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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

DRAVATI S PERSONAE

THE DUKE OF VENI CE

THE PRI NCE OF MOROCCO, suitor to Portia
THE PRI NCE OF ARRAGON, " " !
ANTONI O, a nerchant of Venice

BASSANI O, his friend, suitor to Portia
SOLANI O, friend to Antoni o and Bassani o
SALERI O, " " " " "
GRATI ANO, " " " " !
LORENZO, in |love with Jessica

SHYLCCK, a rich Jew

TUBAL, a Jew, his friend

LAUNCELOT GOBBO, a cl own, servant to Shyl ock
OLD GOBBO, father to Launcel ot

LEONARDO, servant to Bassani o

BALTHASAR, servant to Portia

STEPHANO, " " "
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PORTI A, a rich heiress
NERI SSA, her waiting-naid
JESSI CA, daughter to Shyl ock

Magni fi coes of Venice, Oficers of the Court of
Justi ce,
Gaol er, Servants, and ot her Attendants

SCENE:
Veni ce, and PORTI A" S house at Bel nont
ACT |. SCENE |I.
Veni ce. A street

Enter ANTONI O, SALERI O, and SOLANI O

ANTONI O. I n sooth, | know not why | am so sad.
It wearies ne; you say it wearies you;
But how | caught it, found it, or cane by it,
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born,
| amto |earn;
And such a want-wt sadness makes of ne
That | have nuch ado to know nyself.
SALERI O. Your mnd is tossing on the ocean;
There where your argosies, with portly sail -
Li ke signiors and rich burghers on the flood,
O as it were the pageants of the sea-
Do overpeer the petty traffickers,
That curtsy to them do themreverence,
As they fly by themw th their woven w ngs.
SOLANIO. Believe ne, sir, had I such venture forth,
The better part of ny affections would
Be with ny hopes abroad. | should be still
Pl ucking the grass to know where sits the w nd,
Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads;
And every object that mght nake nme fear
M sfortune to ny ventures, out of doubt,
Wul d make nme sad.
SALERIO. My wi nd, cooling ny broth,
Wul d blow nme to an ague when | thought
VWhat harma wind too great m ght do at sea.
| should not see the sandy hour-glass run
But | should think of shallows and of flats,
And see ny weal thy Andrew dock'd in sand,
Vailing her high top |ower than her ribs
To kiss her burial. Should | go to church
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And see the holy edifice of stone,
And not bethink nme straight of dangerous rocks,
Wi ch, touching but ny gentle vessel's side,
Wul d scatter all her spices on the stream
Enrobe the roaring waters with ny silks,
And, in a word, but even now worth this,
And now worth nothing? Shall | have the thought
To think on this, and shall | |ack the thought
That such a thing bechanc'd woul d nake ne sad?
But tell not me; | know Antonio
Is sad to think upon his nerchandi se.
ANTONI O. Believe ne, no; | thank nmy fortune for it,
My ventures are not in one bottomtrusted,
Nor to one place; nor is ny whole estate
Upon the fortune of this present year;
Therefore ny nerchandi se nmakes ne not sad.
SOLANI O, Why then you are in |ove.
ANTONI O, Fie, fiel
SOLANIO. Not in love neither? Then |l et us say you
are sad
Because you are not nerry; and 'twere as easy
For you to |augh and | eap and say you are nerry,
Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus,
Nature hath framd strange fellows in her tine:
Sonme that will evernore peep through their eyes,
And | augh |i ke parrots at a bag-pi per;
And ot her of such vinegar aspect
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smle
Though Nestor swear the jest be | aughabl e.

Enter BASSANI O, LORENZO, and GRATI ANO

Her e cones Bassani o, your nost nobl e kinsman,
Gratiano and Lorenzo. Fare ye well;
W | eave you now with better conpany.
SALERIO. | would have stay'd till | had rmade you
nmerry,
If worthier friends had not prevented ne.
ANTONI O Your worth is very dear in ny regard.
| take it your own business calls on you,
And you enbrace th' occasion to depart.
SALERI O Good norrow, my good | ords.
BASSANI O Good signiors both, when shall we |augh?
Say when.
You grow exceedi ng strange; nust it be so?
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SALERIO. W'll nake our leisures to attend on yours.
Exeunt SALERI O
and SOLANI O
LORENZO. My Lord Bassani o, since you have found
Ant oni o,
W two wll |eave you; but at dinner-tine,

| pray you, have in m nd where we nust neet.
BASSANIO. | will not fail you.
GRATI ANO. You | ook not well, Signior Antonio;
You have too much respect upon the worl d;
They lose it that do buy it with nuch care.
Bel i eve ne, you are marvel | ously chang' d.
ANTONIO. | hold the world but as the world,
G ati ano-
A stage, where every man nust play a part,
And m ne a sad one.
GRATI ANO. Let ne play the fool
Wth mrth and | aughter let old winkles cong;
And let ny liver rather heat with w ne
Than ny heart cool with nortifying groans.
Why should a man whose blood is warmw thin
Sit like his grandsire cut in al abaster,
Sl eep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice
By being peevish? | tell thee what, Antonio-
| love thee, and 'tis ny |ove that speaks-
There are a sort of nmen whose vi sages
Do cream and mantle |i ke a standi ng pond,
And do a wlful stillness entertain,
Wth purpose to be dress'd in an opinion
O wisdom gravity, profound conceit;
As who should say 'I am Sir O acle,
And when | ope ny lips let no dog bark.'
O ny Antonio, | do know of these
That therefore only are reputed w se
For sayi ng nothing; when, | amvery sure,
I f they shoul d speak, would al nbst damm those ears
VWi ch, hearing them would call their brothers
f ool s.
["l'l tell thee nore of this another tine.
But fish not with this nelancholy bait
For this fool gudgeon, this opinion.
Come, good Lorenzo. Fare ye well awhile;
"Il end nmy exhortation after dinner.
LORENZO. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-
tinme.
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| must be one of these sane dunb w se nen,
For Gratiano never |lets ne speak.

GRATI ANO. Wl |, keep nme conpany but two years noe,
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue.

ANTONI O. Fare you well; I"Il grow a talker for this
gear.
GRATI ANO. Thanks, i' faith, for silence is only

comrendabl e
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendi bl e.
Exeunt GRATI ANO
and LORENzZO

ANTONI Q. I's that anything now?

BASSANI O Grati ano speaks an infinite deal of

not hi ng, nore than

any man in all Venice. H's reasons are as two
grains of wheat hid

in, two bushels of chaff: you shall seek all day
ere you find

them and when you have themthey are not worth
t he search.

ANTONIO. Wl l; tell nme now what |ady is the sane
To whom you swore a secret pilgrinmage,

That you to-day proms'd to tell nme of?

BASSANI O. ' Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,

How much | have di sabled mne estate

By somet hi ng showing a nore swelling port
Than ny faint neans woul d grant conti nuance;
Nor do | now nmake nban to be abridg' d
From such a noble rate; but ny chief care
Is to cone fairly off fromthe great debts
Wherein ny tinme, sonething too prodigal
Hath left ne gag'd. To you, Antonio,

| owe the nost, in noney and in | ove;

And fromyour love | have a warranty

To unburden all ny plots and purposes

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.

ANTONI O. | pray you, good Bassanio, let me knowit;
And if it stand, as you yourself still do,
Wthin the eye of honour, be assur'd
My purse, ny person, my extremest neans,

Lie all unlock'd to your occasions.
BASSANI O. I n nmy school -days, when | had | ost one
shaft,
| shot his fellow of the self-sane flight
The self-sanme way, with nore advi sed watch,
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To find the other forth; and by adventuring both

| oft found both. | urge this chil dhood proof,

Because what follows is pure innocence.

| owe you nuch; and, like a wilful youth,

That which | owe is lost; but if you please

To shoot another arrow that self way

Wi ch you did shoot the first, | do not doubt,

As | will watch the aim or to find both,

O bring your latter hazard back again

And thankfully rest debtor for the first.
ANTONI O You know ne well, and herein spend but tine

To wi nd about ny love with circunstance;

And out of doubt you do ne now nore w ong

In maki ng question of my utternost

Than if you had nmade waste of all | have.

Then do but say to ne what | should do

That in your know edge nay by ne be done,

And | amprest unto it; therefore, speak.
BASSANIO. In Belnont is a lady richly left,

And she is fair and, fairer than that word,

O wondrous virtues. Sonetines from her eyes

| did receive fair speechl ess nessages.

Her nanme is Portia- nothing undervalu'd

To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Porti a.

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth;

For the four winds blow in fromevery coast

Renowned suitors, and her sunny | ocks

Hang on her tenples |Iike a golden fleece,

Whi ch makes her seat of Bel nont Col chos' strond,

And many Jasons cone in quest of her.

O ny Antonio, had | but the nmeans

To hold a rival place wth one of them

| have a m nd presages nme such thrift

That | shoul d questionl ess be fortunate.
ANTONI O Thou know st that all ny fortunes are at

sea;

Nei t her have | noney nor commodity

To raise a present sum therefore go forth,

Try what ny credit can in Venice do;

That shall be rack'd, even to the utternopst,

To furnish thee to Belnont to fair Porti a.

Go presently inquire, and so will I,

Where noney is; and | no question nmake

To have it of ny trust or for ny

sake. Exeunt
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SCENE || .
Bel nont. PORTI A" S house

Enter PORTIA with her waiting-woman, NERI SSA

PORTIA. By ny troth, Nerissa, ny little body is
aweary of this
great worl d.
NERI SSA. You woul d be, sweet madam if your
m series were in the
sane abundance as your good fortunes are; and
yet, for aught |
see, they are as sick that surfeit with too nuch
as they that
starve with nothing. It is no nmean happi ness,
therefore, to be
seated in the nean: superfluity cone sooner by
white hairs, but
conpetency |ives |onger.
PORTI A. Good sentences, and well pronounc'd.
NERI SSA. They woul d be better, if well followed.
PORTIA |If to do were as easy as to know what were
good to do,
chapel s had been churches, and poor nen's
cottages princes'
pal aces. It is a good divine that follows his own
I nstructions; |
can easier teach twenty what were good to be done
than to be one
of the twenty to follow m ne own teaching. The
brain may devi se
| aws for the blood, but a hot tenper |eaps o' er a
col d decree;
such a hare is nmadness the youth, to skip o'er
t he meshes of good
counsel the cripple. But this reasoning is not in
the fashion to
choose ne a husband. O ne, the word 'choose'! |
may neit her
choose who | would nor refuse who | dislike; so
is the will of a
l'iving daughter curb'd by the will of a dead
father. Is it not
hard, Nerissa, that | cannot choose one, nor
ref use none?
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NERI SSA. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy
men at their death
have good inspirations; therefore the lott'ry
that he hath
devised in these three chests, of gold, silver,
and | ead- wher eof
who chooses his neani ng chooses you- will no
doubt never be
chosen by any rightly but one who you shal
rightly |l ove. But
what warnth is there in your affection towards
any of these
princely suitors that are already cone?
PORTIA. | pray thee over-nanme them and as thou
nanmest them | wll
descri be them and according to ny description,
| evel at ny
af fecti on.
NERI SSA. First, there is the Neapolitan prince.
PORTIA. Ay, that's a colt indeed, for he doth
not hi ng but tal k of
his horse; and he nekes it a great appropriation
to his own good
parts that he can shoe himhinself; | am nuch
afear'd ny lady his
not her play'd false with a smth.
NERI SSA. Then is there the County Pal ati ne.
PORTI A. He doth nothing but frown, as who shoul d
say 'An you w |
not have ne, choose.' He hears nerry tales and

smles not. | fear

he will prove the weepi ng phil osopher when he
grows old, being so

full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. | had

rather be married
to a death's-head with a bone in his nmouth than
to either of
t hese. God defend ne fromthese two!
NERI SSA. How say you by the French | ord, Monsieur
Le Bon?
PORTIA. God nade him and therefore | et him pass
for a man. In
truth, | knowit is a sin to be a nocker, but he-
why, he hath a
horse better than the Neapolitan's, a better bad
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habit of

frowning than the Count Pal atine; he is every man
in no man. |If a

throstle sing he falls straight a-cap'ring; he
will fence with

his own shadow, if | should marry him | should
marry twenty

husbands. If he woul d despise ne, | would forgive
him for if he
| ove nme to madness, | shall never requite him

NERI SSA. What say you then to Fal conbridge, the
young baron of
Engl and?
PORTI A. You know | say nothing to him for he
under st ands not ne,
nor I him he hath neither Latin, French, nor
Italian, and you
will conme into the court and swear that | have a
poor pennyworth
in the English. He is a proper man's picture; but
al as, who can
converse with a dunmb-show? How oddly he is
suited! | think he
bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose in
France, his bonnet
in Germany, and his behavi our everywhere.
NERI SSA. What think you of the Scottish lord, his
nei ghbour ?
PORTI A. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him
for he borrowed
a box of the ear of the Englishman, and swore he
woul d pay him
again when he was able; | think the Frenchman
becane his surety,
and seal'd under for another.
NERI SSA. How | i ke you the young Gernman, the Duke of
Saxony's
nephew?
PORTIA. Very vilely in the norning when he is
sober; and nost
vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk. Wen he
is best, he is
alittle worse than a nan, and when he is worst,
he is little
better than a beast. An the worst fall that ever
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fell, | hope I
shall make shift to go wthout him
NERI SSA. If he should offer to choose, and choose
t he right casket,
you should refuse to performyour father's wll,
I f you shoul d
refuse to accept him
PORTI A. Therefore, for fear of the worst, | pray
t hee set a deep
gl ass of Rhenish wine on the contrary casket; for
I f the devil be

within and that tenptation wthout, | know he
will choose it. |
wll do anything, Nerissa, ere | will be married

to a sponge.
NERI SSA. You need not fear, |ady, the having any of
t hese | ords;
t hey have acquainted ne with their
determ nations, which is
i ndeed to return to their hone, and to trouble
you with no nore
suit, unless you may be won by sone ot her sort
than your father's
I nposition, depending on the caskets.
PORTIA. If | live to be as old as Sibylla, | wll
di e as chaste as
Di ana, unless | be obtained by the manner of ny
father's will. |
amglad this parcel of wooers are so reasonabl e;
for there is not
one anong them but | dote on his very absence,
and | pray God
grant thema fair departure.
NERI SSA. Do you not renenber, |ady, in your
father's tinme, a
Venetian, a scholar and a soldier, that cane
hither in conpany of
the Marquis of Montferrat?
PORTI A. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio; as | think, so
was he call'd.
NERI SSA. True, nmadam he, of all the nmen that ever
ny foolish eyes
| ook' d upon, was the best deserving a fair | ady.
PORTIA. | remenber himwell, and | renmenber him
wort hy of thy
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prai se.
Ent er a SERVI NGVAN

How now what news?
SERVI NGMAN. The four strangers seek for you, madam

to take their

| eave; and there is a forerunner conme froma
fifth, the Prince of

Morocco, who brings word the Prince his master
wll be here

t o- ni ght.

PORTIA. If | could bid the fifth welcone with so

good heart as |

can bid the other four farewell, | should be gl ad
of his

approach; if he have the condition of a saint and
t he conpl exi on

of a devil, | had rather he should shrive nme than
W ve ne.

Conme, Nerissa. Sirrah, go before.

Wil es we shut the gate upon one wooer, another
knocks at the

door.
Exeunt
SCENE I'11.
Veni ce. A public place

Enter BASSANI O Wth SHYLOCK the Jew

SHYLOCK. Three thousand ducats- well.

BASSANI O Ay, sir, for three nonths.

SHYLOCK. For three nonths- well.

BASSANI O. For the which, as |I told you, Antonio
shal | be bound.

SHYLOCK. Antoni o shall becone bound- well.

BASSANI O May you stead nme? WIIl you pl easure ne?
Shal | | know your

answer ?

SHYLOCK. Three thousand ducats for three nonths,
and Antoni o bound.

BASSANI O. Your answer to that.

SHYLOCK. Antonio is a good man.

BASSANI O. Have you heard any inputation to the
contrary?
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SHYLOCK. Ho, no, no, no, no; ny neaning in saying
he is a good man
Is to have you understand ne that he is
sufficient; yet his nmeans
are in supposition: he hath an argosy bound to
Tripolis, another
to the Indies; | understand, noreover, upon the
Rialto, he hath a
third at Mexico, a fourth for England- and ot her
ventures he
hat h, squand'red abroad. But ships are but
boards, sailors but
men; there be land-rats and water-rats, water-
t hi eves and
| and-t hi eves- | nean pirates; and then there is
the peril of
wat ers, w nds, and rocks. The man is,
not wi t hst andi ng,
sufficient. Three thousand ducats- | think | may
t ake hi s bond.
BASSANI O. Be assur'd you may.
SHYLOCK. | will be assur'd | nmay; and, that | may
be assured, |
will bethink me. May | speak with Antoni o?
BASSANIO. |If it please you to dine with us.
SHYLOCK. Yes, to snell pork, to eat of the
habi tati on whi ch your
prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil into! |
will buy with
you, sell with you, talk with you, walk with you
and so
following; but | will not eat with you, drink
with you, nor pray
with you. What news on the R alto? Wiwo is he
conmes here?

Ent er ANTONI O

BASSANI O. This is Signior Antonio.
SHYLOCK. [Aside] How like a fawning publican he
| ooks!
| hate himfor he is a Christian;
But nore for that in lowsinplicity
He | ends out noney gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
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If | can catch himonce upon the hip,

I wll feed fat the ancient grudge | bear him

He hates our sacred nation; and he rails,

Even there where nerchants nost do congregate,

On ne, ny bargains, and ny well-won thrift,

Which he calls interest. Cursed be ny tribe

If I forgive him
BASSANI O. Shyl ock, do you hear?

SHYLOCK. | am debating of ny present store,

And, by the near guess of ny nenory,

| cannot instantly raise up the gross

O full three thousand ducats. Wat of that?

Tubal , a wealthy Hebrew of ny tribe,

WIIl furnish ne. But soft! how nmany nonths

Do you desire? [To ANTONIQ Rest you fair, good

si gni or;

Your worship was the [ast man in our nouths.
ANTONI O Shyl ock, albeit | neither |end nor borrow

By taking nor by giving of excess,

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of ny friend,

"Il break a custom [To BASSANIQ |Is he yet

possess' d
How nmuch ye woul d?
SHYLOCK. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
ANTONI O. And for three nonths.
SHYLOCK. | had forgot- three nonths; you told nme so.

Wl |l then, your bond; and, let ne see- but hear

you,

Met hought s you said you neither |end nor borrow

Upon advant age.

ANTONI O. | do never use it.
SHYLOCK. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's sheep-

This Jacob from our holy Abram was,

As his wi se nother wought in his behalf,

The third possessor; ay, he was the third-
ANTONI O. And what of hin? Did he take interest?
SHYLOCK. No, not take interest; not, as you woul d

say,

Directly int'rest; mark what Jacob did:

When Laban and hinself were conproms'd

That all the eanlings which were streak'd and pi ed

Should fall as Jacob's hire, the ewes, being rank,

In end of autumm turned to the rans;

And when the work of generation was

Bet ween these wool |y breeders in the act,
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The skil ful shepherd pill'd nme certain wands,

And, in the doing of the deed of kind,

He stuck them up before the ful sone ewes,

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning tine

Fall parti-colour'd | anbs, and those were Jacob's.

This was a way to thrive, and he was bl est;

And thrift is blessing, if nen steal it not.
ANTONI O This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv'd

for;

A thing not in his power to bring to pass,

But sway'd and fashion'd by the hand of heaven.

Was this inserted to nmake interest good?

O is your gold and silver ewes and rans?
SHYLOCK. | cannot tell; | nake it breed as fast.

But note ne, signior.
ANTONI O. [Aside] Mark you this, Bassani o,

The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose.

An evil soul producing holy wtness

Is like a villain with a smling cheek,

A goodly apple rotten at the heart.

O, what a goodly outside fal sehood hat h!
SHYLOCK. Three thousand ducats- 'tis a good round

sum
Three nonths fromtwel ve; then |l et ne see, the
r at e-
ANTONI O. Wl |, Shyl ock, shall we be beholding to
you?

SHYLOCK. Signior Antonio, nmany a tinme and oft
In the Rialto you have rated ne
About my noneys and ny usances;
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug,
For suff'rance is the badge of all our tribe;
You call ne m sbeliever, cut-throat dog,
And spit upon ny Jew sh gaberdi ne,
And all for use of that which is m ne own.
VWell then, it now appears you need ny hel p;
Go to, then; you cone to ne, and you say
" Shyl ock, we woul d have noneys.' You say so-
You that did void your rheum upon ny beard
And foot ne as you spurn a stranger cur
Over your threshold; noneys is your suit.
What should |I say to you? Should | not say
"Hath a dog noney? Is it possible
A cur can lend three thousand ducats? O
Shall | bend low and, in a bondman's key,
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Wth bated breath and whi sp' ri ng hunbl eness,
Say this:

"Fair sir, you spit on ne on Wednesday | ast,
You spurn'd me such a day; another tine

You call'd nme dog; and for these courtesies
"Il Tend you thus nuch noneys'?

ANTONIO. | amas like to call thee so again,

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this noney, lend it not

As to thy friends- for when did friendship take
A breed for barren netal of his friend?-

But lend it rather to thine eneny,

Who if he break thou mayst with better face
Exact the penalty.

SHYLOCK. Why, | ook you, how you storm
| would be friends wth you, and have your | ove,
Forget the shanes that you have stain'd ne wth,
Supply your present wants, and take no doit
O usance for ny noneys, and you'll not hear ne.
This is kind | offer.

BASSANI O. Thi s were ki ndness.

SHYLOCK. This kindness will | show.

Go with ne to a notary, seal ne there

Your single bond, and, in a nerry sport,

If you repay ne not on such a day,

In such a place, such sumor suns as are

Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nom nated for an equal pound

O your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken

In what part of your body pleaseth ne.

ANTONI O. Content, in faith; I'll seal to such a

bond,

And say there is nuch kindness in the Jew.

BASSANI O. You shall not seal to such a bond for ne;
"Il rather dwell in ny necessity.

ANTONI O. Wy, fear not, man; | will not forfeit it;
Wthin these two nonths- that's a nonth before
This bond expires- | do expect return
O thrice three times the value of this bond.

SHYLOCK. O father Abram what these Christians are,
Whose own hard deal i ngs teaches them suspect
The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell ne this:
If he should break his day, what should | gain
By the exaction of the forfeiture?

A pound of man's flesh taken froma man
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Is not so estinable, profitable neither,

As flesh of nmuttons, beefs, or goats. | say,
To buy his favour, | extend this friendship;
If he will take it, so; if not, adieu;

And, for ny love, | pray you wong ne not.

ANTONI O, Yes, Shylock, | will seal unto this bond.
SHYLOCK. Then neet ne forthwith at the notary's;
Gve himdirection for this nmerry bond,
And | will go and purse the ducats straight,
See to ny house, left in the fearful guard
O an unthrifty knave, and presently
"Il be with you.
ANTONI O Hi e thee, gentle Jew.
Exit SHYLOCK
The Hebrew will turn Christian: he grows Kkind.
BASSANIO. | like not fair terns and a villain's
m nd.
ANTONI O Conre on; in this there can be no di snay;
My ships cone honme a nonth before the
day. Exeunt
ACT 1l. SCENE I.
Bel nont. PORTI A" S house

FIl ouri sh of cornets. Enter the PRI NCE of

MOROCCO,
a tawny Moor all in white, and three or four
FOLLOVERS
accordingly, with PORTIA NERI SSA and
train

PRI NCE OF Morocco. M slike nme not for ny conpl exion,
The shadowed |ivery of the burnish'd sun,
To whom | am a nei ghbour, and near bred.
Bring me the fairest creature northward born,
Wer e Phoebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles,
And | et us make incision for your |ove
To prove whose blood is reddest, his or m ne.
| tell thee, lady, this aspect of m ne

Hath fear'd the valiant; by ny love, | swear
The best-regarded virgins of our cline
Have lov'd it too. | would not change this hue,

Except to steal your thoughts, ny gentle queen.
PORTIA. In terns of choice | amnot solely |led

By nice direction of a maiden' s eyes;

Besides, the lott'ry of ny destiny
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Bars ne the right of voluntary choosing.

But, if ny father had not scanted ne,

And hedg'd nme by his wit to yield nyself

Hs wife who wins ne by that nmeans | told you,
Yoursel f, renowned Prince, then stood as fair
As any coner | have | ook'd on yet

For ny affection.

PRI NCE OF MOROCCO. Even for that | thank you.
Therefore, | pray you, lead ne to the caskets
To try ny fortune. By this scimtar,

That sl ew the Sophy and a Persian prince,
That won three fields of Sultan Sol yman,
I would o' erstare the sternest eyes that |oo0k,
Qut brave the heart nobst daring on the earth,
Pl uck the young sucking cubs fromthe she-bear,
Yea, nock the lion when '"a roars for prey,
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while!
If Hercules and Lichas play at dice
VWhich is the better nman, the greater throw
May turn by fortune fromthe weaker band.
So is Alcides beaten by his page;
And so may |, blind Fortune | eading ne,
M ss that which one unworthier may attain,
And die with grieving.
PORTI A. You nust take your chance,
And either not attenpt to choose at all,
O swear before you choose, if you choose wong,
Never to speak to |l ady afterward
In way of nmarriage; therefore be advis'd.

PRI NCE OF MOROCCO. Nor will not; conme, bring ne

unto ny chance.

PORTI A First, forward to the tenple. After dinner
Your hazard shall be nade.

PRI NCE OF MOROCCO. Good fortune then,

To make nme bl est or cursed' st anong nen!
[ Cornets,
and exeunt]
SCENE I1.
Veni ce. A street

Enter LAUNCELOT GOBBO
LAUNCELOT. Certainly ny conscience will serve ne to

run fromthis
Jew ny master. The fiend is at m ne el bow and
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tenpts ne, saying

to ne ' Gobbo, Launcel ot Gobbo, good Launcel ot' or
' good Gobbo' or

'good Launcel ot Gobbo, use your |egs, take the
start, run away.'

My consci ence says ' No; take heed, honest
Launcel ot, take heed,

honest Gobbo' or, as aforesaid, 'honest Launcel ot
Gobbo, do not

run; scorn running with thy heels.' Wll, the
nost cour ageous

fiend bids nme pack. 'Vial' says the fiend;
"away!' says the

fiend. 'For the heavens, rouse up a brave m nd'
says the fiend

"and run.' Well, ny conscience, hangi ng about the
neck of ny

heart, says very wsely to ne ' M honest friend
Launcel ot, bei ng

an honest man's son' or rather 'an honest wonan's
son'; for

I ndeed ny father did sonething snmack, sonething
grow to, he had a

kind of taste- well, ny conscience says
" Launcel ot, budge not.'

"Budge,' says the fiend. 'Budge not,' says ny
consci ence.

" Conscience,' say |, (you counsel well.' 'Fiend,'
say |, 'you
counsel well." To be rul'd by ny conscience, |

should stay with
the Jew ny master, who- God bless the mark!- is a

ki nd of devil;

and, to run away fromthe Jew, | should be ruled
by the fiend,

who- savi ng your reverence!- is the devil
hinmsel f. Certainly the

Jew is the very devil incarnation; and, in ny

consci ence, ny

conscience is but a kind of hard conscience to
of fer to counsel

nme to stay with the Jew. The fiend gives the nore
friendly

counsel. | will run, fiend; ny heels are at your
commandnent ; |
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will run.
Enter OLD GOBBO, with a basket

GOBBO. Master young man, you, | pray you, which is
the way to
master Jew s?
LAUNCELOT. [Aside] O heavens! This is ny true-
begotten father,
who, being nore than sand-blind, high-gravel
bl i nd, knows ne not.
Il wll try confusions with him
GOBBO. Master young gentlenman, | pray you, which is
the way to
master Jew s?
LAUNCELOT. Turn up on your right hand at the next
turning, but, at
the next turning of all, on your left; marry, at
the very next
turning, turn of no hand, but turn down
Indirectly to the Jew s
house.
GOBBO. Be God's sonties, "twill be a hard way to
hit! Can you tel
me whet her one Launcelot, that dwells with him
dwell with himor
no?
LAUNCELOT. Tal k you of young Master Launcel ot?
[ Aside] Mark ne
now, now wll | raise the waters.- Talk you of
young Mast er
Launcel ot ?
GOBBO. No master, sir, but a poor man's son; his
fat her, though I
say't, is an honest exceedi ng poor man, and, God
be thanked, well
to |ive.
LAUNCELOT. Well, let his father be what '"a wll, we
tal k of young
Mast er Launcel ot .
GOBBO. Your worship's friend, and Launcel ot, sir
LAUNCELOT. But | pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, |
beseech you, talk
you of young Master Launcel ot?
GOBBO. O Launcelot, an't please your mastership.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mv.html (19 of 77)4/11/2005 8:40:14 AM



William Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice

LAUNCELOT. Ergo, Master Launcelot. Tal k not of
Mast er Launcel ot
father; for the young gentleman, according to
Fates and Desti ni es
and such odd sayings, the Sisters Three and such
branches of
| earning, is indeed deceased; or, as you would
say in plain
terns, gone to heaven.
GOBBO. Marry, God forbid! The boy was the very
staff of ny age, ny
very prop.
LAUNCELOT. Do | look |Iike a cudgel or a hovel -post,
a staff or a
prop? Do you know ne, father?
@OBBO. Al ack the day, | know you not, young
gentl eman; but | pray

you tell nme, is nmy boy- God rest his soul!- alive
or dead?
LAUNCELOT. Do you not know me, father?
GOBBO. Al ack, sir, | amsand-blind; |I know you not.

LAUNCELOT. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you

m ght fail of the

knowng ne: it is a wise father that knows his
own child. Well,

old man, | will tell you news of your son. Gve
me your bl essing;

truth will cone to light; nmurder cannot be hid
| ong; a man's son

may, but in the end truth will out.
GOBBO. Pray you, sir, stand up; | amsure you are
not Launcel ot ny
boy.

LAUNCELOT. Pray you, let's have no nore fooling
about it, but give
me your blessing; | am Launcel ot, your boy that
was, your son
that is, your child that shall be.
@GOBBO. | cannot think you are ny son.
LAUNCELOT. | know not what | shall think of that;
but I am
Launcel ot, the Jew s man, and | am sure Margery
your wife is ny
not her .
GOBBO. Her nanme is Margery, indeed. I'll be sworn,
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I f thou be
Launcel ot, thou art mne own flesh and bl ood.
Lord worshipp'd
m ght he be, what a beard hast thou got! Thou
hast got nore hair
on thy chin than Dobbin ny fill-horse has on his
tail.
LAUNCELOT. It should seem then, that Dobbin's tai
grows backwar d;
| am sure he had nore hair of his tail than
have of ny face
when | last saw him
@GOBBO. Lord, how art thou chang' d! How dost thou
and thy naster
agree? | have brought hima present. How 'gree
you now?
LAUNCELOT. Well, well; but, for mne own part, as |
have set up ny
rest to run away, so | will not rest till | have
run sone ground.
My master's a very Jew. Gve hima present! Gve
hima halter. |
amfamsh'd in his service; you may tell every
finger | have with
nmy ribs. Father, | amglad you are cone; give ne
your present to
one Master Bassani o, who i ndeed gives rare new
liveries; if I
serve not him | will run as far as God has any
ground. O rare
fortune! Here conmes the man. To him father, for
| ama Jew, if I
serve the Jew any | onger

Enter BASSANIO with LEONARDO, with a
FOLLOVWER or two

BASSANI O. You nmay do so; but let it be so hasted

t hat supper be

ready at the farthest by five of the clock. See
these letters

delivered, put the liveries to making, and desire
G atiano to

cone anon to ny | odging.
Exit a SERVANT
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LAUNCELOT. To him fat her.
GOBBO. God bl ess your worship!

BASSANI O. Granercy; woul dst thou aught with nme?

GOBBO. Here's ny son, sir, a poor boy-

LAUNCELOT. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew s

man, that woul d,
sir, as nmy father shall specify-

GOBBO. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would

say, to serve-
LAUNCELOT. | ndeed the short and the long is,
serve the Jew, and
have a desire, as ny father shall specify-

GOBBO. Hi s naster and he, saving your worship's

reverence, are
scarce cater-cousins-

LAUNCELOT. To be brief, the very truth is that the

Jew, havi ng done

me wong, doth cause ne, as ny father, being |

hope an ol d man,
shall frutify unto you-

GBBO. | have here a dish of doves that | would

best ow upon your
worship; and my suit is-

LAUNCELOT. In very brief, the suit is inpertinent

to nmysel f, as

your worship shall know by this honest old man;

and, though | say

it, though old man, yet poor nman, ny father.
BASSANI O. One speak for both. What would you?

LAUNCELOT. Serve you, sir.
GOBBO. That is the very defect of the matter,

BASSANI O. | know thee well; thou hast obtain'd thy

suit.
Shyl ock thy naster spoke with ne this day,

And hath preferr'd thee, if it be prefernent

To |l eave a rich Jew s service to becone
The foll ower of so poor a gentlenman.

LAUNCELOT. The old proverb is very well parted

bet ween ny naster

Shyl ock and you, sir: you have the grace of God,

sir, and he hath
enough.
BASSANI O Thou speak'st it well. Go, father,
t hy son.
Take | eave of thy old master, and inquire

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mv.html (22 of 77)4/11/2005 8:40:14 AM



William Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice

My lodging out. [To a SERVANT] Gve hima livery
More guarded than his fellows'; see it done.
LAUNCELOT. Father, in. | cannot get a service, no!
| have ne'er a
tongue in ny head! [Looking on his paln] Well;
I f any man in
Italy have a fairer table which doth offer to
swear upon a book- |
shall have good fortune. Go to, here's a sinple
line of life;
here's a small trifle of wves; alas, fifteen
W ves i s not hing;
a'leven widows and nine maids is a sinple com ng-
in for one man.
And then to scape drowning thrice, and to be in
peril of ny life
wth the edge of a feather-bed-here are sinple
scapes. Well, if
Fortune be a woman, she's a good wench for this
gear. Fat her,
cone; |I'lIl take ny |eave of the Jewin the
tw nkl i ng.
Exeunt LAUNCELOT
and OLD GOBBO
BASSANI O. | pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this.
These t hings bei ng bought and orderly bestowed,
Return in haste, for | do feast to-night
My best esteenid acquai ntance; hie thee, go.
LEONARDO. My best endeavours shall be done herein.

Ent er GRATI ANO

GRATI ANO. Where's your naster?
LEONARDO. Yonder, sir, he
wal ks. Exi t
GRATI ANO. Si gni or Bassani o!
BASSANI O. Grati ano!
GRATI ANO. | have suit to you
BASSANI O You have obtain'd it.
GRATI ANO. You must not deny nme: | nmust go with you
to Bel nont.
BASSANI O Why, then you nust. But hear thee,
G ati ano:
Thou art too wld, too rude, and bold of voice-
Parts that becone thee happily enough,
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And in such eyes as ours appear not faults;
But where thou art not known, why there they show
Sonething too liberal. Pray thee, take pain
To allay with sone cold drops of nodesty
Thy skipping spirit; lest through thy wild
behavi our
| be msconst'red in the place | go to
And | ose ny hopes.
GRATI ANO. Si gni or Bassani o, hear ne:
If | do not put on a sober habit,
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then,
Wear prayer-books in ny pocket, |ook denurely,
Nay nore, while grace is saying hood m ne eyes
Thus with ny hat, and sigh, and say anen,
Use all the observance of civility
Li ke one well studied in a sad ostent
To pl ease his grandam never trust ne nore.
BASSANI O. Wl I, we shall see your bearing.
GRATI ANO. Nay, but | bar to-night; you shall not
gauge ne
By what we do to-night.
BASSANI O. No, that were pity;
| would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldest suit of mrth, for we have friends
That purpose nerrinment. But fare you well;
| have some busi ness.
GRATIANO. And | nust to Lorenzo and the rest;
But we will visit you at supper-
tinme. Exeunt
SCENE 111.
Veni ce. SHYLOCK' S house

Ent er JESSI CA and LAUNCELOT

JESSICA. | amsorry thou wilt | eave ny father so.

Qur house is hell; and thou, a nerry devil,
Didst rob it of sone taste of tedi ousness.
But fare thee well: there is a ducat for thee;

And, Launcel ot, soon at supper shalt thou see
Lorenzo, who is thy new naster's guest.
Gve himthis letter; do it secretly.
And so farewell. | would not have ny father
See ne in talk wth thee.
LAUNCELOT. Adieu! tears exhibit ny tongue. Mbst
beauti ful pagan,
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nost sweet Jew! |f a Christian do not play the
knave and get

thee, I am nuch decei ved. But, adieu! these
foolish drops do

somet hing drown nmy manly spirit; adieu!

JESSI CA. Farewel |, good Launcel ot.

Exi t LAUNCELOT

Al ack, what heinous sinis it in ne

To be ashamid to be ny father's chil d!

But though I am a daughter to his bl ood,

| amnot to his manners. O Lorenzo,

If thou keep promse, | shall end this strife,
Becone a Christian and thy | oving
wi fe. Exi t
SCENE | V.

Veni ce. A street
Ent er GRATI ANO, LORENZO, SALERI O, and SOLAN O

LORENZO. Nay, we will slink away in suppertine,
Di sgui se us at ny |odging, and return
Al in an hour.
GRATI ANO. W have not nmde good preparation.
SALERI O. W have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers.
SOLANIO '"Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly
or der ed;
And better in nmy m nd not undertook.
LORENZO. 'Tis now but four o'clock; we have two
hour s
To furnish us.

Enter LAUNCELOT, Wth a letter

Friend Launcel ot, what's the news?
LAUNCELOT. An it shall please you to break up this,
it shall seem
to signify.
LORENZO. | know the hand; in faith, '"tis a fair
hand,
And whiter than the paper it wit on
Is the fair hand that wit.
GRATI ANO. Love-news, in faith!
LAUNCELOT. By your |eave, sir.
LORENZO. Wit her goest thou?
LAUNCELOT. Marry, sir, to bid ny old master, the
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Jew, to sup
to-night wwth ny new master, the Christian.
LORENZO. Hol d, here, take this. Tell gentle Jessica
Il wll not fail her; speak it privately.
CGo, gentl enen,
Exit LAUNCELOT
WIl you prepare you for this masque to-night?
| am provided of a torch-bearer
SALERIO. Ay, marry, |I'll be gone about it straight.
SOLANIO. And so will 1.
LORENZO. Meet ne and Gratiano
At Gratiano's | odging sone hour hence.
SALERIO. 'Tis good we do so. Exeunt SALERI O
and SOLANI O
GRATI ANO. Was not that letter fromfair Jessica?
LORENZO. | nust needs tell thee all. She hath
directed
How | shall take her from her father's house;
What gold and jewels she is furnish'd wth;
What page's suit she hath in readiness.
If e er the Jew her father cone to heaven,
It wll be for his gentle daughter's sake;
And never dare m sfortune cross her foot,
Unl ess she do it under this excuse,
That she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with ne, peruse this as thou goest;
Fair Jessica shall be nmy torch-
bearer. Exeunt
SCENE V.
Veni ce. Before SHYLOCK' S house

Ent er SHYLOCK and LAUNCELOT

SHYLOCK. Well, thou shalt see; thy eyes shall be
t hy judge,
The difference of old Shylock and Bassani o. -
What, Jessical- Thou shalt not gornandi ze
As thou hast done with nme- Wat, Jessical-
And sl eep and snore, and rend apparel out-
Wy, Jessica, | say!
LAUNCELOT. Wy, Jessi ca!
SHYLOCK. Who bids thee call? | do not bid thee call.
LAUNCELOT. Your worship was wont to tell nme | could
do not hi ng
wi t hout bi ddi ng.
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Ent er JESSI CA

JESSI CA. Call you? What is your wll?
SHYLOCK. | ambid forth to supper, Jessica;
There are ny keys. But wherefore should I go?
| amnot bid for love; they flatter ne;
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian. Jessica, ny girl,
Look to nmy house. | amright loath to go;
There is sone ill a-brew ng towards ny rest,
For | did dream of npney-bags to-night.
LAUNCELOT. | beseech you, sir, go; ny young naster
dot h expect your
r epr oach.
SHYLOCK. So do | his.
LAUNCELOT. And they have conspired together; | wll
not say you
shall see a nmasque, but if you do, then it was
not for nothing
that nmy nose fell a-bleeding on Black Monday | ast
at six o'clock
I' th' norning, falling out that year on Ash
Wednesday was four
year, in th' afternoon.
SHYLOCK. What, are there masques? Hear you ne,
Jessi ca:
Lock up ny doors, and when you hear the drum
And the vile squealing of the wy-neck'd fife,
Cl anber not you up to the casenents then,
Nor thrust your head into the public street
To gaze on Christian fools wth varnish'd faces;

But stop ny house's ears- | nean ny casenents;
Let not the sound of shallow fopp'ry enter
My sober house. By Jacob's staff, | swear

| have no m nd of feasting forth to-night;
But | will go. Go you before ne, sirrabh;
Say | will cone.
LAUNCELOT. | will go before, sir. Mstress, |ook
out at w ndow for
all this.
There will come a Christian by
WIlIl be worth a Jewess'
eye. Exi t
SHYLOCK. What says that fool of Hagar's offspring,
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ha?
JESSICA. H's words were 'Farewel |, m stress';
not hi ng el se.
SHYLOCK. The patch is kind enough, but a huge
f eeder,
Snail-slowin profit, and he sl eeps by day
More than the wild-cat; drones hive not with ne,
Therefore | part with him and part with him
To one that | would have himhelp to waste
H s borrowed purse. Well, Jessica, go in;
Perhaps | will return inmredi ately.
Do as | bid you, shut doors after you.
Fast bind, fast find-
A proverb never stale in thrifty
m nd. Exi t
JESSI CA. Farewel|l; and if my fortune be not crost,
| have a father, you a daughter,
| ost . Exi t
SCENE VI .
Veni ce. Before SHYLOCK' S house

Enter the maskers, GRATI ANO and SALERI O

GRATI ANO. This is the pent-house under which Lorenzo
Desired us to nmake stand.

SALERI O Hi's hour is al nost past.

GRATI ANO. And it is nmarvel he out-dwells his hour,
For | overs ever run before the cl ock.

SALERIO. O ten tinmes faster Venus' pigeons fly
To seal |ove's bonds new made than they are wont
To keep obliged faith unforfeited!

GRATI ANO. That ever holds: who riseth froma feast
Wth that keen appetite that he sits down?
Where is the horse that doth untread again
Hi s tedi ous neasures with the unbated fire
That he did pace themfirst? Al things that are
Are with nore spirit chased than enjoyed.
How | i ke a younker or a prodiga
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay,
Hugg' d and enbraced by the strunpet w nd;
How | i ke the prodigal doth she return,
Wth over-weather'd ribs and ragged sails,
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strunpet w nd!

Ent er LORENZO
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SALERI O. Here comes Lorenzo; nore of this hereafter.
LORENZO. Sweet friends, your patience for ny |ong

abode!
Not I, but nmy affairs, have nade you wait.
When you shall please to play the thieves for
W ves,

"Il watch as long for you then. Approach;
Here dwells ny father Jew. Ho! who's w thin?

Enter JESSI CA, above, in boy's clothes

JESSI CA. Who are you? Tell ne, for nore certainty,
Al beit I'll swear that | do know your tongue.
LORENZO. Lorenzo, and thy | ove.
JESSI CA. Lorenzo, certain; and ny | ove indeed;
For who love I so nuch? And now who knows
But you, Lorenzo, whether | amyours?
LORENZO. Heaven and thy thoughts are w tness that
thou art.
JESSI CA. Here, catch this casket; it is worth the
pai ns.
| amglad 'tis night, you do not |ook on ne,
For | am nuch ashami d of ny exchange;
But Iove is blind, and | overs cannot see
The pretty follies that thensel ves commt,
For, if they could, Cupid hinself would bl ush
To see nme thus transforned to a boy.
LORENZO. Descend, for you nust be ny torch-bearer.
JESSI CA. What! nust | hold a candle to ny shanes?
They in thensel ves, good sooth, are too too |ight.
Way, 'tis an office of discovery, |ove,
And | shoul d be obscur'd.
LORENZO. So are you, sweet,
Even in the |lovely garnish of a boy.
But cone at once,
For the close night doth play the runaway,
And we are stay'd for at Bassanio's feast.
JESSICA. | will nmake fast the doors, and gild nyself
Wth sone noe ducats, and be with you straight.
Exi t
above

GRATI ANO. Now, by nmy hood, a gentle, and no Jew.
LORENZO. Beshrew ne, but | |ove her heartily,
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For she is wise, if |I can judge of her,

And fair she is, if that m ne eyes be true,

And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself;

And therefore, |like herself, wse, fair, and true,
Shal | she be placed in nmy constant soul.

Ent er JESSI CA, bel ow

What, art thou cone? On, gentlenen, away;
Qur masquing mates by this tine for us stay.
Exit with JESSI CA
and SALERI O

Ent er ANTONI O

ANTONI O Who' s there?

GRATI ANO. Si gni or Ant oni 0?

ANTONIO. Fie, fie, Gatiano, where are all the rest?
"Tis nine o' clock; our friends all stay for you;
No masque to-night; the wind is conme about;
Bassani o presently wll go aboard;
| have sent twenty out to seek for you.

GRATIANO. | amglad on't; | desire no nore delight
Than to be under sail and gone to-

ni ght. Exeunt
SCENE VI I .
Bel nont. PORTIA's house

FIl ouri sh of cornets. Enter PORTIA, wth the
PRI NCE OF
MOROCCO, and their trains

PORTI A. Go draw aside the curtains and di scover
The several caskets to this noble Prince.
Now make your choi ce.

PRI NCE OF MOROCCO. The first, of gold, who this

I nscription bears:

"Who chooseth ne shall gain what many nen desire.'
The second, silver, which this prom se carries:
"Who chooseth nme shall get as nuch as he

deserves.'
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt:
"Who chooseth ne nust give and hazard all he

hat h.'
How shall | know if | do choose the right?
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PORTI A. The one of themcontains ny picture, Prince;
If you choose that, then | amyours wthal.
PRI NCE OF MOROCCO. Sone god direct ny judgnent! Let

me see;

Il will survey th' inscriptions back again.

What says this | eaden casket?

"Who chooseth nme nust give and hazard all he
hat h.'

Must give- for what? For | ead? Hazard for | ead!

Thi s casket threatens; nen that hazard all

Do it in hope of fair advantages.

A golden m nd stoops not to shows of dross;

"Il then nor give nor hazard aught for |ead.

What says the silver with her virgin hue?

"Who chooseth ne shall get as nmuch as he
deserves.'

As nmuch as he deserves! Pause there, Morocco,

And wei gh thy value with an even hand.

If thou beest rated by thy estination,

Thou dost deserve enough, and yet enough

May not extend so far as to the | ady;

And yet to be afeard of ny deserving

Were but a weak disabling of nyself.

As much as | deserve? Wiy, that's the | ady!

| do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes,

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;

But nore than these, in love | do deserve.

VWhat if | stray'd no farther, but chose here?

Let's see once nore this saying grav'd in gold:

"Who chooseth ne shall gain what many nen desire.'

Why, that's the lady! Al the world desires her;

Fromthe four corners of the earth they cone

To kiss this shrine, this nortal -breathing saint.

The Hyrcani an deserts and the vasty w | ds

O wide Arabia are as throughfares now

For princes to cone view fair Porti a.

The wat ery kingdom whose anbitious head

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar

To stop the foreign spirits, but they cone

As o'er a brook to see fair Porti a.

One of these three contains her heavenly picture.

Is't like that | ead contains her? ' Twere dammati on

To think so base a thought; it were too gross

To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave.

O shall | think in silver she's inmur'd,
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Being ten tinmes undervalued to tried gold?
O sinful thought! Never so rich a gem
Was set in worse than gold. They have in Engl and
A coin that bears the figure of an angel
Stanp'd in gold; but that's insculp' d upon.
But here an angel in a gol den bed
Lies all wthin. Deliver ne the key;
Here do | choose, and thrive | as | may!
PORTIA. There, take it, Prince, and if ny formlie
t here,
Then | am yours. [ He opens the
gol den casket ]
PRI NCE OF MOROCCO. O hell! what have we here?
A carrion Death, within whose enpty eye
There is a witten scroll! I'll read the witing.
"All that glisters is not gold,
Often have you heard that told;
Many a man his life hath sold
But ny outside to behol d.
G | ded tonbs do worns infold.
Had you been as w se as bold,
Young in |linbs, in judgnent old,
Your answer had not been inscroll'd.

Fare you well, your suit is cold.’'
Col d i ndeed, and | abour | ost,
Then farewel |, heat, and wel cone, frost.
Portia, adieu! | have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious | eave; thus | osers part.
Exit with his train. Flourish
of cornets
PORTI A. A gentle riddance. Draw the curtains, go.

Let all of his conplexion choose ne

So. Exeunt
SCENE VI 1.
Veni ce. A street

Ent er SALERI O and SOLAN O

SALERI O. Why, man, | saw Bassani o under sail;
Wth himis Gatiano gone al ong;
And in their ship | amsure Lorenzo is not.
SOLANIO The villain Jewwith outcries rais'd the
Duke,
Who went with himto search Bassani 0o's ship.
SALERIO. He cane too late, the ship was under sail;
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But there the Duke was given to understand

That in a gondola were seen together

Lorenzo and his anorous Jessi ca;

Besi des, Antonio certified the Duke

They were not with Bassanio in his ship.
SOLANIO. | never heard a passion so confus'd,

So strange, outrageous, and so vari abl e,

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets.

"My daughter! O ny ducats! O ny daughter!

Fled with a Christian! O ny Christian ducats!

Justice! the law M ducats and ny daughter!

A seal ed bag, two seal ed bags of ducats,

O doubl e ducats, stol'n fromne by ny daughter!

And jewels- two stones, two rich and precious

st ones,

Stol'n by ny daughter! Justice! Find the girl;
She hath the stones upon her and the ducats.'
SALERI O. Wy, all the boys in Venice follow him

Crying, his stones, his daughter, and his ducats.
SOLANI O. Let good Antonio | ook he keep his day,

O he shall pay for this.
SALERIO. Marry, well renmenb'red,;

| reason'd with a Frenchnman yest erday,

Wo told ne, in the narrow seas that part

The French and English, there m scarried

A vessel of our country richly fraught.

| thought upon Antonio when he told ne,

And wish'd in silence that it were not his.
SOLANI O. You were best to tell Antonio what you

hear ;

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him
SALERI O. A ki nder gentleman treads not the earth.

| saw Bassani o and Antonio part.

Bassanio told himhe woul d make sone speed

O his return. He answered ' Do not so;

Sl ubber not business for ny sake, Bassani o,

But stay the very riping of the tineg;

And for the Jew s bond which he hath of ne,

Let it not enter in your mnd of |ove;

Be nerry, and enpl oy your chiefest thoughts

To courtship, and such fair ostents of |ove

As shall conveniently becone you there.

And even there, his eye being big wwth tears,

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him

And with affection wondrous sensible
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He wung Bassani 0's hand; and so they parted.
SOLANIO. | think he only Ioves the world for him
| pray thee, let us go and find himout,
And qui cken his enbraced heavi ness
Wth sone delight or other.
SALERI O. Do we
So. Exeunt
SCENE | X.
Bel nont. PORTI A" S house

Ent er NERI SSA, and a SERVI TOR

NERI SSA. Quick, quick, | pray thee, draw the
curtain straight;
The Prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath,
And cones to his election presently.

Fl ouri sh of cornets. Enter the PRI NCE OF
ARRAGON,
PORTI A, and their trains

PORTI A. Behol d, there stand the caskets, noble
Prince.
If you choose that wherein | amcontain'd,
Straight shall our nuptial rites be sol emiz'd;
But if you fail, wi thout nore speech, ny |ord,
You nust be gone from hence i nmedi ately.
ARRAGON. | amenjoin'd by oath to observe three
t hi ngs:
First, never to unfold to any one
Whi ch casket 'twas | chose; next, if | fail
O the right casket, never in ny life
To woo a naid in way of marriage;
Lastly,
If I do fail in fortune of ny choice,
| medi ately to | eave you and be gone.
PORTI A. To these injunctions every one doth swear
That conmes to hazard for ny worthless self.
ARRAGON. And so have | address'd ne. Fortune now
To ny heart's hope! Gold, silver, and base |ead.
"Who chooseth ne nust give and hazard all he
hat h.'
You shall look fairer ere | give or hazard.
What says the gol den chest? Ha! let ne see:
"Who chooseth nme shall gain what nany nen desire.'
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VWhat many nen desire- that 'many' nay be neant

By the fool nmultitude, that choose by show,

Not | earning nore than the fond eye doth teach;

VWhich pries not to th' interior, but, like the
martl et,

Builds in the weather on the outward wall,

Even in the force and road of casualty.

Il wll not choose what many nen desire,

Because | will not junp with common spirits

And rank nme with the barbarous nultitudes.

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house!

Tell me once nore what title thou dost bear.

"Who chooseth nme shall get as nuch as he
deserves.'

And well said too; for who shall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourabl e

Wt hout the stanp of nerit? Let none presune

To wear an undeserved dignity.

O that estates, degrees, and offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that clear honour

Were purchas'd by the nerit of the wearer!

How many then shoul d cover that stand bare!

How many be commanded that conmand!

How nmuch | ow peasantry woul d then be gl eaned

Fromthe true seed of honour! and how nuch honour

Pick'd fromthe chaff and ruin of the tines,

To be new varnish'd!l Well, but to ny choice.

"Who chooseth ne shall get as nuch as he
deserves.'

I wll assune desert. Gve ne a key for this,

And instantly unlock ny fortunes here.
[ He opens the
silver casket]
PORTIA. [Aside] Too long a pause for that which
you find there.
ARRAGON. What's here? The portrait of a blinking
I di ot
Presenting ne a schedule! | wll read it.
How much unlike art thou to Porti a!
How nmuch unli ke ny hopes and ny deservi ngs!
"Who chooseth ne shall have as nuch as he
deserves.'
Did | deserve no nore than a fool's head?
Is that ny prize? Are ny deserts no better?
PORTI A. To offend and judge are distinct offices

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mv.html (35 of 77)4/11/2005 8:40:14 AM



William Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice

And of opposed natures.
ARRAGON. What is here? [ Reads]

"The fire seven tinmes tried this;
Seven tinmes tried that judgnent is
That did never choose am ss.

Sone there be that shadows ki ss,
Such have but a shadow s bli ss.
There be fools alive iws

Silver'd o' er, and so was this.
Take what wife you will to bed,

Il wll ever be your head.

So be gone; you are sped.’

Still nore fool | shall appear

By the time | linger here.

Wth one fool's head | cane to woo,

But | go away with two.

Sweet, adieu! I'll keep ny oath,

Patiently to bear ny woth. Exi t
wWth his train

PORTI A. Thus hath the candle sing' d the noth.
O, these deliberate fools! \Wen they do choose,
They have the wi sdomby their wit to | ose.

NERI SSA. The anci ent saying is no heresy:
Hangi ng and w vi ng goes by destiny.

PORTI A. Cone, draw the curtain, Nerissa.

Ent er a SERVANT

SERVANT. Where is ny | ady?
PORTI A. Here; what would ny | ord?
SERVANT. Madam there is alighted at your gate
A young Venetian, one that conmes before
To signify th' approaching of his |ord,
From whom he bringeth sensible regreets;
To wit, besides commends and courteous breath,
G fts of rich value. Yet | have not seen
So likely an anmbassador of |ove.
A day in April never canme so sweet
To show how costly summer was at hand
As this fore-spurrer cones before his |ord.
PORTIA. No nore, | pray thee; | amhalf afeard
Thou wilt say anon he is sone kin to thee,
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Thou spend' st such high-day wit in praising him

Conme, cone, Nerissa, for | long to see
Quick Cupid's post that cones so nannerly.
NERI SSA. Bassani o, Lord Love, if thy will it
be! Exeunt
ACT I'l11. SCENE I

Veni ce. A street
Enter SOLANI O and SALERI O

SOLANI O. Now, what news on the R alto?
SALERI O. Wy, yet it lives there uncheck'd that
Antonio hath a ship
of rich lading weck'd on the narrow seas; the
Goodwi ns | think
they call the place, a very dangerous flat and
fatal, where the
carcases of many a tall ship |ie buried, as they
say, if ny
gossi p Report be an honest wonan of her word.
SOLANIO. | would she were as lying a gossip in that
as ever knapp'd
gi nger or made her nei ghbours believe she wept
for the death of a
third husband. But it is true, w thout any slips
of prolixity or
crossing the plain highway of talk, that the good
Ant oni o, the
honest Antonio- Othat | had a title good enough
to keep his nane
conpany! -
SALERI O. Cone, the full stop.
SOLANI O. Ha! What sayest thou? Wiy, the end is, he
hath | ost a
shi p.
SALERIO | would it mght prove the end of his
| osses.
SOLANI O. Let ne say anen betines, |est the devil
Cross my prayer,
for here he cones in the |ikeness of a Jew.

Ent er SHYLOCK

How now, Shyl ock? What news anong the nerchants?
SHYLOCK. You knew, none so well, none so well as
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you, of ny
daughter's flight.
SALERIO. That's certain; |, for ny part, knew the

tail or that nade
the wings she flew wthal.
SOLANI O And Shyl ock, for his own part, knew the
bird was fli dge;
and then it is the conplexion of themall to
| eave the dam
SHYLOCK. She is damm'd for it.
SALERIO. That's certain, if the devil may be her
j udge.
SHYLOCK. My own flesh and blood to rebel!
SOLANIO. Qut upon it, old carrion! Rebels it at
t hese years?
SHYLOCK. | say ny daughter is nmy flesh and ny bl ood.
SALERI O. There is nore difference between thy fl esh
and hers than
bet ween jet and ivory; nore between your bl oods
than there is
bet ween red wi ne and Rhenish. But tell us, do you
hear whet her
Ant oni o0 have had any | oss at sea or no?
SHYLOCK. There | have another bad match: a
bankrupt, a prodigal,
who dare scarce show his head on the R alto; a
beggar, that was
us'd to cone so snug upon the mart. Let him| ook
to his bond. He
was wont to call ne usurer; let himlook to his
bond. He was wont
to lend noney for a Christian courtesy; let him
| ook to his bond.
SALERIO. Wy, | amsure, if he forfeit, thou wlt
not take his
flesh. What's that good for?
SHYLOCK. To bait fish withal. If it wll feed
nothing else, it will
feed ny revenge. He hath disgrac'd ne and
hind' red nme half a
mllion; laugh'd at my | osses, nock'd at ny
gai ns, scorned ny
nation, thwarted nmy bargains, cooled ny friends,
heat ed m ne
enem es. And what's his reason? | ama Jew. Hath
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not a Jew eyes?

Hat h not a Jew hands, organs, dinensions, senses,
af fecti ons,

passions, fed with the same food, hurt with the
same weapons,

subject to the sane di seases, heal ed by the sane
means, war ned

and cool ed by the sane winter and summer, as a
Christian is? If

you prick us, do we not bleed? If you tickle us,
do we not | augh?

If you poison us, do we not die? And if you w ong
us, shall we

not revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we

will resenble you
inthat. If a Jewwong a Christian, what is his
hum lity?

Revenge. If a Christian wong a Jew, what shoul d
hi s sufferance

be by Christian exanple? Wiy, revenge. The
villainy you teach ne

I wll execute; and itshall go hard but | wll
better the

I nstruction.

Enter a MAN from ANTON O

MAN. CGentlenen, ny master Antonio is at his house,
and desires to
speak with you bot h.
SALERI O. W have been up and down to seek him

Ent er TUBAL

SOLANI O. Here conmes another of the tribe; a third
cannot be
mat ch' d, unless the devil hinself turn Jew.
Exeunt SOLANI O,
SALERI O, and MAN
SHYLOCK. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa? Hast
t hou found ny
daught er ?
TUBAL. | often cane where | did hear of her, but
cannot find her.
SHYLOCK. Wy there, there, there, there! A dianond
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gone, cost ne

two thousand ducats in Frankfort! The curse never
fell upon our

nation till now, | never felt it till now Two
t housand ducats in

that, and other precious, precious jewels. |
woul d ny daught er

were dead at nmy foot, and the jewels in her ear;
woul d she were

hears'd at ny foot, and the ducats in her coffin!
No news of

t hen? Why, so- and | know not what's spent in the
search. Wy,

t hou- | oss upon | oss! The thief gone with so
much, and so nuch to

find the thief; and no satisfaction, no revenge;
nor no ill luck

stirring but what lights o' ny shoul ders; no
sighs but o' ny

breat hing; no tears but o' ny sheddi ng!

TUBAL. Yes, other nen have ill luck too: Antonio,

as | heard in
Genoa-

SHYLOCK. What, what, what? Il luck, ill [uck?

TUBAL. Hath an argosy cast away com ng from
Tripolis.

SHYLOCK. | thank God, | thank God. Is it true, is
It true?

TUBAL. | spoke with sonme of the sailors that
escaped the w eck.
SHYLOCK. | thank thee, good Tubal. Good news, good
news- ha, ha!-
heard i n Genoa.
TUBAL. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as | heard,
one ni ght,
fourscore ducats.
SHYLOCK. Thou stick'st a dagger in nme- | shall
never see ny gold
agai n. Fourscore ducats at a sitting! Fourscore
ducat s!
TUBAL. There cane divers of Antonio's creditors in
ny company to
Veni ce that swear he cannot choose but break.
SHYLOCK. | amvery glad of it; I'll plague him
"Il torture him |
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amglad of it.
TUBAL. One of them showed ne a ring that he had of
your daughter
for a nonkey.
SHYLOCK. Qut upon her! Thou torturest me, Tubal. It

was ny
turquoise; | had it of Leah when | was a
bachel or; | woul d not

have given it for a w | derness of nonkeys.
TUBAL. But Antonio is certainly undone.
SHYLOCK. Nay, that's true; that's very true. Co,
Tubal, fee ne an
of ficer; bespeak hima fortnight before. | wll
have the heart of
him if he forfeit; for, were he out of Venice, |
can make what
merchandise | will. Go, Tubal, and neet ne at our
synagogue; go,
good Tubal ; at our synagogue,
Tubal . Exeunt
SCENE I1.
Bel nont. PORTI A S house

Ent er BASSANI O, PORTI A, GRATI ANO, NERI SSA,
and al |
their trains

PORTIA. | pray you tarry; pause a day or two
Bef ore you hazard; for, in choosing wong,
| | ose your conpany; therefore forbear a while.
There's sonmething tells ne- but it is not |ove-
| would not |ose you; and you know yourself
Hat e counsels not in such a quality.
But | est you should not understand ne well -
And yet a nmaiden hath no tongue but thought-
| woul d detain you here sonme nonth or two

Bef ore you venture for ne. | could teach you
How to choose right, but then | am forsworn;
So will | never be; so nmay you m sSS nE;

But if you do, you'll make ne wi sh a sin,

That | had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes!
They have o' erl ook'd ne and divi ded ne;

One half of ne is yours, the other half yours-
Mne own, | would say; but if mne, then yours,
And so all yours. O these naughty tines
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Puts bars between the owners and their rights;
And so, though yours, not yours. Prove it so,
Let fortune go to hell for it, not I.
| speak too long, but 'tis to peize the tine,
To eke it, and to draw it out in |ength,
To stay you from el ection.

BASSANI O. Let ne choose;
For as | am | live upon the rack.

PORTI A. Upon the rack, Bassani 0? Then confess
What treason there is mngled with your |ove.
BASSANI O. None but that ugly treason of m strust
Whi ch nakes ne fear th' enjoying of ny |ove;

There may as well be amty and life
" Tween snow and fire as treason and ny | ove.
PORTI A. Ay, but | fear you speak upon the rack,
Where nmen enforced do speak anyt hing.
BASSANI Q. Promse ne |life, and |I'll confess the
truth.
PORTI A. Wll then, confess and |ive.
BASSANI O. ' Confess' and 'l ove'
Had been the very sum of ny confession.
O happy tornent, when ny torturer
Dot h teach nme answers for deliverance!
But let nme to ny fortune and the caskets.
PORTIA. Away, then; | amlock'd in one of them
If you do love nme, you will find nme out.
Nerissa and the rest, stand all al oof;
Let music sound while he doth make his choice;
Then, if he | ose, he nmakes a swan-Ilike end,
Fading in nusic. That the conparison
May stand nore proper, ny eye shall be the stream
And wat'ry death-bed for him He may w n;
And what is nusic then? Then nusic is
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow
To a new crowned nonarch; such it is
As are those dul cet sounds in break of day
That creep into the dream ng bridegroom s ear
And sunmon himto marriage. Now he goes,
Wth no | ess presence, but with nuch nore | ove,
Than young Al ci des when he did redeem
The virgin tribute paid by howing Troy
To the sea-nonster. | stand for sacrifice;
The rest al oof are the Dardani an w ves,
Wth bl eared visages cone forth to view
The issue of th' exploit. Go, Hercul es!
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Live thou, | live. Wth nmuch nmuch nore di smay
| view the fight than thou that nmak'st the fray.

A SONG

the whil st BASSANI O comments on the caskets to
hi nsel f

Tell me where is fancy bred,
O in the heart or in the head,
How begot, how nouri shed?
Reply, reply.
It is engend'red in the eyes,
Wth gazing fed; and fancy dies
In the cradle where it |ies.
Let us all ring fancy's knell:
"Il begin it- Ding, dong, bell.
ALL. Di ng, dong, bell.

BASSANI O. So may the outward shows be | east
t hensel ves;

The world is still deceiv'd with ornanent.
In |aw, what plea so tainted and corrupt
But, being season'd with a gracious voi ce,
Qbscures the show of evil? In religion,
What dammed error but sonme sober brow
WIIl bless it, and approve it wth a text,
Hi di ng the grossness with fair ornanent?
There is no vice so sinple but assunes
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts.
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as fal se
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars;
Who, inward search'd, have livers white as m| k!
And t hese assune but val our's excrenent
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight,
Wi ch therein works a mracle in nature,
Maki ng them lightest that wear nost of it;
So are those crisped snaky gol den | ocks
Whi ch make such want on ganbols with the w nd
Upon supposed fairness often known
To be the dowy of a second head-
The skull that bred themin the sepul chre.
Thus ornanent is but the guiled shore
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To a nost dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf
Veiling an I ndian beauty; in a word,

The seem ng truth which cunning tines put on

To entrap the wi sest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold,
Hard food for Mdas, | will none of thee;

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge

" Tween man and nman; but thou, thou neagre |ead,
Wi ch rather threaten' st than dost prom se aught,
Thy pl ai nness noves ne nore than el oguence,

And here choose |I. Joy be the consequence!
PORTIA. [Aside] How all the other passions fleet
to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-enbrac'd despair,
And shudd'ring fear, and green-ey'd jeal ousy!
O |l ove, be noderate, allay thy ecstasy,
In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess!
| feel too nmuch thy blessing. Make it |ess,
For fear | surfeit.
BASSANI O. [ Opening the | eaden casket] What find I
her e?
Fair Portia' s counterfeit! What dem -god
Hat h cone so near creation? Myve these eyes?
O whether riding on the balls of mne
Seemthey in notion? Here are sever'd |ips,
Parted with sugar breath; so sweet a bar
Shoul d sunder such sweet friends. Here in her
hai rs

The painter plays the spider, and hath woven
A golden nesh t' entrap the hearts of nen
Faster than gnats in cobwebs. But her eyes-
How coul d he see to do then? Having nmade one,
Met hi nks it should have power to steal both his,
And | eave itself unfurnish'd. Yet | ook how far
The substance of ny praise doth wong this shadow
In underprizing it, so far this shadow
Doth |inp behind the substance. Here's the scroll,
The continent and summary of ny fortune.

"You that choose not by the view,

Chance as fair and choose as true!

Since this fortune falls to you,

Be content and seek no new.

If you be well pleas'd with this,

And hold your fortune for your bliss,

Turn to where your lady is

And claimher with a |loving kiss.'

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mv.html (44 of 77)4/11/2005 8:40:14 AM



William Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice

A gentle scroll. Fair lady, by your |eave;

| cone by note, to give and to receive.

Li ke one of two contending in a prize,

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes,
Heari ng appl ause and uni versal shout,

Gddy in spirit, still gazing in a doubt

Whet her those peals of praise be his or no;

So, thrice-fair lady, stand | even so,

As doubtful whether what | see be true,

Until confirmid, sign'd, ratified by you.

PORTI A. You see nme, Lord Bassani o, where | stand,

Such as | am Though for nyself al one

| would not be anmbitious in ny w sh

To wi sh nyself much better, yet for you

| would be trebled twenty tines nyself,

A thousand tines nore fair, ten thousand tines

nore rich,

That only to stand high in your account

| mght in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,
Exceed account. But the full sumof ne

s sum of sonething which, to termin gross,

Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd;
Happy in this, she is not yet so old

But she may | earn; happier than this,

She is not bred so dull but she can |earn;
Happi est of all is that her gentle spirit
Commts itself to yours to be directed,

As from her lord, her governor, her Kking.
Mysel f and what is mne to you and yours

I's now converted. But now | was the lord

O this fair mansion, master of ny servants,
Queen o' er nyself; and even now, but now,

Thi s house, these servants, and this sane nyself,
Are yours- ny lord's. | give themwth this ring,
Wi ch when you part from |ose, or give away,
Let it presage the ruin of your |ove,

And be ny vantage to excl ai mon you.

BASSANI O. Madam you have bereft nme of all words;
Only ny bl ood speaks to you in ny veins;

And there is such confusion in ny powers

As, after sone oration fairly spoke

By a bel oved prince, there doth appear

Anong the buzzing pleased nultitude,

Where every sonet hing, being blent together,
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy
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Express'd and not express'd. But when this ring
Parts fromthis finger, then parts life from
hence;
O then be bold to say Bassani o's dead!
NERI SSA. My lord and lady, it is now our tinme
That have stood by and seen our w shes prosper
To cry 'Good joy.' Good joy, ny lord and | ady!
GRATI ANO. My Lord Bassanio, and ny gentle | ady,
I wish you all the joy that you can w sh,
For I am sure you can wi sh none from ne;
And, when your honours nean to sol emni ze
The bargain of your faith, | do beseech you
Even at that tinme | may be married too.
BASSANIO. Wth all nmy heart, so thou canst get a
wife.
GRATI ANO. | thank your |ordship, you have got ne
one.
My eyes, ny lord, can |look as swift as yours:
You saw the mstress, | beheld the maid;
You lov'd, | lov'd; for interm ssion
No nore pertains to ne, ny lord, than you.
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there,
And so did mne too, as the matter falls;
For wooi ng here until | sweat again,
And swearing till mnmy very roof was dry
Wth oaths of |ove, at last- if prom se |ast-
| got a promse of this fair one here
To have her |ove, provided that your fortune
Achiev'd her m stress.
PORTIA. |Is this true, Nerissa?
NERI SSA. Madam it is, so you stand pleas'd wthal.
BASSANI O And do you, Gatiano, nmean good faith?
GRATI ANO. Yes, faith, ny |ord.
BASSANI O. Qur feast shall be nmuch honoured in your
marri age.
GRATIANO. W'll play with them the first boy for a
t housand
ducat s.
NERI SSA. What, and stake down?
GRATI ANO. No; we shall ne'er win at that sport, and
st ake down-
But who cones here? Lorenzo and his infidel?
What, and ny old Venetian friend, Salerio!

Enter LORENZO, JESSI CA, and SALERIO a
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nmessenger
from Veni ce

BASSANI O. Lorenzo and Sal eri o, wel cone hither,
If that the youth of nmy new int'rest here
Have power to bid you wel cone. By your | eave,
| bid nmy very friends and countrynen,
Sweet Portia, wel cone.
PORTIA. So do I, ny |ord;
They are entirely wel cone.
LORENZO. | thank your honour. For ny part, ny |ord,
My purpose was not to have seen you here;
But neeting with Salerio by the way,
He did entreat ne, past all saying nay,
To cone with him al ong.
SALERIO. | did, ny |ord,
And | have reason for it. Signior Antonio
Comends himto you. [ G ves
BASSANI O a | etter]
BASSANIO. Ere | ope his letter,
| pray you tell nme how ny good friend doth.
SALERI O Not sick, ny lord, unless it be in m nd,

Nor well, unless in mnd; his letter there
WIl show you his estate. [ BASSANI O opens
the letter]
GRATI ANO. Nerissa, cheer yond stranger; bid her
wel cone.

Your hand, Salerio. What's the news from Venice?

How dot h that royal nerchant, good Antonio?

I know he will be glad of our success:

W are the Jasons, we have won the fl eece.
SALERIO. | would you had won the fleece that he

hat h | ost.
PORTI A. There are sone shrewd contents in yond sane
paper

That steals the col our from Bassani 0's cheek:
Sonme dear friend dead, else nothing in the world
Coul d turn so nuch the constitution
O any constant nman. What, worse and worse!
Wth | eave, Bassanio: | amhalf yourself,
And | rnust freely have the half of anything
That this sanme paper brings you.
BASSANI O. O sweet Porti a,
Here are a few of the unpl easant'st words
That ever blotted paper! Gentle |ady,
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When | did first inpart ny |ove to you,
| freely told you all the wealth | had
Ran in ny veins- | was a gentl eman;
And then | told you true. And yet, dear | ady,
Rati ng myself at nothing, you shall see
How nuch | was a braggart. When | told you
My state was nothing, | should then have told you
That | was worse than nothing; for indeed
| have engag'd nyself to a dear friend,
Engag'd ny friend to his nmere eneny,
To feed ny neans. Here is a letter, |ady,
The paper as the body of ny friend,
And every word in it a gapi ng wound
Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio?
Hath all his ventures fail'd? Wiat, not one hit?
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and Engl and,
From Li sbon, Barbary, and India,
And not one vessel scape the dreadful touch
O merchant-marring rocks?
SALERI O Not one, ny |ord.
Besides, it should appear that, if he had
The present noney to discharge the Jew,
He woul d not take it. Never did | know
A creature that did bear the shape of nman
So keen and greedy to confound a man.
He plies the Duke at norning and at night,
And doth inpeach the freedom of the state,
If they deny himjustice. Twenty nerchants,
The Duke hinsel f, and the nagnificoes
O greatest port, have all persuaded with him
But none can drive himfromthe envious plea
O forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.
JESSICA. Wien | was with him | have heard hi m swear
To Tubal and to Chus, his countrynen,
That he woul d rather have Antonio's fl esh
Than twenty tinmes the value of the sum
That he did owe him and | know, ny |ord,
If law, authority, and power, deny not,
It wll go hard wth poor Antonio.
PORTIA. Is it your dear friend that is thus in
troubl e?
BASSANI O. The dearest friend to ne, the kindest nman,
The best condition'd and unwearied spirit
I n doing courtesies; and one in whom
The anci ent Roman honour nore appears
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Than any that draws breath in Italy.
PORTI A. What sum owes he the Jew?
BASSANI O. For ne, three thousand ducats.
PORTI A. What! no nore?
Pay hi m si x thousand, and deface the bond;
Doubl e six thousand, and then treble that,
Before a friend of this description
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault.
First go wwth me to church and call nme wfe,
And then away to Venice to your friend;
For never shall you lie by Portia's side
Wth an unqui et soul. You shall have gold
To pay the petty debt twenty tines over.
When it is paid, bring your true friend al ong.
My maid Nerissa and nysel f neanti ne
WIIl live as maids and w dows. Cone, away;
For you shall hence upon your weddi ng day.
Bid your friends wel cone, show a nerry cheer;
Si nce you are dear bought, | wll |ove you dear.
But let ne hear the letter of your friend.
BASSANI O. [ Reads] ' Sweet Bassani o, ny ships have
all mscarried,
my creditors grow cruel, ny estate is very | ow,
ny bond to the
Jew is forfeit; and since, in paying it, it is
| npossi bl e |
should live, all debts are clear'd between you
and I, if | mght
but see you at ny death. Notw thstandi ng, use
your pleasure; if
your |ove do not persuade you to cone, |let not ny
letter.'
PORTIA. O love, dispatch all business and be gone!
BASSANI O. Since | have your good | eave to go away,
I wll nake haste; but, till | cone again,
No bed shall e'er be guilty of ny stay,
Nor rest be interposer 'tw xt us
twai n. Exeunt
SCENE 111.
Veni ce. A street

Ent er SHYLOCK, SOLANI O, ANTONI O, and
GACLER

SHYLOCK. Gaoler, look to him Tell not nme of nercy-
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This is the fool that | ent out noney gratis.
Gaol er, ook to him
ANTONI O Hear ne yet, good Shyl ock.
SHYLOCK. |'Ill have ny bond; speak not against ny
bond.
| have sworn an oath that | wll have ny bond.
Thou call'dst nme dog before thou hadst a cause,
But, since | ama dog, beware ny fangs;
The Duke shall grant nme justice. | do wonder,
Thou naughty gaol er, that thou art so fond
To come abroad with himat his request.
ANTONI Q. | pray thee hear ne speak.
SHYLOCK. |'Il have ny bond. | will not hear thee
speak;
['"1l have ny bond; and therefore speak no nore.
["I'l not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool,
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield,
To Christian intercessors. Follow not;
I'"I'l have no speaking; | will have ny
bond. Exi t
SOLANIO. It is the nost inpenetrable cur
That ever kept with nen.
ANTONI O. Let hi m al one;
"Il follow himno nore with bootl ess prayers.
He seeks ny life; his reason well | know
| oft deliver'd fromhis forfeitures
Many that have at tines nade noban to ne;
Therefore he hates ne.
SOLANIO. | am sure the Duke
W1l never grant this forfeiture to hold.
ANTONI O. The Duke cannot deny the course of |aw,
For the commodity that strangers have
Wth us in Venice, if it be denied,
WIIl much inpeach the justice of the state,
Since that the trade and profit of the city
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go;
These griefs and | osses have so bated ne
That | shall hardly spare a pound of flesh
To-nmorrow to ny bl oody creditor.

Well, gaoler, on; pray God Bassani o cone
To see ne pay his debt, and then | care
not . Exeunt
SCENE | V.

Bel nont. PORTI A" S house
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Enter PORTI A, NERI SSA, LORENZO, JESSI CA, and
BALTHASAR

LORENZO. Madam al though |I speak it in your
presence,
You have a noble and a true conceit
O godlike amty, which appears nost strongly
In bearing thus the absence of your |ord.
But if you knew to whom you show t his honour,
How true a gentl eman you send relief,
How dear a |lover of ny lord your husband,
| know you woul d be prouder of the work
Than customary bounty can enforce you.
PORTIA. | never did repent for doing good,
Nor shall not now, for in conpanions
That do converse and waste the tinme together,
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of | ove,
There nust be needs a |like proportion
O lineanents, of manners, and of spirit,
Whi ch makes ne think that this Antonio,
Bei ng the bosom | over of ny |ord,
Must needs be like ny lord. If it be so,
How little is the cost | have bestowed
I n purchasing the senblance of ny sou
From out the state of hellish cruelty!
This cones too near the praising of nyself;
Therefore, no nore of it; hear other things.
Lorenzo, | commit into your hands
The husbandry and manage of ny house
Until ny lord s return; for mne own part,
| have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow
To live in prayer and contenpl ati on,
Only attended by Nerissa here,
Until her husband and ny lord' s return.
There is a nonastery two mles off,
And there we will abide. | do desire you
Not to deny this inposition,
The which ny | ove and sone necessity
Now | ays upon you.
LORENZO. Madam wth all ny heart
| shall obey you in an fair commands.
PORTIA. My peopl e do already know ny m nd,
And w || acknow edge you and Jessi ca
In place of Lord Bassani o and nyself.
So fare you well till we shall neet again.
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LORENZO. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on

you!
JESSICA. | wish your ladyship all heart's content.
PORTI A. | thank you for your w sh, and am wel |
pl eas' d
To wish it back on you. Fare you well, Jessica.
Exeunt JESSI CA
and LORENzO

Now, Balt hasar,
As | have ever found thee honest-true,
So let ne find thee still. Take this sane |etter,
And use thou all th' endeavour of a nan
In speed to Padua; see thou render this
Into nmy cousin's hands, Doctor Bellario;
And | ook what notes and garnents he doth give
t hee,
Bring them | pray thee, with imgin' d speed
Unto the traject, to the common ferry
Whi ch trades to Venice. Waste no tine in words,

But get thee gone; | shall be there before thee.
BALTHASAR. Madam | go with all conveni ent
speed. Exit
PORTI A. Cone on, Nerissa, | have work in hand
That you yet know not of; we'll see our husbands

Before they think of us.

NERI SSA. Shall they see us?

PORTI A. They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit
That they shall think we are acconpli shed
Wth that we lack. 1'lIl hold thee any wager,
When we are both accoutred |i ke young nen,

"1l prove the prettier fellow of the two,

And wear ny dagger wth the braver grace,

And speak between the change of man and boy

Wth a reed voice; and turn two m ncing steps
Into a manly stride; and speak of frays

Li ke a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint |ies,
How honour abl e | adi es sought ny | ove,

Whi ch | denying, they fell sick and died-

| could not do withal. Then I'I| repent,

And wish for all that, that | had not kill'd them
And twenty of these puny lies I'IIl tell,

That nmen shall swear | have discontinued school
About a twelvenonth. | have within ny m nd

A thousand raw tricks of these braggi ng Jacks,
VWhich I will practise.
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NERI SSA. Wy, shall we turn to nen?

PORTI A. Fie, what a question's that,
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter!
But conme, I'lIl tell thee all ny whol e device
When | amin ny coach, which stays for us
At the park gate; and therefore haste away,
For we nust neasure twenty mles to-

day. Exeunt
SCENE V.
Bel nont. The garden

Ent er LAUNCELOT and JESSI CA

LAUNCELOT. Yes, truly; for, |ook you, the sins of
the father are to
be | aid upon the children; therefore, | prom se
you, | fear you
| was always plain with you, and so now | speak
nmy agitation of
the matter; therefore be o' good cheer, for truly
| think you are
dam'd. There is but one hope in it that can do
you any good, and
that is but a kind of bastard hope, neither.
JESSI CA. And what hope is that, | pray thee?
LAUNCELOT. Marry, you nmay partly hope that your
fat her got you not -
that you are not the Jew s daughter
JESSI CA. That were a kind of bastard hope indeed;
so the sins of ny
not her shoul d be visited upon ne.
LAUNCELOT. Truly then | fear you are damm'd both by
father and
not her; thus when | shun Scylla, your father,
fall into
Charybdi s, your nother; well, you are gone both
ways.
JESSI CA. | shall be sav'd by ny husband; he hath
made ne a
Chri sti an.
LAUNCELOT. Truly, the nore to blame he; we were
Christians enow

before, e' en as many as could well |ive one by
anot her. This
maki ng of Christians will raise the price of
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hogs; if we grow al

to be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a
rasher on the

coal s for noney.

Ent er LORENZO

JESSICA. 1'Il tell ny husband, Launcel ot, what you
say; here he
cCones.
LORENZO. | shall grow jeal ous of you shortly,
Launcel ot, if you
thus get ny wwfe into corners.
JESSI CA. Nay, you need nor fear us, Lorenzo;
Launcel ot and | are
out; he tells ne flatly there's no nercy for ne
I n heaven,
because | ama Jew s daughter; and he says you
are no good nenber
of the commonwealth, for in converting Jews to
Christians you
rai se the price of pork.
LORENZO. | shall answer that better to the
commonweal th than you
can the getting up of the negro's belly; the Mor
is with child
by you, Launcel ot.
LAUNCELOT. It is nmuch that the Mbor should be nore
t han reason; but
I f she be | ess than an honest woman, she is
I ndeed nore than |
took her for.
LORENZO. How every fool can play upon the word! |
t hi nk the best
grace of wit will shortly turn into silence, and
di scourse grow
commendabl e in none only but parrots. Go in,
sirrah; bid them
prepare for dinner.
LAUNCELOT. That is done, sir; they have al
st omachs.
LORENZO. Goodly Lord, what a wit-snapper are you!
Then bid them
prepare di nner.
LAUNCELOT. That is done too, sir, only 'cover' is
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t he word
LORENZO. WII you cover, then, sir?
LAUNCELOT. Not so, sir, neither; | know ny duty.
LORENZO. Yet nore quarrelling with occasion! WIt
t hou show t he
whol e wealth of thy wit in an instant? | pray
t hee understand a
plain man in his plain neaning: go to thy
fellows, bid them cover
the table, serve in the neat, and we will cone in
to dinner.
LAUNCELOT. For the table, sir, it shall be serv'd
in; for the neat,
sir, it shall be cover'd; for your comng in to
di nner, sir, why,
let it be as humours and conceits shall govern.
Exi t
LORENZO. O dear discretion, how his words are
sui t ed!
The fool hath planted in his nenory
An arny of good words; and | do know
A many fools that stand in better place,
Garnish'd like him that for a tricksy word
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica?
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,
How dost thou |like the Lord Bassanio's wfe?
JESSI CA. Past all expressing. It is very neet
The Lord Bassanio live an upright |ife,
For, having such a blessing in his | ady,
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth;
And if on earth he do not nerit it,
In reason he should never cone to heaven.
Way, if two gods should play sone heavenly match,
And on the wager lay two earthly wonen,
And Portia one, there nust be sonething el se
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world
Hat h not her fell ow
LORENZO. Even such a husband
Hast thou of ne as she is for a wfe.
JESSI CA. Nay, but ask ny opinion too of that.
LORENZO. | will anon; first let us go to dinner.
JESSI CA. Nay, let nme praise you while | have a
st omach.
LORENZO. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk;
Then howsone' er thou speak'st, 'nong other things
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| shall digest it.
JESSICA. Well, 1'll set you
forth. Exeunt
ACT |IV. SCENE I.
Veni ce. The court of justice

Enter the DUKE, the MAGN FI COES, ANTON O
BASSANI O
GRATI ANO, SALERI O and OTHERS

DUKE OF VENI CE. What, is Antoni o here?
ANTONI O Ready, so please your G ace.
DUKE OF VENICE. | amsorry for thee; thou art cone
to answer
A stony adversary, an inhuman w etch,
Uncapabl e of pity, void and enpty
From any dram of nercy.
ANTONI O. | have heard
Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify
Hi s rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate,
And that no lawful neans can carry ne
Qut of his envy's reach, | do oppose
My patience to his fury, and amarmnd
To suffer with a quietness of spirit
The very tyranny and rage of his.
DUKE OF VENICE. Go one, and call the Jew into the
court.
SALERIO. He is ready at the door; he cones, ny |ord.

Ent er SHYLOCK

DUKE OF VENI CE. Make room and |et him stand before
our face.

Shyl ock, the world thinks, and | think so too,
That thou but | eadest this fashion of thy malice
To the |l ast hour of act; and then, 'tis thought,
Thou' It show thy nercy and renorse, nore strange
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty;
And where thou now exacts the penalty,
VWhich is a pound of this poor nerchant's fl esh,
Thou wilt not only |oose the forfeiture,
But, touch'd with human gentl eness and | ove,
Forgive a noiety of the principal,
d ancing an eye of pity on his |osses,
That have of late so huddl ed on his back-
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Enow to press a royal nerchant down,
And pluck comm seration of his state
From brassy bosons and rough hearts of flint,
From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd
To offices of tender courtesy.
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew.
SHYLOCK. | have possess'd your G ace of what
pur pose,
And by our holy Sabbath have | sworn
To have the due and forfeit of ny bond.
If you deny it, let the danger |ight
Upon your charter and your city's freedom

You'll ask nme why | rather choose to have
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive
Three thousand ducats. |'ll not answer that,

But say it is ny hunmour- is it answer'd?
What if ny house be troubled with a rat,
And | be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats
To have it ban'd? What, are you answer'd yet?
Sone nen there are | ove not a gaping pig;
Sonme that are mad if they behold a cat;
And ot hers, when the bagpipe sings i' th' nose,
Cannot contain their urine; for affection,
M stress of passion, sways it to the nopod
O what it likes or |oathes. Now, for your answer:
As there is no firmreason to be rend' red
Way he cannot abi de a gapi ng pig;
Wiy he, a harnl ess necessary cat;
Wiy he, a wool | en bagpi pe, but of force
Must yield to such inevitable shane
As to offend, hinself being offended;
So can | give no reason, nor | wll not,
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain | oathing
| bear Antonio, that | follow thus
A losing suit against him Are you answered?
BASSANI O. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man,
To excuse the current of thy cruelty.
SHYLOCK. | am not bound to please thee wwth ny
answers.
BASSANIO. Do all nen kill the things they do not
| ove?
SHYLOCK. Hates any man the thing he would not kill?
BASSANI O. Every offence is not a hate at first.
SHYLOCK. What, woul dst thou have a serpent sting
t hee tw ce?
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ANTONI O. | pray you, think you question with the
Jew,
You may as well go stand upon the beach
And bid the main flood bate his usual height;
You may as well use question with the wolf,
Whay he hath nade the ewe bleat for the |anb;
You may as well forbid the nountain pines
To wag their high tops and to nake no noi se
When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven;
You may as well do anything nost hard
As seek to soften that- than which what's harder?-
H s jew sh heart. Therefore, | do beseech you,
Make no noe offers, use no farther neans,
But with all brief and plain conveniency
Let me have judgnent, and the Jew his wll.
BASSANI O. For thy three thousand ducats here is six.
SHYLOCK. |f every ducat in six thousand ducats
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat,
| would not draw them | would have ny bond.
DUKE OF VENI CE. How shalt thou hope for nercy,
rend' ring none?
SHYLOCK. What judgnent shall | dread, doing no
wWr ong?
You have anong you nmany a purchas'd sl ave,
Whi ch, fike your asses and your dogs and nul es,
You use in abject and in slavish parts,
Because you bought them shall | say to you
"Let thembe free, marry themto your heirs-
Wiy sweat they under burdens?- |let their beds
Be made as soft as yours, and let their pal ates
Be season'd with such viands'? You w Il answer
'The slaves are ours.' So do | answer you:
The pound of flesh which | demand of him
Is dearly bought, 'tis mne, and | wll have it.
If you deny nme, fie upon your |aw
There is no force in the decrees of Venice.
| stand for judgnent; answer; shall | have it?
DUKE OF VENI CE. Upon ny power | may dismss this
court,
Unl ess Bellario, a | earned doctor,
Whom | have sent for to determ ne this,
Come here to-day.
SALERIO My lord, here stays w thout
A nessenger with letters fromthe doctor,
New cone from Padua.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mv.html (58 of 77)4/11/2005 8:40:14 AM



William Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice

DUKE OF VENICE. Bring us the letters; call the
nmessenger .
BASSANI O. Good cheer, Antonio! Wat, man, courage
yet !
The Jew shall have ny flesh, blood, bones, and
al |,
Ere thou shalt |lose for ne one drop of bl ood.
ANTONIO. | am a tainted wether of the flock,
Meet est for death; the weakest kind of fruit
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let ne.
You cannot better be enploy'd, Bassani o,
Than to live still, and wite m ne epitaph.

Enter NERI SSA dressed |like a |awer's clerk

DUKE OF VENI CE. Cane you from Padua, from Bell ario?
NERI SSA. From both, my lord. Bellario greets your
G ace.
[ Presents
aletter]
BASSANI O Wy dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly?
SHYLOCK. To cut the forfeiture fromthat bankrupt
t here.
GRATI ANO. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh
Jew,
Thou mak' st thy knife keen; but no netal can,
No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keenness
O thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee?
SHYLOCK. No, none that thou hast wit enough to nake.
GRATI ANO. O be thou damm'd, inexecrabl e dog!
And for thy life let justice be accus'd.
Thou al nost mak' st ne waver in ny faith,
To hold opinion wth Pythagoras
That souls of animals infuse thensel ves
Into the trunks of nmen. Thy currish spirit
Govern'd a wol f who, hang'd for human sl aughter,
Even fromthe gallows did his fell soul fleet,
And, whilst thou |ayest in thy unhall owed dam
Infus'd itself in thee; for thy desires
Are wol fish, bloody, starv'd and ravenous.
SHYLOCK. Till thou canst rail the seal fromoff ny
bond,
Thou but offend' st thy lungs to speak so | oud;
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it wll fal
To cureless ruin. | stand here for |aw
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DUKE OF VENICE. This letter fromBellario doth
comrend
A young and | earned doctor to our court.
Where is he?
NERI SSA. He attendeth here hard by
To know your answer, whether you'll admt him
DUKE OF VENICE. Wth all ny heart. Sone three or
four of you
Go give himcourteous conduct to this place.
Meantinme, the court shall hear Bellario's letter.
CLERK. [Reads] 'Your G ace shall understand that
at the receipt
of your letter I amvery sick; but in the instant
t hat your
nmessenger cane, in loving visitation was with ne
a young doct or
of Rome- his nanme is Balthazar. | acquainted him
wi th the cause
I n controversy between the Jew and Antoni o the
mer chant; we
turn'd o' er many books together; he is furnished
Wi th ny opinion
whi ch, bettered with his own | earning-the
gr eat ness wher eof |
cannot enough commend- conmes with himat ny
i mportunity to fill
up your Grace's request in ny stead. | beseech
you let his |ack
of years be no inpedinent to let himlack a
reverend estimation,
for | never knew so young a body with so old a
head. | |eave him
to your gracious acceptance, whose trial shal
better publish his
comendati on. '

Enter PORTI A for BALTHAZAR, dressed |like a
Doct or of Laws

DUKE OF VENI CE. YQU hear the learn'd Bellario, what
he wites;
And here, | take it, is the doctor cone.
G ve ne your hand; cone you fromold Bellario?
PORTIA. | did, ny |ord.
DUKE OF VENI CE. You are wel cone; take your place.
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Are you acquainted with the difference
That holds this present question in the court?
PORTIA. | aminforned throughly of the cause.
VWhich is the nmerchant here, and which the Jew?
DUKE OF VENI CE. Antonio and ol d Shyl ock, both stand
forth.
PORTI A. |Is your nane Shyl ock?
SHYLOCK. Shyl ock is ny nane.
PORTIA. O a strange nature is the suit you follow,
Yet in such rule that the Venetian | aw
Cannot i npugn you as you do proceed.
You stand within his danger, do you not?
ANTONI O Ay, so he says.
PORTI A. Do you confess the bond?
ANTONI O. | do.
PORTI A. Then nust the Jew be nerciful.
SHYLOCK. On what conpul sion nmust 1? Tell me that.
PORTI A. The quality of nmercy is not strain'd,
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath. It is tw ce blest:
It blesseth himthat gives and hi mthat takes.
"Tis mghtiest in the mghtiest; it becones
The throned nonarch better than his crown;
Hi s sceptre shows the force of tenporal power,
The attribute to awe and nmj esty,
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings;
But nercy is above this sceptred sway,
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,
It is an attribute to God hinsel f;
And earthly power doth then show |ikest God's
When nercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew,
Though justice be thy plea, consider this-
That in the course of justice none of us
Shoul d see sal vation; we do pray for nercy,
And that sanme prayer doth teach us all to render
The deeds of nercy. | have spoke thus much
To mtigate the justice of thy plea,
VWhich if thou follow, this strict court of Venice
Must needs gi ve sentence 'gainst the nerchant
t here.
SHYLOCK. My deeds upon ny head! | crave the | aw,
The penalty and forfeit of ny bond.
BASSANI O. Yes; here | tender it for himin the
court;
Yea, twice the sum if that wll not suffice,
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Il wll be bound to pay it ten tines o'er
On forfeit of ny hands, ny head, ny heart;
If this will not suffice, it nust appear
That malice bears down truth. And, | beseech you,
West once the law to your authority;
To do a great right do alittle wong,
And curb this cruel devil of his wll.
PORTIA. It nust not be; there is no power in Venice
Can alter a decree established;
"Twi Il be recorded for a precedent,
And many an error, by the sane exanpl e,
WIIl rush into the state; it cannot be.
SHYLOCK. A Daniel cone to judgnent! Yea, a Daniel!
O wi se young judge, how | do honour thee!
PORTIA. | pray you, let nme | ook upon the bond.
SHYLOCK. Here '"tis, nobst reverend Doctor; here it

I S.
PORTI A. Shyl ock, there's thrice thy noney off'red
t hee.
SHYLOCK. An oath, an oath! | have an oath in heaven.

Shall | lay perjury upon ny soul ?

No, not for Venice.

PORTI A. Way, this bond is forfeit;

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim

A pound of flesh, to be by himcut off

Near est the nerchant's heart. Be nerciful.

Take thrice thy noney; bid ne tear the bond.
SHYLOCK. When it is paid according to the tenour.

It doth appear you are a worthy judge;

You know the | aw, your exposition

Hat h been nost sound; | charge you by the |aw,

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar,

Proceed to judgnent. By ny soul | swear

There is no power in the tongue of man

To alter ne. | stay here on ny bond.

ANTONI O. Most heartily | do beseech the court

To give the judgnent.

PORTI A. Way then, thus it is:

You nust prepare your bosomfor his knife.
SHYLOCK. O nobl e judge! O excellent young man!
PORTI A. For the intent and purpose of the | aw

Hath full relation to the penalty,

Wi ch here appeareth due upon the bond.
SHYLOCK. 'Tis very true. O w se and upright judge,

How nmuch nore elder art thou than thy | ooks!
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PORTI A. Therefore, lay bare your bosom
SHYLOCK. Ay, his breast-

So says the bond; doth it not, noble judge?
'Nearest his heart,' those are the very words.
PORTIA. It is so. Are there bal ance here to wei gh

The fl esh?
SHYLOCK. | have them ready.
PORTI A. Have by sone surgeon, Shylock, on your
char ge,
To stop his wounds, |lest he do bl eed to death.
SHYLOCK. Is it so nomnated in the bond?
PORTIA. It is not so express'd, but what of that?
" Twere good you do so nuch for charity.
SHYLOCK. | cannot find it; "tis not in the bond.
PORTI A. You, merchant, have you anything to say?
ANTONIO. But little: | amarmid and well prepar'd.
G ve nme your hand, Bassanio; fare you well.
Gieve not that | amfall'n to this for you
For herein Fortune shows herself nore kind
Than is her custom It is still her use
To let the wetched man outlive his wealth,
To view with holl ow eye and winkl ed brow
An age of poverty; fromwhich ling ring penance
O such msery doth she cut ne off.
Commend ne to your honourable wfe;
Tell her the process of Antonio's end;
Say how | lov'd you; speak ne fair in death;
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge
Whet her Bassani o had not once a | ove.
Repent but you that you shall |ose your friend,
And he repents not that he pays your debt;
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough,
"Il pay it instantly with all ny heart.
BASSANI O Antonio, | ammarried to a wfe
Which is as dear to ne as life itself;
But life itself, my wife, and all the world,
Are not with ne esteenid above thy |ife;
| would lose all, ay, sacrifice them al
Here to this devil, to deliver you.
PORTI A. Your wife would give you little thanks for
t hat ,
If she were by to hear you nmake the offer.
GRATIANO. | have a wife who | protest | |ove;
| would she were in heaven, so she could
Entreat sone power to change this currish Jew.
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NERI SSA. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back;
The w sh woul d make el se an unqui et house.
SHYLOCK. [Aside] These be the Christian husbands!
| have a
daught er -
Wul d any of the stock of Barrabas
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian!-

W trifle time; | pray thee pursue sentence.
PORTI A. A pound of that sanme nmerchant's flesh is
t hi ne.

The court awards it and the |law doth give it.
SHYLOCK. Mbst rightful judge!
PORTI A. And you nust cut this flesh fromoff his
br east .
The law allows it and the court awards it.
SHYLOCK. Mbst | earned judge! A sentence! Cone,
pr epare.
PORTIA. Tarry a little; there is sonething el se.
This bond doth give thee here no jot of bl ood:
The words expressly are 'a pound of flesh.'
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh;
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Christian blood, thy | ands and goods
Are, by the Iaws of Venice, confiscate
Unto the state of Venice.
GRATI ANO. O upright judge! Mark, Jew. O | earned
j udge!
SHYLOCK. |s that the | aw?
PORTI A. Thyself shalt see the act;
For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd
Thou shalt have justice, nore than thou desir'st.
GRATI ANO. O | earned judge! Mark, Jew. A |earned
j udge!
SHYLOCK. | take this offer then: pay the bond
thrice,
And | et the Christian go.
BASSANI O. Here is the noney.
PORTI A. Soft!
The Jew shall have all justice. Soft! No haste.
He shall have nothing but the penalty.
GRATI ANO. O Jew! an upright judge, a |earned judge!
PORTI A. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the
fl esh.
Shed thou no bl ood, nor cut thou | ess nor nore
But just a pound of flesh; if thou tak'st nore
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O less than a just pound- be it but so nuch

As makes it light or heavy in the substance,

O the division of the twentieth part

O one poor scruple; nay, if the scale do turn

But in the estimation of a hair-

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.
GRATI ANO. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew

Now, infidel, |I have you on the hip.
PORTI A. Way doth the Jew pause? Take thy forfeiture.
SHYLOCK. G ve ne ny principal, and let nme go.
BASSANIO. | have it ready for thee; here it is.
PORTIA. He hath refus'd it in the open court;

He shall have nerely justice, and his bond.
GRATI ANO. A Daniel still say I, a second Daniel!

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching nme that word.

SHYLOCK. Shall | not have barely nmy principal ?
PORTI A. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.

SHYLOCK. Wy, then the devil give himgood of it!
"Il stay no | onger questi on.
PORTI A. Tarry, Jew.
The | aw hath yet another hold on you.
It is enacted in the |laws of Veni ce,
If it be proved against an alien
That by direct or indirect attenpts
He seek the life of any citizen,
The party 'gainst the which he doth contrive
Shal | seize one half his goods; the other half
Cones to the privy coffer of the state;
And the offender's life lies in the nercy
O the Duke only, 'gainst all other voice.
In which predicanent, | say, thou stand' st;
For it appears by nmanifest proceeding
That indirectly, and directly too,
Thou hast contrived against the very life
O the defendant; and thou hast incurr'd
The danger fornerly by ne rehears'd.
Down, therefore, and beg nercy of the Duke.
GRATI ANO. Beg that thou mayst have | eave to hang
t hysel f;
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state,
Thou hast not left the value of a cord;
Therefore thou nmust be hang'd at the state's
char ge.
DUKE OF VENI CE. That thou shalt see the difference
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of our spirit,
| pardon thee thy life before thou ask it.
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's;
The other half cones to the general state,
VWi ch hunbl eness nay drive unto a fine.
PORTIA. Ay, for the state; not for Antonio.
SHYLOCK. Nay, take ny |life and all, pardon not that.
You take ny house when you do take the prop
That doth sustain nmy house; you take ny life
When you do take the neans whereby | |ive.
PORTI A. What nercy can you render him Antonio?
GRATIANO. A halter gratis; nothing else, for God's

sake!
ANTONI O. So please ny lord the Duke and all the
court
To quit the fine for one half of his goods;

| amcontent, so he will et nme have
The other half in use, to render it
Upon his death unto the gentl eman
That | ately stole his daughter-
Two things provided nore; that, for this favour,
He presently becone a Christian;
The other, that he do record a gift,
Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd
Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter.
DUKE OF VENI CE. He shall do this, or else | do
recant
The pardon that | |ate pronounced here.
PORTI A. Art thou contented, Jew? What dost thou say?
SHYLOCK. | am content.
PORTIA. Cderk, draw a deed of gift.
SHYLOCK. | pray you, give ne |eave to go from hence;
| amnot well; send the deed after ne
And | will signit.
DUKE OF VENI CE. Get thee gone, but do it.
GRATIANO. In christ'ning shalt thou have two god-
fat hers;
Had | been judge, thou shoul dst have had ten nore,
To bring thee to the gallows, not to the font.
Exi t
SHYLOCK
DUKE OF VENICE. Sir, | entreat you home with ne to
di nner.
PORTIA. | hunbly do desire your G ace of pardon;
| nmust away this night toward Padua,
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And it is neet | presently set forth.
DUKE OF VENICE. | amsorry that your |eisure serves
you not.
Antonio, gratify this gentleman,
For in nmy mnd you are nuch bound to him
Exeunt DUKE,
MAGNI FI CCES, and train
BASSANI O. Most worthy gentlenman, | and ny friend
Have by your w sdom been this day acquitted
O grievous penalties; in |ieu whereof
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,
We freely cope your courteous pains wthal.
ANTONI O And stand i ndebted, over and above,
In | ove and service to you evernore.
PORTIA. He is well paid that is well satisfied,
And |, delivering you, am sati sfied,
And therein do account nyself well paid.
My mind was never yet nore nercenary.
| pray you, know ne when we neet again;
| wish you well, and so |I take ny | eave.
BASSANI O. Dear sir, of force | nmust attenpt you
further;
Take sone renenbrance of us, as a tribute,
Not as fee. Gant ne two things, | pray you,
Not to deny ne, and to pardon ne.
PORTI A. You press ne far, and therefore I wl|

yi el d.

[To ANTONIQ G ve ne your gloves, I'll wear them
for your sake.

[ To BASSANIQ And, for your love, I'll take this
ring fromyou

Do not draw back your hand; |'ll take no nore,

And you in love shall not deny ne this.
BASSANI Q. This ring, good sir- alas, it is atrifle;
| wll not shane nyself to give you this.
PORTIA. | will have nothing else but only this;
And now, nethinks, | have a mnd to it.
BASSANI Q.. There's nore depends on this than on the
val ue.
The dearest ring in Venice wll | give you,
And find it out by proclamation;
Only for this, | pray you, pardon ne.
PORTIA. | see, sir, you are liberal in offers;
You taught ne first to beg, and now, nethinks,
You teach nme how a beggar should be answer' d.
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BASSANI O. Good sir, this ring was given ne by ny

wi fe;

And, when she put it on, she made ne vow

That | should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it.

PORTI A. That 'scuse serves many nmen to save their

gifts.

And if your wife be not a nmad woman,

And know how wel|l | have deserv'd this ring,

She woul d not hold out eneny for ever

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you!

Exeunt PORTI A

and NERI SSA

ANTONI O My Lord Bassanio, |et himhave the ring.
Let his deservings, and ny | ove wthal,
Be val ued 'gainst your wife's commandnent.
BASSANI O Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him
Gve himthe ring, and bring him if thou canst,
Unto Antoni o's house. Away, nake haste.
Exit GRATI ANO
Conme, you and I will thither presently;
And in the norning early will we both
Fly toward Bel nont. Cone,
Ant oni o. Exeunt
SCENE 11 .
Veni ce. A street

Ent er PORTI A and NERI SSA

PORTI A Inquire the Jew s house out, give himthis
deed,
And let himsign it; we'll away tonight,
And be a day before our husbands hone.
This deed will be well welcone to Lorenzo.

Ent er GRATI ANO

GRATI ANO. Fair sir, you are well o'erta'en.
My Lord Bassani o, upon nore advice,
Hat h sent you here this ring, and doth entreat
Your conpany at dinner.
PORTI A. That cannot be.
Hs ring | do accept nost thankfully,

And so, | pray you, tell him Furthernore,
| pray you show ny youth old Shyl ock's house.
GRATI ANO. That will 1 do.
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NERI SSA. Sir, | would speak with you.
[Aside to PORTIA] I'Il See if | can get ny
husband' s ri ng,
Which | did nake himswear to keep for ever
PORTIA. [To NERI SSA] Thou Mayst, | warrant. W
shal |l have ol d

sweari ng
That they did give the rings away to nen;
But we'll outface them and outswear themtoo.
[ Aloud] Away, nmeke haste, thou know st where |
wll tarry.
NERI SSA. Cone, good sir, wll you show ne to this
house?

ACT V. SCENE I
Bel nont. The garden before PORTI A" S house

Ent er LORENZO and JESSI CA

LORENZO. The nmpon shines bright. In such a night as
this,

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,
And they did nake no noise- in such a night,
Troilus nmethinks nmounted the Troyan wall s,
And sigh'd his soul toward the Gecian tents,
Where Cressid lay that night.

JESSI CA. In such a night
Did Thisby fearfully o' ertrip the dew,
And saw the |lion's shadow ere hinself,
And ran di smayed away.

LORENZO. In such a night
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand
Upon the w | d sea-banks, and waft her | ove
To cone again to Carthage.

JESSI CA. I n such a night
Medea gat hered t he enchant ed herbs
That did renew ol d AEson.

LORENZO. I n such a night
Did Jessica steal fromthe wealthy Jew,
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice
As far as Bel nont.

JESSI CA. In such a night
Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well,
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith,
And ne'er a true one.
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LORENZO. I n such a night
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew,
Sl ander her | ove, and he forgave it her.
JESSI CA. | would out-night you, did no body coneg;
But, hark, | hear the footing of a man.

Ent er STEPHANO

LORENZO. Who cones so fast in silence of the night?
STEPHANO. A friend.
LORENZO. A friend! What friend? Your nane, | pray
you, friend?
STEPHANO. Stephano is ny nane, and | bring word
My mistress will before the break of day
Be here at Belnont; she doth stray about
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays
For happy wedl ock hours.
LORENZO. Who cones with her?
STEPHANO. None but a holy hermt and her maid.
| pray you, is ny master yet return' d?
LORENZO. He is not, nor we have not heard from him
But go we in, | pray thee, Jessica,
And cerenoniously let us prepare
Sonme wel cone for the mistress of the house.

Ent er LAUNCELOT

LAUNCELOT. Sol a, sola! wo ha, ho! sola, solal
LORENZO. Who cal | s?
LAUNCELOT. Sola! Did you see Master Lorenzo? Master
Lorenzo! Sol a,
sol a!
LORENZO. Leave hol | oai ng, man. Here!
LAUNCELOT. Sol al Where, where?
LORENZO. Her e!
LAUNCELOT. Tell himthere's a post come from ny
master with his
horn full of good news; ny master will be here
ere norni ng.

LORENZO. Sweet soul, let's in, and there expect
t heir com ng.
And yet no matter- why should we go in?
My friend Stephano, signify, | pray you,
Wthin the house, your mstress is at hand;
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And bring your nusic forth into the air.

Exit STEPHANO
How sweet the noonlight sleeps upon this bank!
Here will we sit and let the sounds of nusic
Creep in our ears; soft stillness and the night
Becone the touches of sweet harnony.
Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold;
There's not the smallest orb which thou behol d' st
But in his notion |ike an angel sings,
Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubins;
Such harnony is in imortal souls,
But whilst this nuddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

Ent er MJSI CI ANS

Conme, ho, and wake Diana with a hym;
Wth sweetest touches pierce your nmstress' ear.
And draw her hone with
musi c. [ Musi c]

JESSI CA. | am never nerry when | hear sweet nusic.

LORENZO. The reason is your spirits are attentive;
For do but note a wild and wanton herd,
O race of youthful and unhandled colts,
Fet chi ng mad bounds, bell owi ng and nei ghi ng | oud,
VWhich is the hot condition of their bl ood-
If they but hear perchance a trunpet sound,
O any air of nusic touch their ears,
You shall perceive them nake a nmutual stand,
Their savage eyes turn'd to a nodest gaze
By the sweet power of music. Therefore the poet
Did feign that O pheus drew trees, stones, and

f | oods;

Si nce nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage,
But nusic for the tine doth change his nature.
The man that hath no nusic in hinself,
Nor is not nov'd with concord of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratagens, and spoils;
The notions of his spirit are dull:as night,
And his affections dark as Erebus.
Let no such man be trusted. Mark the nusic.

Ent er PORTI A and NERI SSA
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PORTI A. That light we see is burning in ny hall.
How far that little candle throws his beans!
So shines a good deed in a naughty worl d.
NERI SSA. When the noon shone, we did not see the
candl e.
PORTI A. So doth the greater glory dimthe | ess:
A substitute shines brightly as a king
Until a king be by, and then his state
Enpties itself, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters. Music! hark!
NERI SSA. It is your nusic, madam of the house.
PORTI A. Nothing is good, | see, wthout respect;
Met hi nks it sounds nmuch sweeter than by day.
NERI SSA. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam
PORTI A. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark
When neither is attended; and | think
ne nightingale, if she should sing by day,
When every goose is cackling, would be thought
No better a nusician than the wen.
How many thi ngs by season season'd are
To their right praise and true perfection!
Peace, ho! The noon sleeps with Endym on,
And woul d not be awak' d.
[ Musi ¢ ceases]
LORENZO. That is the voice,
O | am nuch deceiv'd, of Portia.
PORTI A. He knows ne as the blind man knows the
cuckoo,
By the bad voi ce.
LORENZO. Dear | ady, wel cone hone.
PORTI A. W have been praying for our husbands'
wel f ar e,
Wi ch speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return'd?
LORENZO. Madam they are not yet;
But there is cone a nessenger before,
To signify their com ng.
PORTIA.. Go in, Nerissa;
G ve order to ny servants that they take
No note at all of our being absent hence;
Nor you, Lorenzo; Jessica, nor you. [ A
tucket sounds]
LORENZO. Your husband is at hand; | hear his
trunpet.
W are no tell-tales, madam fear you not.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mv.html (72 of 77)4/11/2005 8:40:15 AM



William Shakespeare: Merchant of Venice

PORTI A. This night nethinks is but the daylight
si ck;
It looks a little paler; '"tis a day
Such as the day is when the sun is hid.

Ent er BASSANI O, ANTONI O, GRATI ANO, and their
foll owers

BASSANI O W should hold day wth the Antipodes,
If you would wal k in absence of the sun.

PORTIA. Let ne give light, but et ne not be Iight,
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband,
And never be Bassanio so for ne;

But God sort all! You are wel cone hone, ny |ord.
BASSANI O. | thank you, madam give wel cone to ny
friend.

This is the man, this is Antoni o,
To whom | amso infinitely bound.
PORTI A. You should in all sense be nmuch bound to
hi m
For, as | hear, he was nuch bound for you.
ANTONI Q. No nore than | amwell acquitted of.
PORTIA. Sir, you are very wel cone to our house.
It nmust appear in other ways than words,
Therefore | scant this breathing courtesy.
GRATI ANO. [To NERI SSA] By yonder noon | swear you
do nme wrong;
In faith, | gave it to the judge's clerk.
Wul d he were gelt that had it, for ny part,
Since you do take it, love, so nuch at heart.
PORTI A. A quarrel, ho, already! What's the matter?
GRATI ANO. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring
That she did give ne, whose posy was
For all the world like cutler's poetry
Upon a knife, 'Love nme, and | eave ne not.'
NERI SSA. What tal k you of the posy or the val ue?
You swore to ne, when | did give it you,
That you would wear it till your hour of death,
And that it should Iie with you in your grave;
Though not for me, yet for your vehenent oaths,
You shoul d have been respective and have kept it.
Gave it a judge's clerk! No, God' s ny judge,
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face that had
it.
GRATI ANO. He will, an if he live to be a man.
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NERI SSA. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.

GRATI ANO. Now by this hand | gave it to a youth,
A kind of boy, a little scrubbed boy
No hi gher than thyself, the judge's clerk;
A prating boy that begg'd it as a fee;
| could not for ny heart deny it him

PORTI A. You were to blame, | nust be plain with you,
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift,
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger
And so riveted with faith unto your flesh.
| gave ny love a ring, and nmade hi m swear
Never to part with it, and here he stands;
| dare be sworn for himhe would not |eave it
Nor pluck it fromhis finger for the wealth
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gatiano,
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief;

An 'twere to ne, | should be mad at it.
BASSANI O [Aside] Wy, | were best to cut ny left
hand of f,
And swear | lost the ring defending it.

GRATI ANO. My Lord Bassani o gave his ring away
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and indeed
Deserv'd it too; and then the boy, his clerk,
That took sone pains in witing, he begg' d m ne;
And neither man nor master woul d take aught
But the two rings.

PORTI A. What ring gave you, ny |ord?

Not that, | hope, which you receiv'd of ne.

BASSANIO. If | could add a lie unto a fault,
| would deny it; but you see ny finger
Hath not the ring upon it; it is gone.

PORTI A. Even so void is your false heart of truth;

By heaven, | will ne'er cone in your bed
Until | see the ring.

NERI SSA. Nor | in yours
Till | again see m ne.

BASSANI O Sweet Porti a,

If you did know to whom | gave the ring,

If you did know for whom | gave the ring,

And woul d conceive for what | gave the ring,

And how unwillingly I left the ring,

When nought woul d be accepted but the ring,

You woul d abate the strength of your displeasure.
PORTIA. |If you had known the virtue of the ring,

O half her worthiness that gave the ring,
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O your own honour to contain the ring,
You woul d not then have parted with the ring.
VWhat man is there so nuch unreasonabl e,
If you had pleas'd to have defended it
Wth any ternms of zeal, wanted the nodesty
To urge the thing held as a cerenopny?
Nerissa teaches ne what to believe:
"Il die for't but sone woman had the ring.
BASSANI O. No, by ny honour, madam by ny soul,
No woman had it, but a civil doctor,
Whi ch did refuse three thousand ducats of ne,
And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him
And suffer'd himto go displeas'd away-
Even he that had held up the very life
O ny dear friend. What should | say, sweet |ady?
| was enforc'd to send it after him
| was beset with shane and courtesy;
My honour would not let ingratitude
So nmuch besnear it. Pardon ne, good | ady;
For by these bl essed candl es of the night,
Had you been there, | think you would have begg'd
The ring of ne to give the worthy doctor.
PORTI A. Let not that doctor e'er cone near ny house;

Since he hath got the jewel that | |oved,
And that which you did swear to keep for ne,
Il wll becone as liberal as you;

["l'l not deny himanything | have,
No, not ny body, nor ny husband's bed.
Know him1 shall, | amwell sure of it.
Lie not a night from hone; watch ne |ike Argus;
If you do not, if I be left alone,
Now, by m ne honour which is yet m ne own,
"Il have that doctor for mne bedfell ow.
NERI SSA. And | his clerk; therefore be well advis'd
How you do | eave ne to m ne own protection.
GRATI ANO. Wl |, do you so, let not nme take hi mthen;
For, if | do, I'lIl mar the young clerk's pen.
ANTONI Q. | amth' unhappy subject of these quarrels.
PORTIA. Sir, grieve not you; you are wel cone not
Wi t hst andi ng.
BASSANI O. Portia, forgive ne this enforced w ong;
And in the hearing of these many friends
| swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes,
Wherein | see nysel f-
PORTI A. Mark you but that!
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In both ny eyes he doubly sees hinself,
In each eye one; swear by your double self,
And there's an oath of credit.
BASSANI O Nay, but hear ne.
Pardon this fault, and by ny soul | swear
| never nore will break an oath with thee.
ANTONI Q. | once did lend ny body for his wealth,
Wi ch, but for himthat had your husband's ring,
Had quite m scarried; | dare be bound again,
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord
W11 never nore break faith advisedly.
PORTI A. Then you shall be his surety. Gve himthis,
And bid himkeep it better than the other.
ANTONI O. Here, Lord Bassanio, swear to keep this
ring.
BASSANI O By heaven, it is the sane | gave the
doct or!
PORTIA. | had it of him Pardon nme, Bassani o,
For, by this ring, the doctor lay with ne.
NERI SSA. And pardon ne, ny gentle G atiano,
For that sane scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk,
Inlieu of this, last night did lie with ne.
GRATI ANO. Wiy, this is |ike the nmendi ng of highways
I n sumrer, where the ways are fair enough.
VWhat, are we cuckolds ere we have deserv'd it?
PORTI A. Speak not so grossly. You are all anmaz'd.
Here is a letter; read it at your |eisure;
It cones from Padua, from Bell ari o;
There you shall find that Portia was the doctor,
Nerissa there her clerk. Lorenzo here
Shall witness | set forth as soon as you,
And even but now return'd; | have not yet
Enter'd ny house. Antonio, you are wel cone;
And | have better news in store for you
Than you expect. Unseal this letter soon;
There you shall find three of your argosies
Are richly conme to harbour suddenly.
You shall not know by what strange acci dent
| chanced on this letter.
ANTONI O. | am dunb.
BASSANI OO Were you the doctor, and | knew you not?
GRATI ANO. Were you the clerk that is to make ne
cuckol d?
NERI SSA. Ay, but the clerk that never neans to do
it,
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Unl ess he live until he be a man.
BASSANI O. Sweet doctor, you shall be ny bedfell ow,
When | am absent, then lie with ny wfe.
ANTONI O. Sweet | ady, you have given ne |life and
l'iving;
For here | read for certain that ny ships
Are safely cone to road.
PORTI A. How now, Lorenzo!
My clerk hath some good conforts too for you.
NERI SSA. Ay, and I'Il give them himw thout a fee.
There do | give to you and Jessi ca,
Fromthe rich Jew, a special deed of gift,
After his death, of all he dies possess'd of.
LORENZO. Fair | adies, you drop manna in the way
O starved peopl e.
PORTIA. It is alnost norning,
And yet | amsure you are not satisfied
O these events at full. Let us go in,
And charge us there upon inter'gatories,
And we will answer all things faithfully.
GRATI ANO. Let it be so. The first inter'gatory
That ny Nerissa shall be sworn on is,
Whet her till the next night she had rather stay,
O go to bed now, being two hours to day.
But were the day come, | should wish it dark,
Till 1 were couching with the doctor's clerk.
Vell, while |l live, I'll fear no other thing
So sore as keeping safe Nerissa's
ring. Exeunt

.2 Renascence Editions

Renascence Editions; [LCOUNt] | accesses since 6-Dec-97.
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