planted,yer Incre did yeeld 
Better then flowers : 1n them thou tookeſt delighr 
Living,with them thy deads corpes ſhall be dight. 
Sixe winters did thy bountie raine on mee: 
Sixe ſommers with thy Sun-beames ouerſplead, 
So many ſommersbrought nat into thee 
Onc harueſt : I ſtill green,thou withered 
Before my fruite be ripe,for I could pay 
Tithe of thy April ſhewres,in flowres of May. 
Would thou hadl(t liu'd till Pa» the ſhepheards god 
Hadentertained me into his rout, 
I might haue charm'd mens cares with Aron; rod, 
Shimey his railing toong have pulled our. 

Giue 
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ſrucke with Eneliſh Flowers, 
Gme vertue her due praiſc : which never lives, 
Till death to enuy,death and honour gzues. 
Would thou hadlt hued el] then, and then thy field, 
For allthy colt and Jabour would haue paide 
Some better vie,nowonely 1t doth yeeld 
Tennein the bundred, being ouerlaide 
With too much eed. If reares were ſpent and all, 
My Land-Jord might haue loſt his principall; 
Buel amrichin rearcs,ch that they could 
Supple thy withered rootes,recuce thy ſpring, 

My earth ſhould turne to watcr,and 1 wou!d 
Weepe Oceans: when I could no longer wring 
One poore teares ſap from tountain of my cies, 
Ny heart ſhould be thy combe,l1 herehe lies. 

Namy, privs tinidy paſcenter im athere Cerus 

Et freia aeitunent nudos m ittore pi/ces, 

Ante pererratts amborum finibus exul, 

Ant Ararim Parthus bibet aut Germania T 19119 

Lnam noitro im labatur pettore wvultns. 

I pon the ſame. 
Death went a rouing for to finde a matke, 
His day 15 nigheghis white is blacke and darke: 
Atlaſt by chaunce apaire of Doues he ſpide, 
Who had three louely Pidgions by the fide. 
Five louely birds in all,a!l tull of life, 
Too faire a bootie for (o foule a thiete : 
His arrow to his boſtripg he did fie, 
Ando the biggeſt and the faireſt hic 
Bur inthe foote,who could not runne away, 
The other fled,ſo he ſeiz'd on his pray : 
And well they did to flicsfor ſure he mene 
T'haue kill'd chem all,but auſling his intent, 
He doth excuſe his faQ,and ſayth that hee 
Meant to kill none, bur skare the yoonget three. 

B 



An Italians dead bodie, 

How comes it then, this faire Douc loſt her mate? 
He kild him ſure for loue and not for hate: 
For Dezth indeed with Cxp:as arrowes dight, 
Sovght the loue ſhaft,on deadly ſhaft did light, 
Why ſhot henot ather? He oft diderye, 
Shee was too glorious obiet for his eye : 
Had he kild both, I would haue ſurely though, 
That Jens for her chariot had them bought. 
Yetſee nut how of price they could agree, 
Since the two Doucs could no way valued bee. 
Why kild he not the yoong ones? Oh quoth he, 
They {mil'd vpon me, thad bene cruelzie, 
Beltdesripe fruit. ted foule make death beſt cheare; 
As ycr yong Pigensour of ſcalon were: 
Tis well thou (leiw'ft notthemy for on their death, 
D14 hang a fiuefold threed of vitall breath, 
Tis vell thou ſlew{t not her. for had ſhe dy'de, * 
None bur death {honld have bene his ſecond bryde : 
And mother to his young ones. So in this 
Death hath bene mercifull,our comfort is 
He lives, and fill ſhali lug in his, whom wee 

Murdred by eeaths deaJ hand ſuppole to bee, 
And et then fo liuesbetter,for indeed 
T he cauſe why this my Doue to heauen did ſpecd, 

Vas this: TIoues Eagle was in ſome diſgrace: 
This Doue made Eagle does lupply his place. 

The ſame, 
An other. 

Dead doubtlefle death thinkes Sir Horatio 18, 
But deaths dec-1u dhe tooke his markesamns : 
Two yoonz Heoratror he hath lett behinde, 
The huely Image of the fathers minde. 
Inthcm Horatio liges in ſpighe of death, 
And ſhallſo long as they on earthdraw-breath, 
Good lucke it was: doubtlcſle had death them ſeene, 
T hele two ne boycs now liuing had not beene, 

our 



flucke with E welith Flowers, 

Your Ladiſhip he ſaw: bur thought you might 
Be kild with griefe for your deceaſed Knight, 
Deceiue wiſe Ladie his expeRation, 
In making mone and lamentation. 
Cheare vp your heart : yet lookeſti!l as you cried, 
And ſec your pretie [weetings be not ſpied. 

The /ame. 
An other, 

Once Sir Horatio fromthe Pope did ſteale, 
He ſtole away into our Common-wealc: 
Bur well and wilely trom hence he ſtole, 
Where ſtill he lued in perill of his ſoule. 
Pur ill thou didlt co {teale the ſecond time 
Away from vs,that was no veniall crime: 

T rue 1t was mortal] : death was 15 1n the faur, 
| Thar ſtole him hence : for ſome looke on & faiw't, 

Who did thcir part in making hue and cry, 
Which forc t the thecte the while forgoe his booty : 
Yet afterwards he ſpied his time and (ped, 
Doo what they could that ſtood then by his bed. 
I rather thinke he got luriſelte away, 
Arleaſt conſented to hisdving day : 
Nor can Iwſtly blame himtor his deed, 
\V hat brought him hither made him hence to ſpeed, 
His ſoules eſtacte,which was not at the belt, 
Varillit came to euerlalting reſt, 

” 

The /ame, 

en other, 

If when the partie hath penance done, 
Andina white thecte ſtood his crime, 
For him that lawe and penaltic will {[hunne, 

Je is not good once ro obiett the crime. 
Deſeruc not they be taught to rule their tronigue, 
That now he lics lapt in his windingolheet, 
Stick not ro do that noble Knight luch wrong, 
In ſaying (till (their doue will _— meet.) 

5 

- 



An ltaliians dead bodie, 

Herobd the Pope,did other things beſide, 
Whercin he was the while he liued belide. 

The /ame. 
An other. 

A wandring Knight was Sir Horatio, 

In this,the lowe,and other Countreys mo : 
He liued and dicd aſtraunger with vs here, 
Why name [ where? that's neither here nor there. 
Allinen on carth they runne aſtraungers race, 
Paſleonalong and haue no biding place, 

Wherefore Horatio died not for age, 
He dicd,becaule our lite's a Pilgrimage. 

The ſane. 
Ai Engliſh man Italionate, 
Becomes a dwell incarnate : 
But an Italian Anglyfide, 
Becomes a Saint Angelifide. 

Ed. a, Pemb, Hall. 

To the right vertwons his much honoured Lady, 
the Lady Pallauicino, 

jb Hus haue I cloath'd my childe the ſecond time, 
Becaule I had no flowers, in mourning weed: 
Both fields and flowers,and weeds are palt their prime, 

Doo on them all a charitable deed. 
Itlyeth in the flagges expolde,reieted, 
Vnlefle by your taire hand it be protetted. 
Like Pharo's dauzhtertake it into graco, 
Thouzh meanly borne,yet brought vpby your hand; 
Ir may in time aſpire to higher place, 
And cffe& wonders by enchaunting wand, 
Ir hath alreadie turned earth to water, 
Je may drie vp your fea of teares hereafter, 
T his colour ſuting to the time | choc, 
Hoping ut might be pretionsin your cyes : 



flucke with Enzliſh Flowers, 

T his blacke,thoſe faire, and that ie would expoſe 
By foule your fairnel[e,as two contraries 
(Letthem be white and black)together placed, 
Are by their oppoſition ioyntly graced. 
My book's a perfe&t mourner,ſee it weares 
Your livery,and mourneth for your Lord 
His patron,drops of Inke in ſteed of teares 
Haue blubbred his leaues, His ſtrings accord 
Vnto the mourners faſhion,all in all, 
Tt goes as they went to the funerall. 
In this reſpe&t you ought to welcome it, 
T hatie will be copartnerof your grief : 
Nor ſuffer you alone lamenting ſit, 
But mourning with you,viue ſome rehefe. 
'T will tell you, he you monrne for is not dead; 
But from this country to a berter fled, 
My child I caldit for his infancie, 
Becauſe it cannot tell his tale of wo 
As it conceaues : but onely yercan crie, 
And ſound the name of dead Horatio, 
When it growes troubleſome,do you but willit 
Ir foone will ceale,ccafe crying and you (hill it. 
It onely yer can cry,but when tis growne 
Ableto tell his mind in better words : 
If you meane while vouchſafe it for ro owne, 
Je chen ſhall giue you what his skill affords. 
Then ſhall you gather for theſe weeds | yeeld, 
A Coal-wort at the hardeſt in your field, 

Towr Ladyips bounden in all 
dutie and [ermnce, 

Theophites F end, 

Horatio's departed, ſo men do (ay: 
Grear pittic he could here no longer ſtay. 

B 3 Say 
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An Italiays dead bodie, 

Say hee's departed,lay not hee's dead : 
Nor as of others, let of him be ſed, 
He was not quelde, nor conquered of death: 
But him did combat while he was in breath, 
His breath him failing, cauſe he would nor fire, 
He challeng'd death; and for he has his rite, 
His body challend2 d: asa challenge gloue 
He 2auc his body : pls zhting fairhto prone, 
Death ina deadly combat and aftray, 
When the laſt ſound ſhall call all men away, 
T1! then his ſoule,aboue,doth heauenly pleaſures gaine, 
Then will his bodie win from deathyfor atc to raigne. 

T. S. Pemb, 

Horatio; departed,ſo heard them ſay: 
Pittic he could here no longer (tay, 
Say hee's departed ſay not heis dead: 
But from one place vnto another ſped. 
Say not of him that he is dead and gone, 
Say onely.he 15 gone, With company or alone? 
His wife and children he hath lefe behind, 
T hough to haue borne him company was their mind. 
But thus he thought : a long dead way andill 
For them poore ſoulecs to go, it would them kill, 

eAlter Iaew, 
Another, 

Who ſayes Horatio died in his bed 

He lves : he died hke a dubbed head, 
He dr'd I fav like knighthood in the field, 
Encountring death, which forcthimnottoyeeld. 
I ſaw che fight: : the knight nere ſhrunk tor death, 
Butſtout!y {tnod too't while he was in breath : 
When breath him fai'ed,his foc him did cofound, 
With deadly blow he feld him to the ground. 

A cowards 



ſtucke with Enzliſh Flowers. - 
A cowarcls part. Viight he haue tooke his winde 
The knzhe had hu'd, yea kild I beare the minde: 
Who dying mirdtuil of his honor, graſpt 
And icid his armes(men dyinz vſe hold faſt) 
Nor did his foe out of the field them carry, 
You ſaw the Herauld did them with him bury. 

The ſame, 
Another, 

A Knight of late death challen'd into field, 
To fight a combat at {word and (hield: 
The K night him anſwer'd as did become, 
And when they met as] haue heard byſome, 
Hefelly fouzht,and (ſtood to't rothe death, 
He tride it out till he was out of breath. 
A noble knight, death did him yaliant finde, 
And had the worſt whilc he mizht terch his winde. 
Pirtic our life's no berter thena blaſt, 
And braueſt mind (hould (o be ſpent at laſt ; 
When breath him faild;that day was at an end, 
He ceas'd 111+ {word againlt his toe to bend: 
And giuing death the glory of that fray, 
Dar'd him to try 't againe another day: 
Witha'l, bis corps his challenge for to proue, 
He caſt in iteed of gantlet or of gloue, 
And (woreby th'honour of his head he would, 
A 2aine recoucr what vas caſt on mould. 
Death rooke vp one,and vndertooke the other, 
Aud bids him poynt both place and places brother : 
He points the Church-yard, and the latter day, 
When ſqund of Trwppe ſhall batle bid array. 

The /awe. 

Whar iſt thus many eyes one obie hauet 
Andall arc bended to yon new made graue. 
O 115 0n yonder Corle their eyes are fixt, 
Ie for roſee,thus people here are muxt. 



An Italians dead bodie, 

And as the twinckiing diamonds of heauen, 
When all things are of Phebas light bereuen, 
B: pred the heauens appearing toour lighr, 
And lend theearth their litle borrowed lighe : 
So they a!l deeming this thnſe worthy Krnighe, 
Worthy more dayes,his day now turn'dro night, 
Fndeuour to illuſtrate with their light, 
In ſpight of clowdic death to make him bright : 
T hey do not looke vpon the farall bere 
As molt of them afore accuſtom'd were. 
Hes body having loſt his ſoule and breath, 
They ſay's become a foule vnto the earth : 
His Coffinis a Coffer as they ſay, 
Wherein this wary world thought good to lay 
This pretious Jewel brought fromfarther parts, 
An ornament to Schollersand the Arts. 

T.S. Pemb. 
Horatio: Coffin no more it call, 
Death's Coffin call'e,if ye call't at all : 
Wherein he hath hid vp a prerious Pearle, 
A Noblc man,thoggh neither Lord nor Earle. 
Muſe you on earth death would not let him tarrie, 
Menin the earth their Treaſure vie to burie. 

eAtlter Idew, 

The conqueſt of two Trators, Enmie and Death,by the worthy 
Kmzyhe,$ir Horatio Pallauicino. 

Nuy and Death conſpired both togeather, 
Gainſt Sir Horatio, two leane-fac'd hends, 
Which eucr haunt the beſt, birds of one feather, 

Voydofall loue,that pray vpon their friends. 
Both qualif'd alike, buth ereacherous, 
Enuy 1s deadly,death is enuious. 

Thone 



Pucke with Engliſh Flowers, 
Th'onero the body mortall wounds doth giue, 
The other doth impeach a mans good name: 
T h'one pines,the other lives by them that liue, 
Yetfretreth at che livings liuing fame. 

Th'one 1s (hike Saputarues) with ſhafts Cighr, 
Th'other (like Scorpio; venomd teeth) doth bite, 

T his the conſpiracie was which they wroughe, 
That Enuy for his lifes vncertaine leaſe 
Should wrack his fame,whoſe overthrow ſhe (ought, 
When death ſhould warning give, then to ſurceale. 

Death vowed not to haſten till that houre, 
When Enuy on his name ſhould haue no pow're 

Fnuy who neuer lookt with cheerfull eye, 
Was glad at thiswiſhing no longer date 
Her malice all-bewitching force to try, 
And exerciſe her inward-boyling hate. 

Thinking that ſooner heate would fire faile, 
Then any thing her forceabate or quaile. 

Eftſoones ſhe as impatient of delay, 
With tooth and nayle endeuor d to outrace 
His riſing fame; taking the cauſe away, 
Vertue 1 meane, and good deeds which win grace. 

Which buildeth vp more high adnured fame, 
T hen the Pyramnaes skye- chiming frame. 

Atfirſt anill opinion ſhe raiſ'd, 
(Oh how much firſt opinions prevaile |) 
She rent her haire when once (he heard him prail d, 
And for ones praiſe,ſhe made a thouſand raile. 

Heſtole from Rome, he for no goocinelletled, 
(Coolned the Pope, tranſported Englands bread, 

C 
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T heſe falſly-bred and miſconcemed tayles, 
Feeble at fir{t, grew roo head-ſtrong at length : 
And flew about more (wift then ſhips full (ayles, 
And by their farther flying got more ſtreneth, 

Thus Enuy had his name in credir plac'd, 
Wat others helping mouths well nigh defac'd, 

Bur his true vertues beames obſcur'd before, 
In ſpighe of Envies teeth art laſt appear'd: 
And could not be by Fnuy hidden more, 
Bur his decayed fame againe vprear'd. 

This ſightaſtonied Enuy,hke that head 
Of Gorgon,cauſd men downe to fall itone-dead. 

Who to her ſelfe reviuing came againe, 
And eeing his good deeds the more encreaſt, 
(The more his 200ds deeds, the more Enuics paine) 
Cou'd not ſuppreſle them, yet ſhe would not reſt 

But ſought alwaics to hinder his intent, 

Hindting his famehindring the good he ment, 

Atlaſt ſhe faid,firhence I ſpent my pow're 
And can preuaile no more,ecre all his fame 
He do agaie recouer in happic howre, 
Or altozcther clearc his blemiſht name, 

Death (that I cannot) ſhorten thou his dates, 
Leaſt he in time exceed kis former praiſe. 

Short afrer,came th'appointed houre by death, 
VWhen Enuy no more bitter gall could ſpit: 
Till then he graunted Sir Horatiobreath, 
Till then he vow'd his body not ro hit. 

Thendeath approching neare, ſawe Enuy ſtand 
Stopping his ſilent mouth with open hand. 



fucke with Engliſh Flowers. 
Has Envy patbrackr all her poyſon than 
(Quoth Death)andcalt her tongues three-forked ſting? 
Vpon no obictt can Detrattion ſcan? 
Can Slaunder no more loathſome venome flipg ? 

Enuy rephid,what I can doe's in vaine, 
Y et (ce, by me inflited (carres remaine. 

Then 0, then quickly cut him off intime, 
Fre he can heale (carres viito his name : 
Nor let his fame flouriſh againe 1a prime, 
Since I haue labour'd long to {tame the ſame. 

Still while we ralke, his 200d name doth encreaſe, 
And though I ceaſc,his good deeds ncuer ceaſe. 

Death enuious himſclfe,by Enuy mou'd 
Soone condeſcends,not brooking liuing name: 
Andon his Enuies obic& his force prou d, 
Thioking thaue alſo nipt his riſing tame. 

Death is deceiu'd; his riſing fame not dies, 
As he to heaucn his ning tame ſhall riſe. 

Po Po. Be 
Come dolefull Muſe 
My ſoulc infuſe 

With that death- ſounding ſtraine: 
Which Orpheme playd 
When he aſlayd 

To win his ſpouſe againe, 

Or let mefing 
Tun'dto that ſtring 

Which mourntally he ſtrooke 
When helliſh /oxec 

Recall'd his loue, 
As he on herdid looke, 
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With Cyprelle bowe 
Engirtthy browe, 

Thou queene of angry mood : 
That with thy quill 
Doeſt volumes fall 

O: maurders,death,and blood 

Tnou troope divine 
Of virgins nine, 

Which ſing on Parnaſe hill: 
If Caitaly 

With drought be dry, 
With teares the fountaine fill. 

Fallen is your (tarre; 
Surpaſling farre 

Thar glorious lampe of light, 
Whoſe golden raye 
Makes brightſome day, 

W hoſe frown makes dusky nighe. 

Where ſhall ye finde” 
Aecenas kinde, 

To cure poore Horace wo? 

Horace rnuſt want, 

{Sith ſuch be ſcant 
As was Horatio.) 

T his Phanix-douec 
Religions louc 

Made the from 1tah: 
Anddidenſtall 
By Zatam's fill, 

eLlba in Albany, 



(As Trey being wonne, 
Faire Ven ſonne 

In ſpight of deſteny, 
With daunger brought 
(Through daunger fought] 

Ilum to ltaty, 

Then ſilent ſpirit 
Vanto thy meric 

Giue leaue this dirgeto fling : 
Whole worthy name, 
Oueltrips bright fame, 

Andtires her flitting wing, 

Since Ce/ar dide 
In height of pride, 

Whom guiltic hands did wound: 
A fairer flower 
In Lat1vms bower 

Thenthee was neuer found. 

Since I/-»ws ſonne 
Did C arthage ſhunne 

Bent to the Ratiler land 
A worthier knight 
Did neuer pight 

H1s tent on forraine ſand, 

Sith then by thee 
Faire B ritany 

The name of R owe ſhall haue: 
Shee giues thee roome 
Within her wombe, 

And makes her breſt thy graue- 

C 3 
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Thee tal 
Did once deny, 

At Italiaus dead bode, 

Albion a friend doth mone 

Now not with men 
A Citizen 

Enſtall'd in heau'ns throne. Han, Pemb. 

Certame verſes written and ſent in way of comfort, 
to her Lai Dip. | 

F thoſe ſalt ſhowers that your ſad eyes haue ſhed 
Haue quencht the flame your gricle hath kindled, 
Madame my words ſhall not be ſpent in vaine, 

To eruc for winde to chaſe that mourntull raine. 
Thus farre your lolle hath ſtriven with your griefe, 
Whether each piteous eye ſhou!d deeme the chiefe. 
Whiles both your gricfe doth make your loſle the more, 
And your great lotle doth cauſe you grieue (0 ſore. 
Both griefe and loſle doo willing partners finde, 
In every eyc,and cuery feeling mnnde; 
So haue I ſecne the lilly Turtle Doue, 
T he pattcrne of your griefe and chaſter loue, 
Sitting vpon a bared bough alone: 
Her deareſt mates vntimmely loſſe bemone. 
Whiles ſhe denies all cares of due repaſt, 
And mourning thus,her weary dayes doth waſt. 
Thus natures ſclfe doth teach vsto lament, 
And reaſons light our ſorrowes doth augment. 
Yertreaſon can it ſelfe this leſſon teach, 
Our reaſon ſhould ſurpaſle their ſences reach, 
Reaſon our ſence,and Grace ſhould reaſon ſway, 
Thar ſence andrcaſon both might Grace obay. 
Theſelſilly birds wham nature hope demes, 
May die for 2ricfe becauſe their fellow dies. 
Bur on this hope our drouping hart ſhould reſt, 
That maugre death their parted ſoules are bleſt. 
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That their (wift courſe,that Gole doth ſooner gaine, 
Wherero ere long,our (low ſteps ſhall attaine, 
Some fewe ſhort yeares your following race ſhall ſpend, 
Then ſhall you both meete ina happie end. 
Bar you meane while all in a {traunger coaſt, 
Are left alone,as one who(e guide is lolt, 
Madame what ere your gricued thought applies, 
We are all Pilgrims to our commons skies, 
And whois nearelt to this home of clay 
May find the worſer (peed and further way. 
Andas I gelle,vnleſle our Arriſts faine, 
England is nearer heauen of therwaine. 
There is your home,where now your Knizhe doth bide, 
Reſting by many a Saint and Angels (ide. 
Walke on in Grace,and gricue your ſelie no more, 
T hat your (o loued mate 15 gone before. 

10, Hall. Imman. Coll, 
An Epitaph, 

Some leaue their home for pruuate diſcontent, 
Some forced by compulſed baniſhmente, 
Some for an itching luſt of nouell fight, 
Some one for gaine,ſotne other for delighe. 
T hus whullt ſome force,ſome other hope bereaues, 
Some leaue their country, ſome their country leaues. 
But thee no griefe,force, luſt, gaine or delight, 
Exiled from thy home (thrice worthy Knighe) 
Sauc that griete,force, that gaine, delight alone, 
Which was thy good,and true religion, 

lo. Hall, 14em, Imman. Col. 

You Nymphs that in the meadowes keepe, 
And mid(t the (nnling Daſies ſleepe, 

Your Odours powre 
On this dead flowre : 

Whoſe lolle doth make eAwrora weepe, 
A flowre he was,then crowne hisrombe 
With flowcrs ſprung from his mothers wombe, Bue 
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But if the modeſt Roſes wanr, 
Or maiden Lillies waxen ſcant : 
Watch where Horatia weepes her ſhewers, 
And you ſhall finde a bed of flowers. 
L ike 25 of Helens teares once came, 
The hearbe which Emi/a we name. 
A floure he was,and as afloure he died, 
But now to ſtars as fairer flowers 1s hied: 
T here to behold the chiete roſe of the field, 
The faireſt Lilly that the vallies yeild. 
Sweet flowre of peace, & loue both red & white, 
That God and man together doth vnite. 

R., S. Coll. lohan. 
T wo Countries do contend for me, 
Faire Atbrox,and Htahe : 
To both I owe my ſelfe at once, 
There was I borneghere ly e my bones. 
Thete did I riſe,here do I fall: 
T hat gaue me birth,this buriall. 
That was my cradle,this my grave, 
There had I life, here death I have. 
But that gaue life which now is runne, 
T his life which neuer ſhall be done, 

R. F. Pemb, H. 
Admired 1aro lerme vſe thy name, 
Toprouc Aeneas to [tad came: 
Tealian Knighe,it I ſhould dare define 
TT hat thou arr come of this Aeneas line, 
How ere perhaps ſome Critick wil ſay no, 
Yer will thy life and likenefle proue 'tis (6. 
And yet me thinkes //%ſſes though a Greeke, 
Was like Horatio too, ſince both did ſecke 
A toong of e'cquence,(o by a chaſt wife 
Eachot them had three children in his life. 
And now to traucll 1s Heratro gone, 

Leauing lus Pexc/ope to mourne alone. 
Now 
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Now doth ſhe tel! her ſelfe,hew he doth live, 
And to her thread of life,that doth length giue : 
Now doth ſhe thinke hee's dead, and 21ns lament, 
And wiſh her thread of life were alſo fpent, 
T hus like Pene/opes hngring web ot paine, 

She weaues her life, and it vnweaues againe. 
But it may be when twenrie yeares ate paſt, 
That thy Vſes will returne ar laft : 
Ayerthe were on earth: but hee's too wiſe. 
For carth to leaue the heauens faire Paradile, 

R. Sen. Coll, lobn 
See here lie Myrmidons,more hard then fteele, 
That no remorſe,nor woe could cuer feele, 
T his deare deare tombe thar doth Horano keepe, 
Andlearne ot this moiſt marble how to weepe. 

lars. 

The Elements that when he was aliue, 
Conſpired in one to 21ue Horarre breath : 
Are lince he dy'd deuided and do {triue 
W hich ſhall be kindeſt to him after death. 
T he earth doth promiſe gent!y ro enfolde 
His tender body in her colde embrace : 
And tor he {ottly rrode commaunds the mo'de, 
Softly to he vpon his louely face. 
T he water for his ſake to teares will turne, 
And drowne all ey cs inneuer cealing woe, 
T hat where Horati2 they gin to mourne, 
Whole ſtreams may fromthe (wellng circles floe, 
The ayre will through his 12 httome Regions ſound, 
In doubled ccchoes great Horarres tame : 
T hat through the world no Kinzdome may be found, 
W hole vemoſt ſhore haue not receiu'd the lame, 
The fire no more will burne his Pictures frame, 
But gliding from his natiue (cate abou, 
Will henceforth vſe the vertue of his flame, 
Inkindlng hearts with dead Herario; loue, 

N, F. Reg, Coll, 
E ng (ani 
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England \ament,thus of thy neighbours checker, 
A ſtraunger came thy truitfull wombe to cheriſh, 
But him | 16 ſuffcreſt without ducreſpeR, 
Vnegratefully within thy wambe to periſh. 
For luch a one within thee is inſhrinde, 
Ax of thy owne (carce one is left behunde, 

S.H. 
The fates are Queenes,they cannot be comtrold, 
T his obie proues ir, who canit denie? 
Theirlaw is oſtraciſme mongft yooug and old, 
They expulſc the beſt, for ſtill the beſt doth die. 
Bur Aeacus is iuſt what erc betides, 
Ar Plutoes Court le ſue theſe homicides. 

1, Cecall. S. Tohns Coll, 

To the ſurmining Lady of the deceaſed Knight, 
MM Uents ? no. The fates haue ſtolne your loue, 

Oh cur-throat queans, (1 hope they heare me not) 
T his yeare tor-foothe they ſpunne iſſue for loue 

Togaine a thread,they'leſpoyle atroe-louc knot. 
Let not his abſence (Lady) be your dome, 
Phebe ſhines moſt, hen Phebs is trom home. Taem, 

NotTuluttes,or lis Night-mourning, 
I 

Ichrapird-SanRuarie of the bleſt, 
Pa!lace of Ryth,made all of reares and reſt; 
Day of deepe Students,dead Night, nurſe of death, 

Who breathleſle ſeed'ſt on nothing but our breath, 
To thy deepe ſhades,and delolatione, 
I conſecrate my dying ling mone. 

2 

You dreadfull Furies, viſions of the night, 
Wih ghaſtly howling, all approach my fioht: 
And paliſh Ghoſts, with ſable T apers {tand, 
Tolcnd(ad lights ro my more (adder hand, 

Foxcs 
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Foxes come barke,and Night-Rauens belchin grones, 
And Screetch-owles hollowe times contuſiones. 

- 2 
Or Igill furniſh vp a Funerall bed, 
Strew'd with the bones and relicquesof che dead : 
Redoubling Ecchoe: ſhall like patling bells, 
Chiming the dilmall accent; ot chen kneij:, 
Rewue the dead,or make the liuin: die, 

In Ruth,and tcrror ofGeathes torturic, 

Here hues irspriſoned forrow, cloath'd in blacke, 

A dolctull hearic,fic tor a dead mans backe : 
N atures faire red,clad in pale ſheeres of Ruth, 
Expreſling in dum" e ſhew,a ſerious eruth. 
A Funerall ſolemmiz'd in fad cheere, 
W here cies be mourners,andwhere legs the beere. 

3 
Bur ah my Muſe,my Muſe can but lament, 
With hare diſheyeld,words,and teares half ſpent, 
T his dead quick-ſpirit, wits ſtrange Cameleon, 
Which any authors colour c2uld put on, _ 
Andnotinonefo!e tongue his thoughts diiluder, 
Bur like to Sca/iger our ages woonder, 

The learneds Sun,wraj tin whoſe admiration, 
T herareſt wits ate far din every Nation, 

6 

Whoſe happie wit with gracious iudgemet 10yn'd, 
Could giue a paſport unte words new coynd ; 
In his owne ſhop, who could adopt theſtrange : 
Fn-ratt the wilde,eniich 41th mutua.lchanve 

His powerfull {ti'c. yet ſanz re{pedt of ſweetes, 
Death folded yp hus carthin carthen ſheeres. 

O had I eyes to weepe 2nefes greatſtexceſle, 
Or words exprellung more thee wards cxpieile, 

D 2 Each 
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i:ach line ſhould be a Hiſtoric of woe, 
Andcuery accent as a dead mans throe, 

8 

But teares ſhall ſerue for Inke,for paper ſtones, + # 
Eyes penssfor letters drops, for ſubie&t mones, 
For Epitaph theſe T hrenes. Entomb'd here hes, 
(In grane of memorie digd with weeping eies) 
Wus ſtrange Camelecon,dead quick-/prited Roman, 
Coſt the him/elfe,el/e almoſt like to no man : 
eArts varions-varniſh,enricht ſo wuh th? Italian, 
French, Latme, Spaniſh, Datch,and Nubian 

ThatRome,Rheyn,Rhone,Greece,Spain,cIraly 
CIMay all plead right tm bus Natimity, 

9 
Ye living ſpirits then,ifany line, 
Whom like extreames,do like affetions giue, 
Shun,ſhun this cruell I1ght,and end your thrall, 
1nthele (oft ſhades of ſable Funerall, 

Omni ut vmbra. 
Another, * lo: May: 

Mnſer loſſe lamenting treaſure, 
Deſt'me: croſſe-tormenting plea/nre, 
Wiſedome waylng honowe crywag, 

Vertne weeping ludgement dymg, 
Altogether all betoken, 
Grietcs-2ricfe,not without grieſe poker 

Learnings Legend, Phylicks Phuſiche, 
Fence of >ctence fAluſes muſiche, 

Pandoraes Dowry, G races Glovy, 

$4d Nelpomines /ad Story. 
Write in tcares, and 1rvteares read, 
Natures grace, Hora:r2 dead, 

Dead nordead.in heauen he raings; 
Dying life ſuch luing gaines; 

Liuins 
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Living-dying was his ſtate, 
Now dying lining ſpite of Fate 
Rais'd from carth to heauen,where living, 
Lives concent,concent hife-giung. 

Though bodics life here dead do lie, 
Life of F his ſoule liucsne're to die, 

-The /atits 

laems Leftori 

In Funera PAllaniCinea. 

AT quot vates Pallauicinza crearint 

Funera,quos Aungquamn vates potuere A ſagiſtr; 

Reddere;netlem ynam magnet feciſſe Poets 
Fama eſt ,extemplo velut olaw Perſens inter 

Entmit ſummo: vates, Helicone relitto. 

T u modo (5 quis anes) furris Conamine tanto 
Verſifices ter ſi non poteseſſe Porta. 

Fia ave ſir,delubra Dermdelnbra Dearum 
Sedulus imploratotumq; Helicona anuobus 

Hamſtibus epotans gngentem mitare furorem, 

Atg, altum quiddan £þira,dionumq; cothurns : 
Ad fingendum audax : fic noftriex tempore fatts 
Grand 7m vates,/ic tn,plandente popello, 

($1 mbhil eſt alind )die occubmiſe Iinerue 

Aonidumg; decmu ,Ac1meriy (ſe decorem 

Pol Laty et #1 00Mwes pant  predatus Honores 

Dc obyſſe diem, dit inuidia Fara,colo(q; 

Dete; are gr 4s ynemteſq; ex oraime Parcas 

Exanita duris; fu 4/7,,C* Apollina,quoque 

U-r/nitera,atq,ult vitam at!ribuiſſe perennens 
D efuntto exclama,moyt ens 101 VIMEYE VILA 

Ilium perperuam Vaſe 'q V1: debere tandem 

(Dum nulla eccurret me{tor via trita terenda''t.) 
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At: Naltans dead bedte, 

Ilem 

TiRoribuzz.19; Poets. 

viÞiam vapulet Priianus (Bore) 

Sci (Letlor) vaphiare a Typoprapho. 

Stwerbum./yl/abawel ae/u tera, 

Jet punitinnn,/cras,culpa oft Typographr. 

F i? prom term pus pare nunmgmuam privs, 

Latinas uterus mpreſſit hiuc Typographs : 
S101 Parces Bunguam mpromet 1upoiterum, 

To: May: Ceu potius 
alter Idem, 
IZnotus. 

FINIS, 






