




[image: image]






Everyman’s Poetry


Everyman, I will go with thee, and be thy guide


Christopher Marlowe


The Complete Plays


Edited by Mark Thornton Burnett, Queen’s University, Belfast


[image: image]




[image: image]


Everyman, I will go with thee, and be thy guide





THE EVERYMAN LIBRARY


The Everyman Library was founded by J. M. Dent in 1906. He chose the name Everyman because he wanted to make available the best books ever written in every field to the greatest number of people at the cheapest possible price. He began with Boswell’s ‘Life of Johnson’; his one-thousandth title was Aristotle’s ‘Metaphysics’, by which time sales exceeded forty million.


Today Everyman paperbacks remain true to J. M. Dent’s aims and high standards, with a wide range of titles at affordable prices in editions which address the needs of today’s readers. Each new text is reset to give a clear, elegant page and to incorporate the latest thinking and scholarship. Each book carries the pilgrim logo, the character in ‘Everyman’, a medieval morality play, a proud link between Everyman past and present.
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CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE was born in Canterbury in 1564, the son of John Marlowe, a shoemaker. He was educated at King’s School, Canterbury, where he was a scholar. Having matriculated from Corpus Christi College, Cambridge, in 1581, he was permitted to proceed to the BA and MA degrees in 1584 and 1587 respectively. The MA was, however, granted only after the Privy Council certified that, contrary to popular rumour, Marlowe had not intended a long sojourn in Rheims and ‘had done her Majesty good service’. (It is generally assumed that this constituted some kind of espionage work.)


Few of Marlowe’s plays can be dated exactly, but all of them were composed in a blur of energetic creativity. After Dido, Queen of Carthage, usually considered his first theatrical work, Marlowe went on to write Tamburlaine the Great, which proved a huge success with the 1587 and 1588 London audiences. Between 1588 and 1592 he produced Doctor Faustus (both versions of which are included in this edition), Edward II, The Jew of Malta and The Massacre at Paris. On 12 May 1593 heretical papers were discovered in the possession of Thomas Kyd, a dramatist with whom Marlowe had lodged. A warrant for Marlowe’s arrest was issued on 18 May. Although he answered the warrant, Marlowe was never brought to trial, for, on 30 May, he was killed in suspicious circumstances in a Deptford tavern brawl.
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INTRODUCTION
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In the space of a short but intensely productive writing career, Christopher Marlowe produced plays which were bold in execution, unorthodox in choice of subject and unprecedented in scope. His drama ranges widely over a spectrum of types (from Scythian shepherds to Jewish capitalists) in the same moment as it traverses a panoply of locales (from the dungeons of English baronial castles to the walls of Carthage). Within these parameters, Marlowe contemplates both the constrictions of and the possibilities within Elizabethan ideologies. For, if there is one strand that unites the endeavours of his characters, it is a will to power. All of his heroes aspire to the possession of uncharted territory, the enjoyment of prohibited pleasure or the acquisition of unlawful material gain, prompting reflections upon social attitudes and political institutions in the process. The Marlovian lust for forbidden experience brings in its train an enquiry into illicit sexuality, class boundaries and the barriers of racial difference. In an age attuned to the interrogation of divisions between men, women, cultures and social groups, Marlowe’s plays thus speak loudly to current concerns. It is an index of the continuing valency of his work that Marlowe strikes a chord with modern sensibilities even as he dramatises his own historical environment.


The Elizabethan period was one of change and transformation. After a spell of theological and political turbulence, Elizabeth I installed Protestantism as the dominant religion and set about attempting to restore the country to social harmony. Her efforts were not entirely successful. England in the sixteenth century was a state in flux, a kingdom at the mercy of new forces, thrusting economic movements and intellectual advances. The population swelled; cities grew at an alarming rate; there were major shifts in agrarian practice; and crime and vagrancy plagued the authorities. Instabilities at the lower ends of society were matched by the developments above: parliament was beginning to challenge royal rule and questions were being asked of definitions of gentility. Beyond England, the expansion of geographical horizons made an indelible imprint upon the popular imagination. It is into these contexts that Marlowe’s plays can be most profitably inserted, and the will to power that is celebrated in his work bears more than a tangential relation to the Elizabethan revolution.


Nowhere are Marlovian preoccupations more typically illustrated than in the Tamburlaine the Great plays, which centre upon the world conquests of the titular protagonist. Notably these are the plays in which Marlowe’s poetic skills, on display in abundance, are put to more than one use. In terms of their linguistic abilities, the enemies ranged against Tamburlaine are weak and inadequate. Feeble puns and touchy expostulations mark Mycetes’ speech, and he elects others to communicate his petty requests. In contrast, Tamburlaine is indisputably the master of language: he commands through words, he seduces with his lofty claims, he demands acknowledgement when he delivers his captivating declarations. ‘Not Hermes, prolocutor to the gods, / Could use persuasions more pathetical’ (I:I.ii.209–10), states a rapt Theridamas. A bold iambic stress and a strongly alliterative emphasis characterise Marlowe’s verse, and they lend the dramas a muscularity of metre, an innovation of utterance and a vigour of theatrical pronouncement.


Marlowe’s language in these plays is also capable of a variety of dramatic effects. The mood can shift abruptly, as when Tamburlaine muses upon his love for Zenocrate in elevated vocabulary, only to conclude bathetically: ‘Hath Bajazeth been fed today?’ (I:V.i.192). Verse can give way to prose with startling, unsettling results – Zabina responds to her husband’s death by braining herself, and her speech collapses into fragmented prosaic phrases. Her staccato exclamations – ‘Down with him, down with him! Go to my child, away, away, away’ (I:V.i.312–13) – are the anguished recollections of a consciousness of the brink of breakdown. The versatility and flexibility of the metre are equally instrumental in facilitating changes of pace. For example, Tamburlaine, to come to terms with Zenocrate’s death, schools his sons in the arts of war, and his customary rhetorical aplomb is overtaken by a series of frantically elaborated martial instructions.


To the broader stylistic flourishes can be added the plays’ local colourings and attention to verbal detail. Featuring prominently as images are crowns. The object of Tamburlaine’s relentless drive to secure dominion is the ‘sweet fruition of an earthly crown’ (I:II.vii.29), which perfectly accords with his need to subdue opponents and to bring kingdoms under his rule. Crowns connote identity in Tamburlaine the Great, and references to them often accompany catalogues of names and titles. In wearing crowns, Tamburlaine adopts and fashions for himself new, respectable identities, concealing the fact of his low origins and attempting to obscure his status as a social upstart. He is, after all, a ‘base usurping vagabond’ (I:IV.iii.21), at least according to the official perspective. With crowns and titles there are invariably territorial and cosmic allusions, all of which form integral parts of the plays’ vastness of design, spaciousness of conception and grandeur of stature.


The appeal of the Tamburlaine the Great plays, however, goes far beyond the merely stylistic. In addition to their linguistic opulence, the dramas are rich in visual impact and draw much of their power from elaborate tableaux and stage spectacles. Even the hero’s first entrance shows his soldiers weighed down with plundered treasure, a compelling image of Tamburlaine’s dedication to brigandage. Tamburlaine himself wears violently contrasting colours (which signify his mood) during the course of his campaigns: white, red and black. At the end of Part One, the bodies of Bajazeth and Zabina litter the stage, their presence both offsetting Tamburlaine’s expression of ecstatic aspirations and casting a pall over his impending marriage.


The stylistic range and the spectacular character of Tamburlaine the Great are testimony to the plays’ unique significance. Indeed, Marlowe declares his departure from existing dramatic norms when he betrays his contempt for contemporary playwrights in the prologue to Part One, labelling them disparagingly as ‘rhyming mother-wits’ (Prologue, 1). These are, then, plays distinguished by their audacity, and chief among their challenges is Tamburlaine, the Marlovian overreacher. Particularly difficult is how to judge the protagonist: although he is obviously a tyrant who appals and terrifies, he is at the same time a seductive figure who insists upon admiration and invites participation in the exhibition of a heightened poetic sensibility. In this sense Marlowe’s plays occupy a politically radical position. Tamburlaine’s enemies may be the voices of conservatism, but they stand no less forcefully as fools and hypocrites, and the humiliating fates visited upon them involve an audience in few moral dilemmas. Tamburlaine destroys his forces of opposition with a callous indifference, ignoring pleas for clemency and warnings of divine retribution. When, in a final display of hubris, he burns the Koran, he is afflicted with a fatal illness. ‘But stay, I feel myself distempered suddenly’ (II:V.i.216), he confesses, after having consigned Mahomet’s holy book to its impious conflagration. His consequent death may be related to his irreverence, it may be coincidental. Encouraging both responses to Tamburlaine, Marlowe gestures towards establishment points of view while simultaneously subjecting them to critical scrutiny.


If the Tamburlaine the Great plays work best as poetic celebrations of imperial victories, Edward II seems at first sight a more prosaic meditation upon a kingdom in jeopardy. In no other Marlovian play, moreover, is so arresting a connection drawn between the fortunes of the realm and the articulation of unorthodox sexualities. Clearly dominating over Edward II is the fateful image of the homosexual king skewered up the anus with a red-hot poker, although, interestingly, this is not made explicit in the stage-directions that survive from the earliest editions. However, the play is as dramatically informed by a variety of related sexual practices and possibilities, the political ramifications of which are frequently in evidence. On the one hand, Edward II chooses as its climax a parody of the ‘sodomitical’ act; on the other, it excuses homosexuality as an unthreatening ‘phase’ through which all men pass: ‘The mightiest kings have had their minions’ (I.iv.390), Mortimer Senior opines, concluding, ‘riper years will wean him from such toys’ (I.iv.400). In itself this represents an effort to deny the validity of same-sex desire, and the play does not hesitate to expose the inadequacy of Mortimer Senior’s ill-founded liberalism.


Edward II effects its dismantlement of the marginalisation of homosexuality, in fact, through a series of vignettes of alternative sexual behaviours. Strikingly foreshadowing later developments is Gaveston’s opening address in which he anticipates seeing a ‘lovely boy in Dian’s shape … [holding] in his sportful hands an olive tree / To hide those parts which men delight to see’ (I.i.60, 63–4). As this is an impersonation, a carnival character, the precise nature of the performer’s ‘parts’ remains ambiguous: the ‘boy’ is intriguing because dressed as a woman, while the woman excites as she holds out the prospect of a boy’s as yet uncertain sexuality. The effect of the speech is to suggest that sexuality is shifting, fluid and transforming, and such is the inescapable impression received from the experience of the play as a whole. Nor is Gaveston the only character for whom androgyny and amorphousness are objects of desire. Initially appearing as a jilted wife, Isabella is obliged to consider, if metaphorically, a new gender: ‘Would, when I left sweet France and was embarked, / That charming Circe … Had changed my shape’ (I.iv.171–3), she exclaims. On later occasions Isabella fills Edward’s political role, becoming an ambassador for English interests abroad, and speaks in a martial rhetoric more in keeping with a masculine register. It is as if Isabella, like Edward and Gaveston, encapsulates the dissolving lines of sexual demarcation, and the gendered predicaments, that lie at the play’s heart.


Edward II is arguably most insightful at those points where it reads sexual conflicts and confusions through the lens of political turmoil. The political world of the play is one in a state of crisis. Whereas in Tamburlaine the Great spectacles and shows connote the hero’s all-consuming magnificence, in Edward II they underscore only the nation’s decline. The ‘gaudy silks [and] rich embroidery’ (I.iv.346) that adorn Edward’s court are interpreted as signs of his degeneracy, and the appearance of his soldiers, who march ‘like players, / With garish robes, not armour’ (II.ii.182–3), is regarded as a token of his effeminacy. Tamburlaine the Great catalogues names and honours with a glorious fervour, a sharp contrast to Edward II, in which titles betray no more than the king’s disastrous generosity. ‘I here create thee Lord High Chamberlain’ (I.i.153), he announces to Gaveston, a move which alienates him still further from his noble supporters. Even language, which in Tamburlaine the Great is the mainstay of the hero’s achievement, becomes in Edward II a comment upon monarchical failings. ‘I have no power to speak’ (V.i.93), Edward admits at the play’s close, a realisation which brings him closer to a sense of personal integrity but takes him further away from the likelihood of ever recovering royal authority.


But if Edward II appears a bleaker vision of the energies animating the Tamburlaine the Great plays, it also brings them into a sharper focus. In Tamburlaine the Great, the hero’s low social origins are one element of his transgression; in Edward II, however, the fragility of class differences becomes a central consideration. Much of the anxiety gathers about Gaveston, Edward’s French favourite, who is accused of being ‘base and obscure’ (I.i.100), ‘hardly … a gentleman by birth’ (I.iv.29) and a ‘night-grown mushroom’ (I.iv.284). It is perhaps surprising that, in a play so involved in unravelling the intricacies of eroticism, Gaveston’s social ambitions, rather than his sexual tendencies, precipitate discontent. As Mortimer Junior states, most galling is that Gaveston ‘Should by his sovereign’s favour grow so pert / And riot it with the treasure of the realm’ (I.iv.403–4). Edward II rests finally, therefore, as an investigation into the means whereby both sexuality and identity are constituted. It places in question conceptions of ‘nature’ and the ‘unnatural’ (both terms figure in its language), to the extent that the ‘non-normative’ and the ‘normative’ emerge as rhetorical constructions. In its anatomisation of all forms of culturally conditioned distinction lies a key to the play’s destabilising importance.


Edward II examines the shaping of identity via its representation of homoerotic alliances; Dido, Queen of Carthage addresses the issue by charting the collapse of more conventional heterosexual relations. In this play, unlike Edward II, female power is the chief preoccupation, and escaping its influence the most urgent imperative. From the very start, such a shift in perspective is highlighted, as when Ganymede discovers Juno as a dominatrix who plagues him with her ‘shrewish blows’ (I.i.4), and Jupiter vows to ‘bind her, hand and foot, with golden cords’ (I.i.14) in punishment. Immediately women are delineated as dangerous forces requiring masculine control.


It is by striving against women that Aeneas seeks to define himself and to establish another dynasty. In exile from Troy, he spends the duration of the play searching for a convenient site upon which to found a new empire. Appropriately enough, the city he envisages will bear little trace of the women he earlier abandoned. He is insistent that the ‘brave town’ (V.i.16) should be called ‘Anchisaeon’ (V.i.22) after his ‘old father’s name’ (V.i.23), thus ensuring its impeccable patrilineal antecedents. Sons are essential to the successful execution of Aeneas’ plans, and not surprisingly he worries that his own offspring, Ascanius, will be restrained by Dido and prevented from departure.


Yet Aeneas is caught within something of a double bind. A stranger in a strange land, a common predicament for the Marlovian protagonist, he is cut off from familiar cultural landmarks and bereft of the materials that betoken his status. ‘Where am I now?’ (II.i.1), he complains, adding, on learning that he has arrived at Carthage, that he was ‘Sometime … a Trojan’ (II.i.75). As the play progresses, it becomes clear that Aeneas’ losses have a graver aspect, and that his newly expatriate condition has a debilitating effect upon his masculinity. His description of his tempest-tossed flotilla is resonant in this respect:


Yet, Queen of Afric, are my ships unrigged,


My sails all rent in sunder with the wind,


My oars broken, and my tackling lost,


Yea, all my navy split with rocks and shelves;


Nor stern nor anchor have our maimèd fleet;


Our masts the furious winds struck overboard …


(III.i.104–9)


Through mastery of the waves, Aeneas finds his raison d’être; without it, he is, like his ships, split and broken. The details in the speech (of ripped canvas and absent masts) offer a potent impression of phallic disempowerment, and suggest that, for Aeneas, the determining features of identity are in imminent danger of a watery engulfment.


What the play charts, as if in response to this predicament, is Dido’s attempt to reconstitute Aeneas according to her own priorities. For Dido, Aeneas represents the blank page upon which she writes: she commissions him to speak (II.i.120) and she casts him in the image of a lover when she dresses him in her former husband’s clothes (II.i.80). As Aeneas admits, in a recognition of Dido’s creative power, she is the ‘author of our lives’ (III.i.111). Such are Dido’s reconstructive instincts that she is drawn to inventorise Aeneas’ physical attributes, to give material form to his ‘looks’ (III.i.89) with all the representational ability of the Elizabethan sonneteer. But Dido’s surgery turns out to be Aeneas’ bane. Rather than Aeneas recovering his masculinity with the aid of Dido’s ministrations, he appears as even less autonomous than before. Not so much a protagonist, Aeneas runs the risk of becoming the Carthaginian queen’s plaything. His ships, in Dido’s vision, are imagined as pretty, iconic objects: the ‘tackling’ will be made of ‘rivelled gold’ (III.i.115) and the ‘ivory’ oars will be ‘full of holes’ (III.i.117). Dido threatens, in short, to transform Aeneas’ fleet into an unseaworthy relic collection – a testament to her feminising abilities and a possession robbed of power and mobility. Aeneas seems lost indeed.


Once Aeneas has mustered the energy to escape, Dido is left with no outlet for her transmogrifying skills. It is of interest, therefore, that, by the close, Dido has transferred her attentions away from men and on to herself, emerging as a representative of parthenogenetic female power in all of its manifestations. Like the phoenix, to which she obliquely refers (V.i.306), she will create herself anew to wreak vengeance upon her enemies. By the same token, she ‘authors’ Aeneas once more by carving out for him an unflattering place in posterity: ‘make Aeneas famous through the world / For perjury and slaughter of a queen’ (V.i.293–4). Finally, as she throws herself into her funeral pyre, Dido reverts to her classical origins. Her concluding quotations from Virgil’s Aeneid sit well in a play caught up with questions about the origins of identity, and they show the queen reinventing her past to secure the major part in her own mythology.


‘Reconstruction’ and ‘origin’ are concepts that weigh heavily on the mind when we turn to Marlowe’s very different play, The Massacre at Paris. For this is a work that survives only as a fraction of a lost manuscript. It is a little over half the length of a typical Renaissance drama, and the consensus of opinion holds that the surviving printed version is a ‘memorial reconstruction’ – an imperfect recollection by a company of actors of the play that was taken on tour. Thus one can assume that the adult actor who played Guise had learned his part more thoroughly than the boy actor who performed the role of Margaret: their lines are far removed from each other in terms of their length. One can also posit that the touring company staged other Marlovian and even Shakespearean productions at the same time as putting on The Massacre at Paris: whenever the memory falters, the actor extemporises by inserting a section from another play in the repertoire.


For these reasons, The Massacre at Paris has been largely ignored by literary critics. This, however, is to do the play a disservice. If we allow ourselves not to be overawed by textual corruption, and if the play’s ostensibly anti-Catholic sentiments are judiciously assessed, a provocative judgement upon the French wars of religion comes into view. The play bristles, for instance, with unexpected ambiguities, which are not necessarily the result of the faulty recollection process. At one point Guise refers to ‘Rifling the bowels of [the] treasury’ (ii.75) of Catherine, the Queen-Mother, a comment suggestive of a liaison between the two. At Guise’s death, Catherine laments his fall in a surprising emotional turnabout: ‘Sweet Guise, would he had died, so thou wert here! … who will help to build religion?’ (xxi.157, 159). The lines hint at a sexual past without confirming that intimacy ever took place: they add a further degree of complication to Guise’s machinations, and a cross-generational character to the representation of Catholic insurgences.


What is suggested at the level of language is frequently taken up in stage business. The Massacre at Paris abounds in evocations of showing and exhibiting, as when Guise enjoins time to ‘show the fury’ (ii.8) of prodigious happenings, and shows Mountsorrell his fateful ‘dagger’ (viii.7.1). To this pattern of allusion a dramatic material dimension is attached. Image and action consort with each other in spectacular combinations in the play, never more eloquently than in the scenes where Guise is shown to be a cuckold (King Henry ‘makes horns’ [xvii.14.1] at him) and dying bodies are displayed to horrified onlookers. King Charles displays himself as a mortal spectacle when he announces to his supporters: ‘A griping pain hath seized upon my heart; / A sudden pang, the messenger of death’ (xiii.2–3). As the play’s verbal register exploits the revelatory mode, so, too, does its procedure for dramatising events.


Bodies, in fact, are not only spectacular properties; they also belong with the play’s metaphorical discovery of civil strife. The state is not infrequently conceptualised in corporeal terms and conceived of as a living anatomy. ‘The head being off, the members cannot stand’ (v.22), states Anjou, likening the forces of Protestantism to a headless trunk, and his analogy is echoed by Catherine when she worries that Protestant ‘stragglers’ might ‘gather head again’ (xi.25). France, then, racked by internal divisions, is a torso in want of its proper appendages, a form waiting for reintegration. It is only in the final scene, when King Henry’s body is treated to elaborate obsequies, that the piecing together can begin.


Its frequent scenes of spectacular deaths notwithstanding, The Massacre at Paris is no less concerned with reproduction and the creation of a new political generation. This is reflected in several ways, but is particularly evident in the language of engenderment that informs Guise’s speech. A relation of the parthenogenetic Dido, Guise reflects proudly upon his ‘deep-engendered thoughts’ (ii.31) and invents for himself a miraculous delivery, ‘engendered … of earth’ (ii.53). The Duke also imagines that, without any assistance, he is capable of inducing conceptions – ‘princes with their looks engender fear’ (xxi.71), he states – and even King Henry seems half-convinced by his enemy’s belief in his abilities when he remembers that Guise had encouraged ‘English priests’ to ‘hatch forth treason ’gainst their natural Queen’ (xxi.105, 107). These rhetorical manoeuvres take us back to the condition of The Massacre at Paris itself. Like a reintegrated state, the play constitutes a collective remembrance of a theatrical experience and a fraught historical moment. Like a patient injured in the religious wars or a mutilated body, the play is a text that demands repair and rebirth.


Compared to The Massacre at Paris, Doctor Faustus presents a far more intransigent textual problem. The play exists in two versions, one published in 1604 and the other in 1616. (These are sometimes rather judgementally referred to as the ‘A-text’ and the ‘B-text’, critical tags that the current edition avoids.) There are hundreds of differences between the plays: the 1604 version is spare and lean, while the longer 1616 version is crammed with comic business and explosive theatrical incident. Differences in punctuation amount to radically contrasting interpretations of the same lines. But which is by Marlowe? Following the pioneering work of David Bevington and Eric Rasmussen, to which this edition is indebted, it is now generally agreed that the text published in 1604 originates in the ‘foul papers’ (uncorrected and jumbled manuscript copies) of Marlowe and a collaborator. This is therefore the play with more claim to Marlovian authenticity. The text published in 1616, recent opinion maintains, has as its basis a manuscript that was added to, revised and possibly even censored for a playhouse performance. (Censorship was not unusual in the English Renaissance, as the printer of the first edition of Tamburlaine the Great, in his epistle to the reader, demonstrates.)


Unfortunately, however, complications do not end there. In 1602 Philip Henslowe, the theatrical manager, paid £4 to William Birde and Samuel Rowley for their ‘adicyones in doctor fostes’. Most critics think that these additions to Doctor Faustus are the extra elements that the 1604 version lacks, although this can never be established with absolute certainty. Furthermore, the 1616 text, while tidying up some of the errors of the 1604 text, introduces others of its own, so that neither version can be said to be categorically superior or preferable. Behind both versions, either in a lost manuscript or a past consciousness, is another Doctor Faustus, which is irrecoverable. Previous tradition tended to combine the plays to produce a single entity, an ‘edited highlights’ Doctor Faustus which incorporated the ‘best bits’. The unhelpfulness of such a procedure is clear, since the resultant conflated play represents a composition that Marlowe never wrote, a hybrid that a subjectively minded editor has assembled. In the absence of the ‘original’ Doctor Faustus we have two plays, both of which merit scrutiny, both of which are worth study in their own right.


In the 1604 text, the overriding imperative is transcending the limitations of the ordinary so as to indulge a fantasy of omnipotence. Throughout Faustus is at pains to overcome his petty status as a ‘man’, and ‘man’, indeed, is the vexed term to which the play continually returns. As part of his scheme for mastery, Faustus endeavours to command all material things and all knowledge. His habitual turns of phrase are inflected towards proclaiming a totalitarian authority, as when he condemns law as ‘servile’ (1604:I.i.36), anticipates being waited upon by ‘servile spirits’ (1604:I.i.99) and congratulates himself for having summoned a ‘pliant’ (1604:I.iii.30) Mephistopheles. Coupled with his will to dominate goes Faustus’ desire to consume to excess. At one and the same time his language declares his need to eat and his urge to tyrannise. The Chorus first alludes to Faustus’ inordinate appetite when it describes his overweening sense of his own magnificence: ‘swoll’n with cunning of a self-conceit (1604:Prologue, 20). This is recalled when Faustus, having just listened to the Evil Angel’s temptations, exclaims: ‘How am I glutted with conceit of this!’ (1604.I.i.80). Even before he has pledged himself to Lucifer, Faustus commits two of the most deadly of the Seven Deadly Sins – gluttony and pride.


Walking hand-in-hand with Faustus’ project for power is his urge to play out his sexual predilections. Faustus’ cravings are frequently conducted through sexual metaphors, as the opening scenes reveal. ‘Sweet Analytics, ’tis thou hast ravished me!’ (1604:I.i.6), he declares, only to change his mind shortly afterwards: ‘’Tis magic, magic that hath ravished me’ (1604:I.i.112). But the most compelling image of ‘ravishment’ in the play is, of course, bodily intercourse with Helen of Troy, the demon spirit that seals Faustus’ fall. Faustus addresses her in a vein of rhapsodic ecstasy:


Was this the face that launched a thousand ships,


And burnt the topless towers of Ilium?


Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss …


I will be Paris, and for love of thee,


Instead of Troy shall Wittenberg be sacked …


(V.i.89–91, 96–7)


These lines are usually read as crystallisations of Marlowe’s poetic sensitivity, although it might be more profitable to attend to the associations of catastrophe that accompany the expression of desire. There is a hiss of hellfire in the glimpse of the burning towers, and more than a hint of rape in the reference to cities sacked. In the speech as a whole, moreover, immolation and conquest are the prevailing motifs. Helen may be an incarnation of divine beauty, but she is also the damnable reward for selling the soul: there can be only one conclusion to sex with a succubus.


From the discussion thus far, it might appear as if Faustus’ will to power forms part of a narrative continuum: the protagonist is essentially unchanging in the articulation of self-consuming fantasies. However, Faustus also undergoes significant changes over the course of the play, appearing in the final scenes as a tortured unfortunate whose agonies throw into stark relief the cocky libertine of the start. In the opening sections, Faustus has the cheek to deny the existence of hell when confronted with the living embodiment of it (II.i.129) and the tactlessness to attempt to chat with Lucifer about the pleasures of the Adamic paradise (II.iii.108–9). His spiritual myopia notwithstanding, Faustus, during the middle sections, gradually comes to the realisation that he is no more than a common conjurer performing party tricks on an international scale, and that his bargain carries a terrible cost: ‘What art thou Faustus but a man condemned to die?’ (IV.i.140). By the close, there are signs that Faustus’ new awareness will prompt him to repent, but, in the event, the right words never quite emerge. He remains the unapologetic magician in his final speech, asking for magical transformations and a coup de théâtre of a vanishing trick: ‘Mountains and hills, come, come and fall on me … O soul, be changed into little waterdrops’ (V.ii.85, 117). Faustus dies, as he had lived, still seeking miraculous metamorphoses, still striving for the impossible.


On initial inspection, the 1616 text of Doctor Faustus is distinguished by its greater investment in the possibilities of the stage. It is a play rife with props, performers and spectacles – false heads, numerous horns, additional characters (such as the rival popes), devils dressed as dragons, hellmouths, heavenly thrones, ceremonial processions and a two-part theatrical playing-space (the upper gallery is frequently deployed for entrances and exits). This leads to the suspicion that the 1616 text was produced by a different acting company or, at least, in a theatre with more complicated machinery than had earlier existed.


A closer examination, however, reveals that the two plays also differ from each other at the levels of emphasis and detail. Some elements are omitted – such as Faustus’ impassioned visions of Christ’s blood (1604:V.ii.79, 99) – while others are developed: the 1616 version extends the Old Man’s role and lays a far greater stress upon dismemberment and punishment. Comparing the theological dimensions of the 1604 and 1616 texts exposes an even wider divide. Possibly in response to the 1606 act forbidding the use of God’s name on stage, the 1616 text replaces ‘Trinity’ (1604:I.iii.54) with ‘godliness’ (1616:I.iii.51) and excises a number of profanities. But it suggests at the same time that Faustus is a figure with a less active claim to free will than he had enjoyed twelve years previously. At the beginning of the final scene, Lucifer, Beelzebub and Mephistopheles enter ‘above’ (1616:V.ii.o), which places them in the role of puppet-masters pulling the strings of a pre-determined Faustus. This is confirmed when, towards the end of the scene, Mephistopheles confesses to Faustus: ‘When thou took’st the book / To view the Scriptures, then I turned the leaves / And led thine eye’ (1616:V.ii.104–6). If Faustus in 1604 is a sinner who can still recover divine grace, in 1616 he is an unregenerate whose infernal fate has been decided right from the start.


The exuberances of the 1616 version of Doctor Faustus, even if parts of it may not be authentic, remind us of the immensely performative nature of Marlowe’s drama. This is certainly a quality of The Jew of Malta, Marlowe’s savagely comedic study of rampant material acquisitiveness. From the opening scenes, the material urge is granted a theatrical aspect, particularly when Barabas captivates an audience with a litany of exotic consumables. ‘Bags of fiery opals, sapphires, amethysts, / Jacinths, hard topaz, grass-green emeralds … Infinite riches in a little room’ (I.i.25–6, 37), he intones. The Jew’s commercial success, however, is the prompt for a flood of anti-Semitic sentiment, and it is because he owns ‘Half … [the] city’s wealth’ (I.ii.88) that a heightened attention is drawn to his status as an outsider. Frequently underscored in the play is the way in which the Christian community draws upon specious biblical examples to justify racial mistreatment. As Barabas stands ‘accursèd in the sight of heaven’ (I.ii.64), it is argued, his goods can be seized with impunity: this is the price to pay, the First Knight claims, for his ‘inherent sin’ (I.ii.112). These glaringly illegitimate appropriations of official doctrine illuminate the place of Barabas in Maltese society. Although the archetypal scapegoat, he is also a chief contributor to the island’s economy. He stands in the invidious position of being needed and reviled, valued for his money but hated for his gain. Located at an uncertain crossroads, Barabas remains both within and outside the establishment, a victim and, in some ways, an exponent of the values of the ruling élite.


Yet The Jew of Malta does not leave this contradiction untouched. It devotes an equal amount of dramatic energy to revealing the processes whereby Barabas is made into an ‘other’ and constructed as different. Among the many features which characterise Barabas, perhaps the most arresting is his polyglot personality. His typical expostulations are non-English: ‘Corpo di Dio!’ (I.ii.93) and ‘Spurca!’ (III.iv.6) are but a few. Belonging with Barabas’ multi-national talents is his ability to quote Spanish proverbs and to play the role of a French musician. What the play suggests is that Barabas’ fluctuating linguistic and cultural situation is a material consequence of his misuse at the hands of his Christian overlords. He is continually forced into the margins of alterity, but not without his being able to exploit stereotypical assumptions for his own benefit. For Barabas manipulates as much as he himself is manipulated. ‘We Jews can fawn like spaniels when we please; / And when we grin we bite’ (II.iii.20–1), he states. The Jew of Malta represents a telling statement in the Marlovian canon about the persecutory imagination; it is no less important as a meditation upon the ways in which the stereotype can be made to serve a politic purpose.


Throughout his tribulations, Barabas maintains an intimate relationship with the audience. He is characterised, first, by his superior intellectual qualities, which set him apart from the rest: summoning the ‘senses’ and calling his ‘wits’ (I.i.177) together are familiar occupations for Barabas. ‘Wit’, as Barabas exercises it, becomes an amorally endearing attribute, never more so than when the Jew is able to expose Christian duplicity to the audience’s satisfaction; as he asks Ferneze, after having been dispossessed, ‘Is theft the ground of your religion?’ (I.ii.98). As his villainies unfold, invariably ‘neatly plotted and … well performed’ (III.iii.2), Barabas comes to conspire with his spectators, to allow us to participate in the evolution of further intrigue. Such a complicity is superbly illustrated in the final act. Thrown as dead over the city walls, Barabas, it seems, is finally vanquished. Falstaff-like, however, he impishly resurrects himself, and an audience is once again diverted: ‘What, all alone? Well fare, sleepy drink!’ (V.i.61). In all of these exploits, Barabas has the uncanny capacity to overcome seemingly overwhelming odds, to install himself as an entertainer and a survivor in the performative consciousness.


Barabas’ actions, therefore, involve an audience in a constant process of re-evaluation. Never for a second in this play does a particular vantage-point remain stable or an assumption stand unchallenged. A sensitivity to shifting moods, generic discrepancies and changes in timbre is regularly required. On the one hand, The Jew of Malta might tip into a romantic sub-plot (the relationship between Mathias and Abigail); on the other, it will lurch towards an Elizabethan version of Gothic melodrama (Barabas’ address to the ‘sad presaging raven’ [II.i.1] and his creation of a venomous brew, composed of ‘the blood of Hydra, Lerna’s bane, / The juice of hebon, and Cocytus’ breath’ [III.iv.102–3]). In the same moment the play can pause for a tragic interlude (the reception by Ferneze and Katherine of the deaths of their sons [III.ii]) and delight in a mockery of heroic aspirations (Ithamore’s infamous love-song, encrusted with puns and bathos, to Bellamira, the courtesan [IV.ii.101–11]). These tonal inconsistencies, of course, have an ideological import. They suggest a social world made up of divergent interests and rival constituencies. They are of a piece with the contradictory location of Barabas in the Maltese landscape itself.


Despite his predilection for cheating death and his protean impulses, Barabas is not unstoppable. Hoisted with his own petard when he exposes the plot to ensnare Calymath to Ferneze, he stews in his own juice, consumed in the fires designed for his Turkish saviour. ‘Die life: fly, soul; tongue, curse thy fill, and die!’ (V.v.88), he exclaims, and is no more. However, in their emphasis upon death, flight and language, these words echo Machevill’s address at the start: ‘Albeit the world think Machevill is dead, / Yet was his soul but flown beyond the Alps … But such as love me guard me from their tongues’ (Prologue, 1–2, 6). Barabas, it is implied, will resurrect himself once again as a ghostly presence. His spirit lives on in such a way as to suggest that the Jew is not so much the fledgling apprentice of Machiavellian philosophy as its most assured practitioner.


Between modern anxieties and the early modern aspirations that form so crucial a part of the Marlovian imagination, therefore, there are intriguing parallels. It may well be the case that we are drawn to the dramatist’s representation of, for instance, a world in transition because of the rapid social changes that mark the present historical juncture. It can also be suggested that the Marlovian interest in power relations, in the body, in the uncertain dividing lines between men and women, and even in the impact of technology has a peculiarly modern ring. Above all, Marlowe’s own investment in the struggles of the Elizabethan period means that he can function with an extraordinary versatility as a spokesperson for the questions of later generations. Marlowe’s theatre places on display the inception of different sexualities, the beginnings of subjectivity and the profits to be reaped from linguistic experiment. His is a theatre rooted deeply in a contemporary culture still in the throes of a fraught but inspiring evolution. In their ceaseless strivings, Marlowe’s heroes give voice to the impulses that mark their location in history – the quest for novelty, the search for identity, the extortion of the market, the seizure of crowns, the pursuit of the flesh, the assertion of female dominion. To experience Marlowe is to come into contact and conflict with the energies of his age.


MARK THORNTON BURNETT




NOTE ON THE TEXT


[image: image]


All eight plays have been newly edited from the earliest printed versions. These are: Tamburlaine the Great (1590), Edward II (1594), Dido, Queen of Carthage (1594), The Massacre at Paris (1594?), Doctor Faustus (1604), Doctor Faustus (1616) and The Jew of Malta (1633).


Although I have used these versions of the plays as my copy-texts, I have also consulted and benefited from the following recent editions: Tamburlaine the Great, ed. J. S. Cunningham (Manchester: Manchester University Press, 1981), Edward the Second, ed. Charles R. Forker (Manchester: Manchester University Press, 1994), ‘Dido Queen of Carthage’ and ‘The Massacre at Paris’, ed. H. J. Oliver (London: Methuen, 1968), ‘Doctor Faustus’: A- and B-texts (1604, 1616), ed. David Bevington and Eric Rasmussen, ‘Doctor Faustus’ and Other Plays, ed. David Bevington and Eric Rasmussen (Oxford and New York: Oxford University Press, 1995), Christopher Marlowe’s ‘Doctor Faustus’: A 1604-Version Edition, ed. Michael Keefer (Peterborough: Broadview Press, 1991), The Jew of Malta, ed. N. W. Bawcutt (Manchester: Manchester University Press, 1978) and The Jew of Malta, ed. James R. Siemon (London: Black, 1994).


Throughout this edition I have modernised according to the principles set forth in Stanley Wells’ Modernising Shakespeare’s Spelling (Oxford: Clarendon, 1979) and Re-editing Shakespeare for the Modern Reader (Oxford: Clarendon, 1984). To regularise the metre, I have, where necessary, contracted words or expanded line endings. I have added square brackets to indicate my own interpolations and retained round brackets for asides or parenthetical stage-directions featured in the first editions. Speech-prefixes and entrances and exits have been regularised. Other manifest errors have been corrected. Where particular terms differ from their modern equivalents, older spellings are retained. The plays have been structured in five acts, except in the case of The Massacre at Paris, whose corrupt textual status necessitates scene rather than act division. Doctor Faustus, which muddles the arrangement of its scenes, has been restructured following the lead established by David Bevington, Eric Rasmussen and Michael Keefer in their editions of the play.




TAMBURLAINE THE GREAT, PART ONE


DRAMATIS PERSONAE


PROLOGUE


MYCETES, King of Persia


COSROE, his brother
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SOLDAN OF EGYPT, father of Zenocrate


CAPOLIN, Egyptian supporter of the Soldan


ALCIDAMUS, King of Arabia, affianced to Zenocrate


GOVERNOR OF DAMASCUS


PHILEMUS, a messenger


ZENOCRATE, daughter of the Soldan of Egypt


ANIPPE, attendant to Zenocrate


ZABINA, Empress of Turkey


EBEA, attendant to Zabina


FOUR VIRGINS [OF DAMASCUS]


Attendants, Bassoes, Citizens, Lords, Messengers, Moors, Soldiers and a Spy


To the Gentlemen Readers: and others that take pleasure in reading Histories.


Gentlemen, and courteous readers whosoever: I have here published in print for your sakes, the two tragical discourses of the Scythian shepherd, Tamburlaine, that became so great a conqueror, and so mighty a monarch. My hope is that they will be now no less acceptable unto you to read after your serious affairs and studies than they have been, lately, delightful for many of you to see, when the same were showed in London upon stages. I have (purposely) omitted and left out some fond and frivolous jestures, digressing and (in my poor opinion) far unmeet for the matter, which I

 thought might seem more tedious unto the wise than any way else to be regarded – though, haply, they have been of some vain conceited fondlings greatly gaped at, what times they were showed upon the stage in their graced deformities.1 Nevertheless, now to be mixtured in print with such matter of worth, it would prove a great disgrace to so honourable and stately a history. Great folly were it in me to commend unto your wisdoms either the eloquence of the author that writ them, or the worthiness of the matter itself: I therefore leave unto your learned censures both the one and the other, and myself the poor printer of them unto your most courteous and favourable protection; which, if you vouchsafe to accept, you shall evermore bind me to employ what travail and service I can to the advancing and pleasuring of your excellent degree.


Yours, most humble at commandment,


R[ichard] J[ones], printer.




The Prologue


From jigging1 veins of rhyming mother-wits,


And such conceits as clownage keeps in pay,


We’ll lead you to the stately tent of war,


Where you shall hear the Scythian Tamburlaine:


Threat’ning the world with high astounding terms    5


And scourging kingdoms with his conquering sword.


View but his picture in this tragic glass,


And then applaud his fortunes as you please.




Act One, Scene One


[Enter] MYCETES, COSROE, MEANDER, THERIDAMAS, ORTYGIUS, CENEUS, [MENAPHON], with others.




MYCETES Brother Cosroe, I find myself aggrieved,





Yet insufficient to express the same,


For it requires a great and thund’ring speech:


Good brother, tell the cause unto my lords;


I know you have a better wit than I.    5




COSROE Unhappy Persia, that in former age





Hast been the seat of mighty conquerors,


That in their prowess and their policies


Have triumphed over Afric, and the bounds


Of Europe where the sun dares scarce appear    10


For freezing meteors and congealèd cold;1


Now to be ruled and governed by a man


At whose birthday Cynthia with Saturn joined,


And Jove, the Sun, and Mercury denied


To shed their influence in his fickle brain!2    15


Now Turks and Tartars shake their swords at thee,


Meaning to mangle all thy provinces.




MYCETES Brother, I see your meaning well enough,





And through your planets I perceive you think


I am not wise enough to be a king,    20


But I refer me to my noblemen


That know my wit, and can be witnesses:


I might command you to be slain for this.


Meander, might I not?




MEANDER Not for so small a fault, my sovereign lord.    25


MYCETES I mean it not, but yet I know I might.





Yet live, yea, live, Mycetes wills it so.


Meander, thou my faithful counsellor,


Declare the cause of my conceivèd grief,


Which is, God knows, about that Tamburlaine,    30


That like a fox in midst of harvest time


Doth prey upon my flocks of passengers,


And, as I hear, doth mean to pull my plumes.


Therefore ’tis good and meet for to be wise.




MEANDER Oft have I heard your majesty complain    35





Of Tamburlaine, that sturdy Scythian3 thief,


That robs your merchants of Persepolis4


Trading by land unto the Western Isles,5


And in your confines with his lawless train


Daily commits incivil outrages,    40


Hoping, misled by dreaming prophecies,


To reign in Asia, and with barbarous arms


To make himself the monarch of the East.


But ere he march in Asia, or display


His vagrant ensign in the Persian fields,    45


Your grace hath taken order by6 Theridamas,


Charged with a thousand horse, to apprehend


And bring him captive to your highness’ throne.




MYCETES Full true thou speakest, and like thyself, my lord,





Whom I may term a Damon7 for thy love.    50


Therefore ’tis best, if so it like you all,


To send my thousand horse incontinent


To apprehend that paltry Scythian.


How like you this, my honourable lords?


Is it not a kingly resolution?    55




COSROE [Aside] It cannot choose,8 because it comes from you.


MYCETES Then hear thy charge, valiant Theridamas,





The chiefest captain of Mycetes’ host,


The hope of Persia, and the very legs


Whereon our state doth lean, as on a staff    60


That holds us up and foils our neighbour foes:


Thou shalt be leader of this thousand horse,


Whose foaming gall with rage and high disdain


Have sworn the death of wicked Tamburlaine.


Go frowning forth, but come thou smiling home,    65


As did Sir Paris with the Grecian dame;9


Return with speed, time passeth swift away,


Our life is frail, and we may die today.




THERIDAMAS Before the moon renew her borrowed light





Doubt not, my lord and gracious sovereign,    70


But Tamburlaine and that Tartarian rout


Shall either perish by our warlike hands


Or plead for mercy at your highness’ feet.




MYCETES Go, stout Theridamas, thy words are swords,





And with thy looks thou conquerest all thy foes.    75


I long to see thee back return from thence,


That I may view these milk-white steeds of mine


All loaden with the heads of killèd men,


And from their knees even to their hoofs below


Besmeared with blood; that makes a dainty show.    80




THERIDAMAS Then now, my lord, I humbly take my leave.





Exit [THERIDAMAS].




MYCETES Theridamas, farewell ten thousand times.





Ah, Menaphon, why stayest thou thus behind


When other men press forward for renown?


Go, Menaphon, go into Scythia,    85


And foot by foot follow Theridamas.




COSROE Nay, pray you let him stay, a greater task





Fits Menaphon, than warring with a thief:


Create him Prorex of Assyria,


That he may win the Babylonians’10 hearts,    90


Which will revolt from Persian government


Unless they have a wiser king than you.




MYCETES ‘Unless they have a wiser king than you’!





These are his words. Meander, set them down.




COSROE And add this to them, that all Asia    95





Lament to see the folly of their King.




MYCETES Well, here I swear by this my royal seat –


COSROE You may do well to kiss it then.


MYCETES – Embossed with silk as best beseems my state,





To be revenged for these contemptuous words.    100


O where is duty and allegiance now?


Fled to the Caspian or the ocean main?


What, shall I call thee brother? No, a foe,


Monster of Nature, shame unto thy stock,


That dar’st presume thy sovereign for to mock.    105


Meander, come, I am abused, Meander.


Exeunt, [leaving] COSROE and MENAPHON.




MENAPHON How now my lord, what, mated and amazed11





To hear the King thus threaten like himself?




COSROE Ah Menaphon, I pass not for his threats:





The plot is laid by Persian noblemen    110


And captains of the Median garrisons


To crown me Emperor of Asia.


But this it is that doth excruciate


The very substance of my vexèd soul:


To see our neighbours that were wont to quake    115


And tremble at the Persian monarch’s name


Now sits and laughs our regiment to scorn;


And that which might resolve me into tears,


Men from the farthest equinoctial line12


Have swarmed in troops into the Eastern India,    120


Loading their ships with gold and precious stones,


And made their spoils from all our provinces.




MENAPHON This should entreat your highness to rejoice,





Since Fortune gives you opportunity


To gain the title of a conqueror    125


By curing of this maimèd empery:


Afric and Europe bordering on your land


And continent to13 your dominions,


How easily may you with a mighty host


Pass into Graecia, as did Cyrus once,14    130


And cause them to withdraw their forces home


Lest you subdue the pride of Christendom!


[A trumpet sounds.]




COSROE But Menaphon, what means this trumpet’s sound?


MENAPHON Behold, my lord, Ortygius and the rest,





Bringing the crown to make you emperor.    135


Enter ORTYGIUS and CENEUS, bearing a crown, with others.




ORTYGIUS Magnificent and mighty prince Cosroe,





We in the name of other Persian states


And commons of this mighty monarchy,


Present thee with th’imperial diadem.




CENEUS The warlike soldiers and the gentlemen    140





That heretofore have filled Persepolis


With Afric captains taken in the field –


Whose ransom made them march in coats of gold,


With costly jewels hanging at their ears


And shining stones upon their lofty crests –    145


Now living idle in the wallèd towns,


Wanting both pay and martial discipline,


Begin in troops to threaten civil war


And openly exclaim against the King.


Therefore, to stay all sudden mutinies,    150


We will invest your highness Emperor;


Whereat the soldiers will conceive more joy


Than did the Macedonians at the spoil


Of great Darius and his wealthy host.15




COSROE Well, since I see the state of Persia droop    155





And languish in my brother’s government,


I willingly receive th’imperial crown


And vow to wear it for my country’s good,


In spite of them shall malice my estate.


[ORTYGIUS begins to crown COSROE.]




ORTYGIUS And in assurance of desired success    160





We here do crown thee Monarch of the East,


Emperor of Asia and of Persia,


Great lord of Media17 and Armenia,


Duke of Assyria and Albania,


Mesopotamia and of Parthia,    165


East India and the late-discovered isles,18


Chief lord of all the wide vast Euxine Sea


And of the ever-raging Caspian Lake.16


Long live Cosroë, mighty Emperor!




COSROE And Jove may19 never let me longer live    170





Than I may seek to gratify your love


And cause the soldiers that thus honour me


To triumph over many provinces;


By whose desires of discipline in arms


I doubt not shortly but to reign sole King,    175


And with the army of Theridamas,


Whither we presently will fly, my lords,


To rest secure against my brother’s force.




ORTYGIUS We knew, my lord, before we brought the crown,





Intending your investion so near    180


The residence of your despisèd brother,


The lords would not be too exasperate20


To injure or suppress your worthy title.


Or, if they would, there are in readiness


Ten thousand horse to carry you from hence    185


In spite of all suspected enemies.




COSROE I know it well, my lord, and thank you all.


ORTYGIUS Sound up the trumpets, then. God save the King!





Exeunt.




Act One, Scene Two


[Enter] TAMBURLAINE leading ZENOCRATE; TECHELLES, USUMCASANE, other LORDS, [including MAGNETES and AGYDAS], and SOLDIERS loaden with treasure.




TAMBURLAINE Come lady, let not this appal your thoughts;





The jewels and the treasure we have ta’en


Shall be reserved, and you in better state1


Than if you were arrived in Syria,


Even in the circle of your father’s arms,    5


The mighty Soldan of Egyptia.




ZENOCRATE Ah shepherd, pity my distressèd plight,





If, as thou seem’st, thou art so mean a man,


And seek not to enrich thy followers


By lawless rapine from a silly maid    10


Who, travelling with these Median lords


To Memphis, from my uncle’s country of Media,2


Where all my youth I have been governèd,


Have passed the army of the mighty Turk,


Bearing his privy signet and his hand    15


To safe conduct us thorough Africa.




MAGNETES And, since we have arrived in Scythia,





Besides rich presents from the puissant Cham3


We have his highness’ letters to command


Aid and assistance if we stand in need.    20




TAMBURLAINE But now you see these letters and commands





Are countermanded by a greater man,


And through my provinces you must expect


Letter of conduct from my mightiness


If you intend to keep your treasure safe.    25


But since I love to live at liberty,


As easily may you get the Soldan’s crown


As any prizes out of my precinct:


For they are friends that help to wean my state4


Till men and kingdoms help to strengthen it,    30


And must maintain my life exempt from servitude.


But tell me madam, is your grace betrothed?




ZENOCRATE I am, my lord – for so you do import.


TAMBURLAINE I am a lord, for so my deeds shall prove,





And yet a shepherd by my parentage.    35


But lady, this fair face and heavenly hue


Must grace his bed that conquers Asia


And means to be a terror to the world,


Measuring the limits of his empery


By east and west as Phoebus doth his course.    40


Lie here, ye weeds that I disdain to wear!


[TAMBURLAINE tears off his shepherd’s garb to reveal a suit of armour.]


This complete armour and this curtle-axe


Are adjuncts more beseeming Tamburlaine.


And madam, whatsoever you esteem


Of this success, and loss unvaluèd,    45


Both may invest you Empress of the East;


And these that seem but silly country swains


May have the leading of so great a host


As with their weight shall make the mountains quake,


Even as when windy exhalations,    50


Fighting for passage, tilt within the earth.5




TECHELLES As princely lions when they rouse themselves,





Stretching their paws and threat’ning herds of beasts,


So in his armour looketh Tamburlaine:


Methinks I see kings kneeling at his feet,    55


And he, with frowning brows and fiery looks,


Spurning their crowns from off their captive heads.




USUMCASANE And making thee and me, Techelles, kings,





That even to death will follow Tamburlaine.




TAMBURLAINE Nobly resolved, sweet friends and followers.    60





These lords, perhaps, do scorn our estimates,


And think we prattle with distempered spirits;


But since they measure our deserts so mean


That in conceit bear empires on our spears,


Affecting thoughts coequal with the clouds,    65


They shall be kept our forcèd followers


Till with their eyes they view us emperors.




ZENOCRATE The gods, defenders of the innocent,





Will never prosper your intended drifts


That thus oppress poor friendless passengers.    70


Therefore at least admit us liberty,


Even as thou hop’st to be eternised


By living Asia’s mighty emperor.




AGYDAS I hope our lady’s treasure and our own





May serve for ransom to our liberties:    75


Return our mules and empty camels back,


That we may travel into Syria,


Where her betrothèd lord, Alcidamus,


Expects th’arrival of her highness’ person.




MAGNETES And wheresoever we repose ourselves    80





We will report but well of Tamburlaine.




TAMBURLAlNE Disdains Zenocrate to live with me?





Or you, my lords, to be my followers?


Think you I weigh this treasure more than you?


Not all the gold in India’s wealthy arms    85


Shall buy the meanest soldier in my train.


Zenocrate, lovelier than the love of Jove,6


Brighter than is the silver Rhodope,7


Fairer than whitest snow on Scythian hills,


Thy person is more worth to Tamburlaine    90


Than the possession of the Persian crown,


Which gracious stars have promised at my birth.


A hundred Tartars shall attend on thee,


Mounted on steeds swifter than Pegasus;


Thy garments shall be made of Median silk,    95


Enchased with precious jewels of mine own,


More rich and valurous than Zenocrate’s;


With milk-white harts upon an ivory sled


Thou shalt be drawn amidst the frozen pools


And scale the icy mountains’ lofty tops,    100


Which with thy beauty will be soon resolved;


My martial prizes, with five hundred men,


Won on the fifty-headed Volga’s waves,8


Shall all we offer to Zenocrate,


And then my self to fair Zenocrate.    105




TECHELLES What now? In love?


TAMBURLAINE Techelles, women must be flatterèd.





But this is she with whom I am in love.


Enter a SOLDIER.




SOLDIER News, news!


TAMBURLAINE How now, what’s the matter?    110


SOLDIER A thousand Persian horsemen are at hand,





Sent from the King to overcome us all.




TAMBURLAINE How now, my lords of Egypt, and Zenocrate,





Now must your jewels be restored again,


And I that triumphed so be overcome?    115


How say you lordings, is not this your hope?




AGYDAS We hope yourself will willingly restore them.


TAMBURLAINE Such hope, such fortune, have the thousand horse.





Soft ye, my lords, and sweet Zenocrate:


You must be forcèd from me ere you go.    120


A thousand horsemen! We five hundred foot!


An odds too great for us to stand against.


But are they rich? And is their armour good?




SOLDIER Their plumèd helms are wrought with beaten gold,





Their swords enamelled, and about their necks    125


Hangs massy chains of gold down to the waist:


In every part exceeding brave and rich.




TAMBURLAINE Then shall we fight courageously with them,





Or look you I should play the orator?




TECHELLES No; cowards and faint-hearted runaways    130





Look for orations when the foe is near.


Our swords shall play the orators for us.




USUMCASANE Come, let us meet them at the mountain top,





And with a sudden and a hot alarm


Drive all their horses headlong down the hill.    135




TECHELLES Come, let us march.


TAMBURLAINE Stay, Techelles, ask a parley first.





The SOLDIERS [of TAMBURLAINE] enter.


Open the mails, yet guard the treasure sure;


Lay out our golden wedges to the view,


That their reflections may amaze the Persians.    140


[The SOLDIERS set down gold ingots.]


And look we friendly on them when they come;


But if they offer word or violence


We’ll fight five hundred men at arms to one


Before we part with our possession.


And ’gainst the general we will lift our swords    145


And either lance his greedy thirsting throat


Or take him prisoner, and his chain shall serve


For manacles, till he be ransomed home.




TECHELLES I hear them come; shall we encounter them?


TAMBURLAINE Keep all your standings, and not stir a foot;    150





Myself will bide the danger of the brunt.


Enter THERIDAMAS with others.




THERIDAMAS Where is this Scythian Tamburlaine?


TAMBURLAINE Whom seek’st thou, Persian? I am Tamburlaine.


THERIDAMAS [Aside] Tamburlaine? A Scythian shepherd so embellishèd





With nature’s pride and richest furniture?    155


His looks do menace heaven and dare the gods;


His fiery eyes are fixed upon the earth


As if he now devised some stratagem,


Or meant to pierce Avernus’ darksome vaults


And pull the triple-headed dog from hell.9    160




TAMBURLAINE [Aside to TECHELLES]





Noble and mild this Persian seems to be,


If outward habit judge the inward man.




TECHELLES [Aside to TAMBURLAINE]





His deep affections make him passionate.




TAMBURLAINE [Aside to TECHELLES]





With what a majesty he rears his looks!


[To THERIDAMAS] In thee, thou valiant man of Persia,    165


I see the folly of thy Emperor:


Art thou but captain of a thousand horse,


That by characters graven in thy brows,


And by thy martial face and stout aspect,


Deserv’st to have the leading of a host?    170


Forsake thy King and do but join with me,


And we will triumph over all the world.


I hold the Fates10 bound fast in iron chains,


And with my hand turn Fortune’s wheel about,


And sooner shall the sun fall from his sphere    175


Than Tamburlaine be slain or overcome.11


Draw forth thy sword, thou mighty man-at-arms,


Intending but to raze my charmèd skin,


And Jove himself will stretch his hand from heaven


To ward the blow and shield me safe from harm.    180


[He indicates the gold ingots.]


See how he rains down heaps of gold in showers


As if he meant to give my soldiers pay;


And as a sure and grounded argument


That I shall be the Monarch of the East,


He sends this Soldan’s daughter rich and brave    185


To be my queen and portly emperess.


If thou wilt stay with me, renownèd man,


And lead thy thousand horse with my conduct,12


Besides thy share of this Egyptian prize


Those thousand horse shall sweat with martial spoil    190


Of conquered kingdoms and of cities sacked;


Both we will walk upon the lofty cliffs,


And Christian merchants that with Russian stems


Plough up huge furrows in the Caspian Sea


Shall vail to us as lords of all the lake.    195


Both we will reign as consuls of the earth,


And mighty kings shall be our senators.


Jove sometime maskèd in a shepherd’s weed,


And by those steps that he hath scaled the heavens


May we become immortal like the gods.13    200


Join with me now in this my mean estate –


I call it mean, because, being yet obscure,


The nations far removed admire me not –


And when my name and honour shall be spread


As far as Boreas claps his brazen wings    205


Or fair Boötes sends his cheerful light,14


Then shalt thou be competitor with me


And sit with Tamburlaine in all his majesty.




THERIDAMAS Not Hermes,15 prolocutor to the gods,





Could use persuasions more pathetical.    210




TAMBURLAINE Nor are Apollo’s oracles more true16





Than thou shalt find my vaunts substantial.




TECHELLES We are his friends, and if the Persian King





Should offer present dukedoms to our state,17


We think it loss to make exchange for that    215


We are assured of by our friend’s success.




USUMCASANE And kingdoms at the least we all expect,





Besides the honour in assured conquests


Where kings shall crouch unto our conquering swords


And hosts of soldiers stand amazed at us,    220


When with their fearful tongues they shall confess,


‘These are the men that all the world admires.’




THERIDAMAS What strong enchantments tice my yielding soul?





Are these resolvèd noble Scythians?


But shall I prove a traitor to my King?    225




TAMBURLAINE No, but the trusty friend of Tamburlaine.


THERIDAMAS Won with thy words and conquered with thy looks,





I yield myself, my men and horse to thee:


To be partaker of thy good or ill


As long as life maintains Theridamas.    230




TAMBURLAINE Theridamas my friend, take here my hand,





Which is as much as if I swore by heaven


And called the gods to witness of my vow:


Thus shall my heart be still combined with thine


Until our bodies turn to elements18    235


And both our souls aspire celestial thrones.


Techelles and Casane, welcome him.




TECHELLES Welcome renownèd Persian to us all.


USUMCASANE Long may Theridamas remain with us.


TAMBURLAINE These are my friends, in whom I more rejoice    240





Than doth the King of Persia in his crown;


And by the love of Pylades and Orestes,19


Whose statues we adore in Scythia,


Thyself and them shall never part from me


Before I crown you kings in Asia.    245


Make much of them, gentle Theridamas,


And they will never leave thee till the death.




THERIDAMAS Nor thee nor them, thrice-noble Tamburlaine,





Shall want my heart to be with gladness pierced


To do you honour and security.    250




TAMBURLAINE A thousand thanks, worthy Theridamas.





And now, fair madam, and my noble lords,


If you will willingly remain with me


You shall have honours as your merits be –


Or else you shall be forced with slavery.    255




AGYDAS We yield unto thee, happy Tamburlaine.


TAMBURLAINE For you then, madam, I am out of doubt.


ZENOCRATE I must be pleased perforce, wretched Zenocrate!





Exeunt.




Act Two, Scene One


[Enter] COSROE, MENAPHON, ORTYGIUS, CENEUS, with other SOLDIERS.




COSROE Thus far are we towards Theridamas





And valiant Tamburlaine, the man of fame,


The man that in the forehead of his fortune


Bears figures1 of renown and miracle.


But tell me, that hast seen him, Menaphon,    5


What stature wields he, and what personage?




MENAPHON Of stature tall, and straightly fashionèd,





Like his desire, lift upwards and divine;


So large of limbs, his joints so strongly knit,


Such breadth of shoulders as might mainly bear    10


Old Atlas’ burden2; ’twixt his manly pitch


A pearl3 more worth than all the world is placed,


Wherein by curious sovereignty of art


Are fixed his piercing instruments of sight,


Whose fiery circles4 bear encompassèd    15


A heaven of heavenly bodies in their spheres


That guides his steps and actions to the throne


Where honour sits invested royally;


Pale of complexion – wrought in him with passion,


Thirsting with sovereignty, with love of arms;    20


His lofty brows in folds do figure death,


And in their smoothness amity and life;


About them hangs a knot of amber hair


Wrappèd in curls, as fierce Achilles’ was,5


On which the breath of heaven delights to play,    25


Making it dance with wanton majesty;


His arms and fingers long and sinewy,


Betokening valour and excess of strength:


In every part proportioned like the man


Should make the world subdued to Tamburlaine.    30




COSROE Well hast thou portrayed in thy terms of life6





The face and personage of a wondrous man.


Nature doth strive with Fortune and his stars


To make him famous in accomplished worth,


And well his merits show him to be made    35


His fortune’s master and the king of men,


That could persuade at such a sudden pinch,


With reasons of his valour and his life,7


A thousand sworn and overmatching foes.


Then, when our powers in points of swords are joined    40


And closed in compass of the killing bullet,


Though strait the passage and the port be made


That leads to palace of my brother’s life,


Proud is his fortune if we pierce it not.


And when the princely Persian diadem    45


Shall overweigh his weary witless head


And fall like mellowed fruit, with shakes of death,


In fair Persia noble Tamburlaine


Shall be my Regent and remain as King.




ORTYGIUS In happy hour we have set the crown    50





Upon your kingly head, that seeks our honour


In joining with the man ordained by heaven


To further every action to the best.




CENEUS He that with shepherds and a little spoil





Durst, in disdain of wrong and tyranny,    55


Defend his freedom ’gainst a monarchy,


What will he do supported by a king,


Leading a troop of gentlemen and lords,


And stuffed with treasure for his highest thoughts?




COSROE And such shall wait on worthy Tamburlaine.    60





Our army will be forty thousand strong


When Tamburlaine and brave Theridamas


Have met us by the river Araris,8


And all conjoined to meet the witless King


That now is marching near to Parthia,9    65


And with unwilling soldiers faintly armed,


To seek revenge on me and Tamburlaine.


To whom, sweet Menaphon, direct me straight.




MENAPHON I will, my lord.


Exeunt.







Act Two, Scene Two


[Enter] MYCETES, MEANDER, with other LORDS and SOLDIERS.




MYCETES Come, my Meander, let us to this gear;





I tell you true, my heart is swoll’n with wrath


On this same thievish villain Tamburlaine,


And of that false Cosroe, my traitorous brother.


Would it not grieve a king to be so abused    5


And have a thousand horsemen ta’en away?


And, which is worst, to have his diadem


Sought for by such scald knaves as love him not?


I think it would; well then, by heavens I swear,


Aurora1 shall not peep out of her doors    10


But I will have Cosroë by the head


And kill proud Tamburlaine with point of sword.


Tell you the rest, Meander; I have said.




MEANDER Then, having passed Armenian deserts now





And pitched our tents under the Georgian hills,    15


Whose tops are covered with Tartarian thieves


That lie in ambush waiting for a prey,


What should we do but bid them battle straight,


And rid the world of those detested troops?


Lest, if we let them linger here a while,    20


They gather strength by power of fresh supplies.


This country swarms with vile outrageous men


That live by rapine and by lawless spoil,


Fit soldiers for the wicked Tamburlaine.


And he that could with gifts and promises    25


Inveigle him that led a thousand horse,


And make him false his faith unto his King,


Will quickly win such as are like himself.


Therefore cheer up your minds; prepare to fight.


He that can take or slaughter Tamburlaine    30


Shall rule the province of Albania.


Who brings that traitor’s head, Theridamas’,


Shall have a government in Media,


Beside the spoil of him and all his train.


But if Cosroë – as our spials say,    35


And as we know – remains with Tamburlaine,


His highness’ pleasure is that he should live


And be reclaimed with princely lenity.


[Enter a SPY.]




SPY A hundred horsemen of my company,





Scouting abroad upon these champion plains,    40


Have viewed the army of the Scythians,


Which2 make report it far exceeds the King’s.




MEANDER Suppose they be in number infinite,





Yet being void of martial discipline,


All running headlong after greedy spoils    45


And more regarding gain than victory,


Like to the cruel brothers of the earth


Sprung of the teeth of dragons venomous,3


Their careless swords shall lance their fellows’ throats


And make us triumph in their overthrow.    50




MYCETES Was there such brethren, sweet Meander, say,





That sprung of teeth of dragons venomous?




MEANDER So poets say, my lord.


MYCETES And ’tis a pretty toy to be a poet.





Well, well, Meander, thou art deeply read,    55


And having thee I have a jewel sure.


Go on, my lord, and give your charge I say;


Thy wit will make us conquerors today.




MEANDER Then, noble soldiers, to entrap these thieves





That live confounded in disordered troops,    60


If wealth or riches may prevail with them,


We have our camels laden all with gold


Which you that be but common soldiers


Shall fling in every corner of the field,


And while the base-born Tartars take it up,    65


You, fighting more for honour than for gold,


Shall massacre those greedy-minded slaves;


And when their scattered army is subdued


And you march on their slaughtered carcasses,


Share equally the gold that bought their lives    70


And live like gentlemen in Persia.


Strike up the drum, and march courageously:


Fortune herself doth sit upon our crests!




MYCETES He tells you true, my masters, so he does.





Drums, why sound ye not when Meander speaks?    75


Exeunt.




Act Two, Scene Three


[Enter] COSROE, TAMBURLAINE, THERIDAMAS, TECHELLES, USUMCASANE, ORTYGIUS, with others.




COSROE Now, worthy Tamburlaine, have I reposed





In thy approvèd fortunes all my hope.


What think’st thou, man, shall come of our attempts?


For even as from assurèd oracle,


I take thy doom for satisfaction.    5




TAMBURLAINE And so mistake you not a whit, my lord,





For fates and oracles of heaven have sworn


To royalise the deeds of Tamburlaine


And make them blest that share in his attempts.


And doubt you not but, if you favour me    10


And let my fortunes and my valour sway


To some direction1 in your martial deeds,


The world will strive with hosts of men at arms


To swarm unto the ensign I support.


The host of Xerxes, which by fame is said    15


To drink the mighty Parthian Araris,2


Was but a handful to that we will have.


Our quivering lances shaking in the air


And bullets like Jove’s dreadful thunderbolts


Enrolled in flames and fiery smouldering mists    20


Shall threat the gods more than Cyclopian wars;3


And with our sun-bright armour as we march


We’ll chase the stars from heaven and dim their eyes


That stand and muse at our admirèd arms.




THERIDAMAS [To COSROE]





You see, my lord, what working words he hath.    25


But when you see his actions top his speech,


Your speech will stay, or so extol his worth


As I shall be commended and excused


For turning my poor charge to his direction.


And these his two renownèd friends, my lord,    30


Would make one thrust and strive to be retained


In such a great degree of amity.




TECHELLES With duty and with amity we yield





Our utmost service to the fair Cosroe.




COSROE Which I esteem as portion of my crown.4    35





Usumcasane and Techelles both,


When she5 that rules in Rhamnus’ golden gates


And makes a passage for6 all prosperous arms


Shall make me solely Emperor of Asia,


Then shall your meeds and valours be advanced    40


To rooms of honour and nobility.




TAMBURLAINE Then haste, Cosroë, to be King alone,





That I with these my friends and all my men


May triumph in our long-expected fate.


The King your brother is now hard at hand.    45


Meet with the fool and rid your royal shoulders


Of such a burden as outweighs the sands


And all the craggy rocks of Caspia.


[Enter a MESSENGER.]




MESSENGER My lord, we have discovered the enemy





Ready to charge you with a mighty army.    50




COSROE Come, Tamburlaine, now whet thy wingèd sword





And lift thy lofty arm into the clouds,


That it may reach the King of Persia’s crown


And set it safe on my victorious head.




TAMBURLAINE [Brandishing his sword]





See where it is, the keenest curtle-axe    55


That e’er made passage thorough Persian arms.


These are the wings shall make it fly as swift


As doth the lightning or the breath of heaven,


And kill as sure as it swiftly flies.




COSROE Thy words assure me of kind success.    60





Go, valiant soldier, go before and charge


The fainting army of that foolish King.




TAMBURLAINE Usumcasane and Techelles, come.





We are enough to scare the enemy,


And more than needs to make an emperor.    [Exeunt.]    65




Act Two, Scene Four


[Enter the armies] to the battle, [and exeunt,] and MYCETES comes out alone with his crown in his hand, offering to hide it.




MYCETES Accurst be he that first invented war!





They knew not, ah, they knew not, simple men,


How those were1 hit by pelting cannon shot


Stand staggering like a quivering aspen leaf


Fearing the force of Boreas’ boist’rous blasts.    5


In what a lamentable case were I


If nature had not given me wisdom’s lore!


For kings are clouts that every man shoots at,


Our crown the pin that thousands seek to cleave.2


Therefore in policy I think it good    10


To hide it close: a goodly stratagem,


And far from3 any man that is a fool.


So shall not I be known, or if I be,


They cannot take away my crown from me.


Here will I hide it in this simple hole.    15


Enter TAMBURLAINE.




TAMBURLAINE What, fearful coward, straggling from the camp,





When kings themselves are present in the field?




MYCETES Thou liest.


TAMBURLAINE Base villain, darest thou give the lie?4


MYCETES Away, I am the King. Go, touch me not.    20





Thou break’st the law of arms unless thou kneel


And cry me ‘Mercy, noble King!’




TAMBURLAINE Are you the witty King of Persia?


MYCETES Ay, marry, am I. Have you any suit to me?


TAMBURLAINE I would entreat you to speak but three    25





wise words.




MYCETES So I can when I see my time.


TAMBURLAINE Is this your crown?


MYCETES Ay. Didst thou ever see a fairer?


TAMBURLAINE You will not sell it, will ye?    30


MYCETES Such another word, and I will have thee executed.





Come, give it me.




TAMBURLAINE No, I took it prisoner.


MYCETES You lie. I gave it you.


TAMBURLAINE Then ’tis mine.    35


MYCETES No, I mean, I let you keep it.


TAMBURLAINE Well, I mean you shall have it again.





Here, take it for a while. I lend it thee


Till I may see thee hemmed with armèd men.


Then shalt thou see me pull it from thy head:    40


Thou art no match for mighty Tamburlaine.


[Exit TAMBURLAINE.]




MYCETES O gods, is this Tamburlaine the thief?





I marvel much he stole it not away.


Sound trumpets to the battle, and he runs in.




Act Two, Scene Five


[Enter a crowned] COSROE, TAMBURLAINE, THERIDAMAS, MENAPHON, MEANDER, ORTYGIUS, TECHELLES, USUMCASANE, with others.




TAMBURLAINE [Presenting COSROE with the Persian crown]





Hold thee, Cosroe, wear two imperial crowns.


Think thee invested now as royally,


Even by the mighty hand of Tamburlaine,


As if as many kings as could encompass thee


With greatest pomp had crowned thee Emperor.    5




COSROE So do I, thrice renownèd man-at-arms,





And none shall keep the crown but Tamburlaine:


Thee do I make my Regent of Persia,


And general lieutenant of my armies.


Meander, you that were our brother’s guide    10


And chiefest counsellor in all his acts,


Since he is yielded to the stroke of war,


On your submission we with thanks excuse


And give you equal place in our affairs.




MEANDER Most happy emperor, in humblest terms    15





I vow my service to your majesty,


With utmost virtue of my faith and duty.




COSROE Thanks, good Meander. Then, Cosroë, reign,





And govern Persia in her former pomp.


Now send embassage to thy neighbour kings    20


And let them know the Persian King is changed


From one that knew not what a king should do


To one that can command what ’longs thereto.


And now we will to fair Persepolis


With twenty thousand expert soldiers.    25


The lords and captains of my brother’s camp


With little slaughter take Meander’s course


And gladly yield them to my gracious rule.


Ortygius and Menaphon, my trusty friends,


Now will I gratify your former good    30


And grace your calling with a greater sway.




ORTYGIUS And as we ever aimed at your behoof





And sought your state1 all honour it deserved,


So will we with our powers and our lives


Endeavour to preserve and prosper it.    35




COSROE I will not thank thee,2 sweet Ortygius;





Better replies shall prove my purposes.


And now, Lord Tamburlaine, my brother’s camp


I leave to thee and to Theridamas,


To follow me to fair Persepolis.    40


Then will we march to all those Indian mines


My witless brother to the Christians lost,


And ransom them with fame and usury.3


And till thou overtake me, Tamburlaine,


Staying to order all the scattered troops,    45


Farewell, Lord Regent and his happy friends!


I long to sit upon my brother’s throne.




MENAPHON Your majesty shall shortly have your wish,





And ride in triumph through Persepolis.


Exeunt [all except] TAMBURLAINE, TECHELLES, THERIDAMAS, USUMCASANE.




TAMBURLAINE ‘And ride in triumph through Persepolis’?    50





It is not brave to be a king, Techelles?


Usumcasane and Theridamas,


Is it not passing brave4 to be a king,


‘And ride in triumph through Persepolis’?




TECHELLES O my lord, ’tis sweet and full of pomp.    55


USUMCASANE To be a king is half to be a god.


THERIDAMAS A god is not so glorious as a king.





I think the pleasure they enjoy in heaven


Cannot compare with kingly joys in earth:


To wear a crown enchased with pearl and gold,    60


Whose virtues carry with it life and death;


To ask, and have; command, and be obeyed;


When looks breed love, with looks to gain the prize –


Such power attractive shines in princes’ eyes.




TAMBURLAINE Why, say, Theridamas, wilt thou be a king?    65


THERIDAMAS Nay, though I praise it, I can live without it.


TAMBURLAINE What says my other friends? Will you be kings?


TECHELLES Ay, if I could, with all my heart, my lord.


TAMBURLAINE Why, that’s well said, Techelles. So would I.





And so would you, my masters, would you not?    70




USUMCASANE What then, my lord?


TAMBURLAINE Why then, Casane, shall we wish for aught





The world affords in greatest novelty,


And rest attemptless, faint and destitute?


Methinks we should not. I am strongly moved    75


That if I should desire the Persian crown


I could attain it with a wondrous ease.


And would not all our soldiers soon consent


If we should aim at such a dignity?




THERIDAMAS I know they would, with our persuasions.    80


TAMBURLAINE Why then, Theridamas, I’ll first essay





To get the Persian kingdom to myself;


Then thou for Parthia, they5 for Scythia and Media.


And if I prosper, all shall be as sure


As if the Turk, the Pope, Afric, and Greece6    85


Came creeping to us with their crowns apace.




TECHELLES Then shall we send to this triumphing King





And bid him battle for his novel crown?




USUMCASANE Nay, quickly then, before his room be hot.7


TAMBURLAINE ’Twill prove a pretty jest, in faith, my friends.    90


THERIDAMAS A ‘jest’, to charge on twenty thousand men?





I judge the purchase more important far.




TAMBURLAINE Judge by thyself, Theridamas, not me,





For presently Techelles here shall haste


To bid him battle ere he pass too far    95


And lose more labour8 than the gain will quite.


Then shalt thou see the Scythian Tamburlaine


Make but a ‘jest’ to win the Persian crown.


Techelles, take a thousand horse with thee


And bid him turn back to war with us    100


That only made him King to make us sport.


We will not steal upon him cowardly,


But give him warning and more warriors.9


Haste thee, Techelles. We will follow thee.


[Exit TECHELLES.]


What saith Theridamas?    105




THERIDAMAS Go on, for me.10





Exeunt.




Act Two, Scene Six


[Enter] COSROE, MEANDER, ORTYGIUS, MENAPHON, with other SOLDIERS.




COSROE What means this devilish shepherd to aspire





With such a giantly presumption,


To cast up hills against the face of heaven


And dare the force of angry Jupiter?


But as he thrust them underneath the hills    5


And pressed out fire from their burning jaws,1


So will I send this monstrous slave to hell


Where flames shall ever feed upon his soul.




MEANDER Some powers divine, or else infernal, mixed





Their angry seeds at his conception:    10


For he was never sprung of human race,


Since with the spirit of his fearful pride


He dares so doubtlessly resolve of rule2


And by profession3 be ambitious.




ORTYGIUS What god, or fiend, or spirit of the earth,    15





Or monster turnèd to a manly shape,


Or of what mould or mettle he be made,


What star or state soever govern him,


Let us put on our meet encount’ring minds,


And, in detesting such a devilish thief,    20


In love of honour and defence of right,


Be armed against the hate of such a foe,


Whether from earth, or hell, or heaven he grow.




COSROE Nobly resolved, my good Ortygius:





And since we have all sucked one wholesome air    25


And with the same proportion of elements


Resolve, I hope we are resembled,


Vowing our loves to equal death and life.4


Let’s cheer our soldiers to encounter him,


That grievous image of ingratitude,    30


That fiery thirster after sovereignty,


And burn him in the fury of that flame


That none can quench but blood and empery.5


Resolve, my lords and loving soldiers, now


To save your King and country from decay;    35


Then strike up drum, and all the stars that make


The loathsome circle of my dated life,6


Direct my weapon to his barbarous heart


That thus opposeth him against the gods


And scorns the powers that govern Persia.    40


Exeunt.




Act Two, Scene Seven


Enter to the battle, and after the battle enter COSROE wounded, THERIDAMAS, TAMBURLAINE, TECHELLES, USUMCASANE, with others.




COSROE Barbarous and bloody Tamburlaine,





Thus to deprive me of my crown and life!


Treacherous and false Theridamas,


even at the morning of my happy state,


Scarce being seated in my royal throne,    5


To work my downfall and untimely end!


An uncouth pain torments my grievèd soul,


And Death arrests the organ of my voice,


Who, entering at the breach thy sword hath made,


Sacks every vein and artier of my heart.    10


Bloody and insatiate Tamburlaine!




TAMBURLAINE The thirst of reign and sweetness of a crown,





That caused the eldest son of heavenly Ops


To thrust his doting father from his chair


And place himself in th’empyreal heaven,2    15


Moved me to manage arms against thy state.


What better precedent than mighty Jove?


Nature, that framed us of four elements


Warring within our breasts for regiment,


Doth teach us all to have aspiring minds:    20


Our souls, whose faculties can comprehend


The wondrous architecture of the world


And measure every wand’ring planet’s course,


Still climbing after knowledge infinite


And always moving as the restless spheres,    25


Wills us to wear ourselves and never rest


Until we reach the ripest fruit of all,


That perfect bliss and sole felicity,


The sweet fruition of an earthly crown.




THERIDAMAS And that made me to join with Tamburlaine,    30





For he is gross and like the massy earth


That moves not upwards nor by princely deeds


Doth mean to soar above the highest sort.




TECHELLES And that made us, the friends of Tamburlaine,





To lift our swords against the Persian King.    35




USUMCASANE For as, when Jove did thrust old Saturn down,





Neptune and Dis gained each of them a crown,3


So do we hope to reign in Asia


If Tamburlaine be placed in Persia.




COSROE The strangest men that ever Nature made!    40





I know not how to take their tyrannies.


My bloodless body waxeth chill and cold,


And with my blood my life slides through my wound.


My soul begins to take her flight to hell,


And summons all my senses to depart:    45


The heat and moisture, which did feed each other,


For want of nourishment to feed them both


Is dry and cold, and now doth ghastly Death


With greedy talons gripe my bleeding heart


And like a harpy tires on my life.    50


Theridamas and Tamburlaine, I die,


And fearful vengeance light upon you both!


[COSROE dies.]


He [TAMBURLAINE] takes the crown and puts it on.




TAMBURLAINE Not all the curses which the Furies breathe





Shall make me leave so rich a prize as this.


Theridamas, Techelles, and the rest,    55


Who think you now is King of Persia?




ALL Tamburlaine! Tamburlaine!


TAMBURLAINE Though Mars himself, the angry god of arms,





And all the earthly potentates conspire


To dispossess me of this diadem,    60


Yet will I wear it in despite of them


As great commander of this eastern world,


If you but say that Tamburlaine shall reign.




ALL Long live Tamburlaine, and reign in Asia!


TAMBURLAINE So, now it is more surer on my head    65





Than if the gods had held a parliament


And all pronounced me King of Persia.


Exeunt.




Act Three, Scene One


[Enter] BAJAZETH, the KINGS OF FEZ, MOROCCO and ARGIER, [BASSO,] with others, in great pomp.




BAJAZETH Great Kings of Barbary, and my portly bassoes,





We hear the Tartars and the eastern thieves,


Under the conduct of one Tamburlaine,


Presume a bickering with your Emperor


And thinks to rouse us from our dreadful siege    5


Of the famous Grecian Constantinople.


You know our army is invincible;


As many circumcisèd Turks we have


And warlike bands of Christians renied


As hath the ocean or the Terrene sea    10


Small drops of water when the moon begins


To join in one her semicircled horns.1


Yet would we not be braved with foreign power,2


Nor raise our siege before the Grecians yield


Or breathless lie before the city walls.    15




FEZ Renownèd Emperor and mighty general,





What if you sent the bassoes of your guard


To charge him to remain in Asia,


Or else to threaten death and deadly arms


As from the mouth of mighty Bajazeth?    20




BAJAZETH Hie thee, my basso, fast to Persia.3





Tell him thy lord, the Turkish Emperor,


Dread Lord of Afric, Europe and Asia,


Great King and conqueror of Graecia,


The Ocean Terrene, and the coal-black sea,4    25


The high and highest monarch of the world,


Wills and commands – for say not I ‘entreat’ –


Not once to set his foot in Africa


Or spread his colours in Graecia,


Lest he incur the fury of my wrath.    30


Tell him I am content to take a truce


Because I hear he bears a valiant mind.


But if, presuming on his silly power,


He be so mad to5 manage arms with me,


Then stay thou with him, say I bid thee so;    35


And if before the sun have measured heaven


With triple circuit thou regreet us not,


We mean to take his morning’s next arise


For messenger he will not be reclaimed,6


And mean to fetch thee in despite of him.    40




BASSO Most great and puissant monarch of the earth,





Your basso will accomplish your behest


And show your pleasure to the Persian,


As fits the legate of the stately Turk.    Exit BASSO.




ARGIER They say he is the King of Persia,    45





But if he dare attempt to stir your siege


’Twere requisite he should be ten times more,7


For all flesh quakes at your magnificence.




BAJAZETH True, Argier, and tremble at my looks.


MOROCCO The spring is hindered by your smothering host,    50





For neither rain can fall upon the earth


Nor sun reflex his virtuous beams thereon,


The ground is mantled with such multitudes.




BAJAZETH All this is true as holy Mahomet,





And all the trees are blasted with our breaths.    55




FEZ What thinks your greatness best to be achieved





In pursuit of the city’s overthrow?




BAJAZETH I will the captive pioners of Argier





Cut off the water that by leaden pipes


Runs to the city from the mountain Carnon;8    60


Two thousand horse shall forage up and down,


That no relief or succour come by land;


And all the sea my galleys countermand.


Then shall our footmen lie within the trench,


And with their cannons mouthed like Orcus’ gulf9    65


Batter the walls, and we will enter in;


And thus the Grecians shall be conquerèd.


Exeunt.




Act Three, Scene Two


[Enter] AGYDAS, ZENOCRATE, ANIPPE, with others.




AGYDAS Madam Zenocrate, may I presume





To know the cause of these unquiet fits


That work such trouble to your wonted rest?


’Tis more than pity such a heavenly face


Should by heart’s sorrow wax so wan and pale,    5


When your offensive rape by Tamburlaine –


Which of your whole displeasures should be most –


Hath seemed to be digested long ago.




ZENOCRATE Although it be digested long ago





As his exceeding favours have deserved,    10


And might content the Queen of heaven1 as well


As it hath changed my first conceived disdain,


Yet since a farther passion feeds my thoughts


With ceaseless and disconsolate conceits,


Which dyes my looks so lifeless as they are,    15


And might, if my extremes had full events,


Make me the ghastly counterfeit of death.2




AGYDAS Eternal heaven sooner be dissolved,





And all that pierceth Phoebe’s silver eye,3


Before such hap fall to Zenocrate!    20




ZENOCRATE Ah, life and soul still hover in his breast





And leave my body senseless as the earth,


Or else unite you4 to his life and soul,


That I may live and die with Tamburlaine!


Enter TAMBURLAINE [unseen] with TECHELLES and others.




AGYDAS With Tamburlaine? Ah, fair Zenocrate,    25





Let not a man so vile and barbarous,


That holds you from your father in despite


And keeps you from the honour of a queen –


Being supposed his worthless concubine –


Be honoured with your love, but for necessity.5    30


So now the mighty Soldan hears of you,


Your highness needs not doubt but in short time


He will, with Tamburlaine’s destruction,


Redeem you from this deadly servitude.




ZENOCRATE Agydas, leave to wound me with these words,    35





And speak of Tamburlaine as he deserves.


The entertainment we have had of him


Is far from villainy or servitude,


And might in noble minds be counted princely.




AGYDAS How can you fancy one that looks so fierce,    40





Only disposed to martial stratagems?


Who when he shall embrace you in his arms


Will tell how many thousand men he slew,


And when you look for amorous discourse


Will rattle forth his facts of war and blood –    45


Too harsh a subject for your dainty ears.




ZENOCRATE As looks the sun through Nilus’6 flowing stream,





Or when the morning holds him in her arms,


So looks my lordly love, fair Tamburlaine;


His talk much sweeter than the Muses’ song    50


They sung for honour ’gainst Pierides,7


Or when Minerva8 did with Neptune strive;


And higher would I rear my estimate


Than Juno, sister to the highest god,


If I were matched with mighty Tamburlaine.    55




AGYDAS Yet be not so inconstant in your love,





But let the young Arabian9 live in hope


After your rescue to enjoy his choice.


You see, though first the King of Persia,


Being a shepherd, seemed to love you much,10    60


Now in his majesty he leaves those looks,


Those words of favour, and those comfortings,


And gives no more than common courtesies.




ZENOCRATE Thence rise the tears that so disdain my cheeks,





Fearing his love through my unworthiness.    65


TAMBURLAINE goes to her, and takes her away lovingly by the hand, looking wrath fully on AGYDAS, and says nothing. [Exeunt all save AGYDAS.]




AGYDAS Betrayed by fortune and suspicious love,





Threatened with frowning wrath and jealousy,


Surprised with fear of hideous revenge,


I stand aghast; but most astonishèd


To see his choler shut in secret thoughts    70


And wrapped in silence of his angry soul.


Upon his brows was portrayed ugly death,


And in his eyes the fury of his heart,


That shine as comets, menacing revenge,


And casts a pale complexion on his cheeks.    75


As when the seaman sees the Hyades11


Gather an army of Cimmerian12 clouds


(Auster and Aquilon13 with wingèd steeds


All sweating, tilt about the watery heavens


With shivering spears enforcing thunderclaps,    80


And from their shields strike flames of lightning),


All fearful folds his sails, and sounds the main,14


Lifting his prayers to the heavens for aid


Against the terror of the winds and waves:


So fares Agydas for the late-felt frowns    85


That sent a tempest to my daunted thoughts


And makes my soul divine her overthrow.


Enter TECHELLES with a naked dagger, [which he gives to AGYDAS].




TECHELLES See you, Agydas, how the King salutes you.





He bids you prophesy what it imports.    Exit.




AGYDAS I prophesied before and now I prove    90





The killing frowns of jealousy and love.


He needed not with words confirm my fear,


For words are vain where working tools present


The naked action of my threatened end.


It says, Agydas, thou shalt surely die,    95


And of extremities elect the least:


More honour and less pain it may procure


To die by this resolvèd hand of thine


Than stay the torments he and heaven have sworn.


Then haste, Agydas, and prevent the plagues    100


Which thy prolongèd fates may draw on thee:


Go wander free from fear of tyrant’s rage,


Removèd from the torments and the hell


Wherewith he may excruciate thy soul;


And let Agydas by Agydas die,    105


And with this stab slumber eternally.


[He stabs himself. Enter TECHELLES and USUMCASANE.]




TECHELLES Usumcasane, see how right the man





Hath hit the meaning of my lord the King.




USUMCASANE Faith, and Techelles, it was manly done;





And since he was so wise and honourable    110


Let us afford him now the bearing hence


And crave his triple-worthy burial.15




TECHELLES Agreed, Casane, we will honour him.





[Exeunt, carrying out the body.]




Act Three, Scene Three


[Enter] TAMBURLAINE, TECHELLES, USUMCASANE, THERIDAMAS, BASSO, ZENOCRATE, [ANIPPE,] with others, [some bringing on a throne].




TAMBURLAINE Basso, by this thy lord and master knows





I mean to meet him in Bithynia.1


See how he comes!2 Tush, Turks are full of brags


And menace more than they can well perform.


He meet me in the field and fetch thee hence!    5


Alas, poor Turk, his fortune is too weak


T’encounter with the strength of Tamburlaine.


View well my camp, and speak indifferently:


Do not my captains and my soldiers look


As if they meant to conquer Africa?    10




BASSO Your men are valiant, but their number few,





And cannot terrify his mighty host.


My lord, the great commander of the world,


Besides fifteen contributory kings,


Hath now in arms ten thousand janizaries    15


Mounted on lusty Mauritanian steeds3


Brought to the war by men of Tripoli;


Two hundred thousand footmen that have served


In two set battles fought in Graecia;


And for the expedition of this war,    20


If he think good, can from his garrisons


Withdraw as many more to follow him.




TECHELLES The more he brings the greater is the spoil:





For when they perish by our warlike hands,


We mean to seat our footmen on their steeds    25


And rifle all those stately janizars.




TAMBURLAINE But will those Kings accompany your lord?


BASSO Such as his highness please, but some must stay





To rule the provinces he late subdued.




TAMBURLAINE [To his followers]





Then fight courageously, their crowns are yours:    30


This hand shall set them on your conquering heads


That made me Emperor of Asia.




USUMCASANE Let him bring millions infinite of men,





Unpeopling western Africa and Greece,


Yet we assure us4 of the victory.    35




THERIDAMAS Even he, that in a trice vanquished two kings





More mighty than the Turkish Emperor,


Shall rouse him out of Europe and pursue


His scattererd army till they yield or die.




TAMBURLAINE Well said Theridamas, speak in that mood,    40





For ‘will’ and ‘shall’ best fitteth Tamburlaine,


Whose smiling stars gives him assurèd hope


Of martial triumph ere he meet his foes.


I that am termed the scourge and wrath of God,


The only fear and terror of the world,    45


Will first subdue the Turk and then enlarge


Those Christian captives which you keep as slaves,


Burd’ning their bodies with your heavy chains


And feeding them with thin and slender fare


That naked row about the Terrene Sea,    50


And when they chance to breathe and rest a space


Are punished with bastones so grievously


That they lie panting on the galley’s side


And strive for life at every stroke they give.


These are the cruel pirates of Argier,    55


That damnèd train, the scum of Africa,


Inhabited with straggling runagates,


That make quick havoc of the Christian blood.


But, as I live, that town shall curse the time


That Tamburlaine set foot in Africa.    60


Enter BAJAZETH with his BASSOES and contributory KINGS [OF FEZ, MOROCCO, and ARGIER; ZABINA and EBEA. A throne is brought on].




BAJAZETH Bassoes and janizaries of my guard,





Attend upon the person of your lord,


The greatest potentate of Africa.




TAMBURLAINE Techelles and the rest, prepare your swords:





I mean t’encounter with that Bajazeth.    65




BAJAZETH Kings of Fez, Morocco, and Argier,





He calls me ‘Bajazeth’, whom you call ‘lord’!


Note the presumption of this Scythian slave.


I tell thee, villain, those that lead my horse


Have to their names titles of dignity;    70


And dar’st thou bluntly call me ‘Bajazeth’?




TAMBURLAINE And know thou, Turk, that those which lead my horse





Shall lead thee captive thorough Africa;


And dar’st thou bluntly call me ‘Tamburlaine’?




BAJAZETH By Mahomet my kinsman’s sepulchre,    75





And by the holy Alcoran, I swear


He shall be made a chaste and lustless eunuch


And in my sarell tend my concubines,


And all his captains that thus stoutly stand


Shall draw the chariot of my Emperess,    80


Whom I have brought to see their overthrow.




TAMBURLAINE By this my sword that conquered Persia,





Thy fall shall make me famous through the world.


I will not tell thee how I’ll handle thee,


But every common soldier of my camp    85


Shall smile to see thy miserable state.




FEZ [To BAJAZETH] What means the mighty Turkish Emperor





To talk with one so base as Tamburlaine?




MOROCCO Ye Moors and valiant men of Barbary,





How can ye suffer these indignities?    90




ARGIER Leave words and let them feel your lances’ points,





Which glided through5 the bowels of the Greeks.




BAJAZETH Well said, my stout contributory kings!





Your threefold army and my hugy host


Shall swallow up these base-born Persians.    95




TECHELLES Puissant, renowned and mighty Tamburlaine,





Why stay we thus prolonging all their lives?




THERIDAMAS I long to see those crowns won by our swords,





That we may reign as kings of Africa.




USUMCASANE What coward would not fight for such a prize?    100


TAMBURLAINE Fight all courageously and be you kings:





I speak it, and my words are oracles.




BAJAZETH Zabina, mother of three braver boys





Than Hercules, that in his infancy


Did pash the jaws of serpents venomous,6    105


Whose hands are made to gripe a warlike lance,


Their shoulders broad, for complete armour fit,


Their limbs more large and of a bigger size


Than all the brats y-sprung from Typhon’s7 loins;


Who, when they come unto their father’s age,    110


Will batter turrets with their manly fists:


Sit here upon this royal chair of state


And on thy head wear my imperial crown,


Until I bring this sturdy Tamburlaine


And all his captains bound in captive chains.    115


[ZABINA sits on the Turkish throne, wearing the crown.]




ZABINA Such good success happen to Bajazeth!


TAMBURLAINE Zenocrate, the loveliest maid alive,





Fairer than rocks of pearl and precious stone,


The only paragon of Tamburlaine,


Whose eyes are brighter than the lamps of heaven,    120


And speech more pleasant than sweet harmony;


That with thy looks canst clear the darkened sky


And calm the rage of thund’ring Jupiter:


Sit down by her, adornèd with my crown,


As if thou wert the empress of the world.    125


Stir not, Zenocrate, until thou see


Me march victoriously with all my men,


Triumphing over him and these his kings,


Which I will bring as vassals to thy feet.


Till then, take thou my crown, vaunt of8 my worth,    130


And manage words with her as we will arms.


[ZENOCRATE sits on the Persian throne, wearing the crown.]




ZENOCRATE And may my love, the King of Persia,





Return with victory, and free from wound!




BAJAZETH Now shalt thou feel the force of Turkish arms





Which lately made all Europe quake for fear.    135


I have of Turks, Arabians, Moors and Jews


Enough to cover all Bithynia:


Let thousands die, their slaughtered carcasses


Shall serve for walls and bulwarks to the rest;


And as the heads of Hydra,9 so my power,    140


Subdued, shall stand as mighty as before.


If they should yield their necks unto the sword,


Thy soldiers’ arms could not endure to strike


So many blows as I have heads for thee.


Thou know’st not, foolish-hardy Tamburlaine,    145


What ’tis to meet me in the open field,


That leave no ground for thee to march upon.




TAMBURLAINE Our conquering swords shall marshal us the way





We use to march upon the slaughtered foe,


Trampling their bowels with our horses’ hoofs –    150


Brave horses, bred on the white Tartarian hills.


My camp is like to Julius Caesar’s host,


That never fought but had the victory;


Nor in Pharsalia10 was there such hot war


As these my followers willingly would have.    155


Legions of spirits fleeting in the air


Direct our bullets and our weapons’ points


And make your strokes to wound the senseless air;


And when she sees our bloody colours spread,


Then Victory begins to take her flight,    160


Resting herself upon my milk-white tent.


But come, my lords, to weapons let us fall!


The field is ours, the Turk, his wife and all.


Exit [TAMBURLAINE] with his followers.




BAJAZETH Come, kings and bassoes, let us glut our swords





That thirst to drink the feeble Persians’ blood!    165


Exit [BAJAZETH] with his followers.




ZABINA Base concubine, must thou be placed by me





That am the Empress of the mighty Turk?




ZENOCRATE Disdainful Turkess and unreverend boss,





Call’st thou me ‘concubine’, that am betrothed


Unto the great and mighty Tamburlaine?    170




ZABINA To Tamburlaine the great Tartarian thief!


ZENOCRATE Thou wilt repent these lavish words of thine





When thy great basso-master11 and thyself


Must plead for mercy at his kingly feet


And sue to me to be your advocates.12    175




ZABINA And sue to thee? I tell thee, shameless girl,





Thou shalt be laundress to my waiting-maid.


How lik’st thou her, Ebea, will she serve?




EBEA Madam, she thinks perhaps she is too fine,





But I shall turn her into other weeds    180


And make her dainty fingers fall to work.




ZENOCRATE Hearest thou, Anippe, how thy drudge doth talk,





And how my slave, her mistress, menaceth?


Both for their sauciness shall be employed


To dress the common soldiers’ meat and drink,    185


For we will scorn they should come near ourselves.




ANIPPE Yet sometimes let your highness send for them





To do the work my chambermaid disdains.


They sound [to] the battle within, and stay.13




ZENOCRATE Ye gods and powers that govern Persia





And make my lordly love her worthy king,    190


Now strengthen him against the Turkish Bajazeth,


And let his foes, like flocks of fearful roes


Pursued by hunters, fly his angry looks,


That I may see him issue conqueror.




ZABINA Now, Mahomet, solicit God himself,    195





And make him rain down murdering shot from heaven


To dash the Scythians’ brains, and strike them dead


That dare to manage arms with him


That offered jewels to thy sacred shrine


When first he warred against the Christians.    200


[They sound within] to the battle again.




ZENOCRATE By this the Turks lie welt’ring in their blood,





And Tamburlaine is Lord of Africa.




ZABINA Thou art deceived. I heard the trumpets sound





As when my Emperor overthrew the Greeks


And led them captive into Africa.    205


Straight will I use thee as thy pride deserves:


Prepare thyself to live and die my slave.




ZENOCRATE If Mahomet should come from heaven and swear





My royal lord is slain or conquerèd,


Yet should he not persuade me otherwise    210


But that he lives and will be conqueror.


BAJAZETH flies [across the stage] and he [TAMBURLAINE] pursues him [offstage]. The battle short, and they [re-]enter. BAJAZETH is overcome.




TAMBURLAINE Now, king of bassoes, who is conqueror?


BAJAZETH Thou, by the fortune of this damnèd foil.


TAMBURLAINE Where are your ‘stout contributory kings’?





Enter TECHELLES, THERIDAMAS, USUMCASANE [each carrying a crown].




TECHELLES We have their crowns; their bodies strew the field.    215


TAMBURLAINE Each man a crown? Why, kingly fought, i’faith.





Deliver them into my treasury.




ZENOCRATE Now let me offer to my gracious lord





His royal crown again, so highly won.




TAMBURLAINE Nay, take the Turkish crown from her, Zenocrate,    220





And crown me Emperor of Africa.




ZABINA No, Tamburlaine, though now thou gat the best,





Thou shalt not yet be Lord of Africa.




THERIDAMAS Give her the crown, Turkess, you were best.





He [THERIDAMAS] takes it from her and gives it ZENOCRATE.




ZABINA Injurious villains, thieves, runagates!    225





How dare you thus abuse my majesty?




THERIDAMAS Here, madam, you are Empress, she is none.


TAMBURLAINE [As ZENOCRATE crowns him]





Not now, Theridamas, her time is past:


The pillars that have bolstered up those terms


Are fall’n in clusters at my conquering feet.    230




ZABINA Though he be prisoner, he may be ransomed.


TAMBURLAINE Not all the world shall ransom Bajazeth.


BAJAZETH Ah, fair Zabina, we have lost the field,





And never had the Turkish Emperor


So great a foil by any foreign foe.    235


Now will the Christian miscreants be glad,


Ringing with joy their superstitious bells


And making bonfires for my overthrow.


But ere I die, those foul idolaters


Shall make me bonfires with their filthy bones;    240


For, though the glory of this day be lost,


Afric and Greece have garrisons enough


To make me sovereign of the earth again.




TAMBURLAINE Those wallèd garrisons will I subdue,





And write myself great Lord of Africa:    245


So from the east unto the furthest west


Shall Tamburlaine extend his puissant arm.


The galleys and those pilling brigandines14


That yearly sail to the Venetian gulf


And hover in the straits for Christians’ wrack    250


Shall lie at anchor in the Isle Asant15


Until the Persian fleet and men-of-war,


Sailing along the oriental sea,16


Have fetched about17 the Indian continent,


Even from Persepolis to Mexico,    255


And thence unto the Straits of Gibraltar,


Where they shall meet and join their force in one,


Keeping in awe the Bay of Portingale18


And all the ocean by the British shore:


And by this means I’ll win the world at last.    260




BAJAZETH Yet set a ransom on me, Tamburlaine.


TAMBURLAINE What, think’st thou Tamburlaine esteems thy gold?





I’ll make the Kings of India, ere I die,


Offer their mines, to sue for peace, to me,


And dig for treasure to appease my wrath.    265


Come, bind them both, and one lead in the Turk.


The Turkess let my love’s maid lead away.
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Publication of Doctor Faustus (1604 text)
Publication of Doctor Faustus (1616 text)
Publication of The Jew of Malta
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1571
1572

573
574

(576
1577

1579

1580

Third edition of A Mirror
for Magistrates

Opening of Theatre
Opening of Curtain and
Blackfriars Theatres
Anonymous publication of
Spenser’s The Shepheardes
Calender

Battle of Lepanto

St Bartholomew’s Day
Massacre

Peace with Spain

Drake begins round-the-
world voyage

Drake returns
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Year

1581

1581-6
1584

1585-6

1587

588-9

Age

17-22
20

21-22

23

Life

17 March: matriculates

24 March: listed as a college commoner

7-11 May: formally elected to Archbishop Parker
scholarship

Involved in secret service work for the government

Permitted to proceed to BA

Dido, Queen of Carthage written, possibly with
Thomas Nashe

31 March: permitted to proceed to MA
29 June: Privy Council attests to Marlowe’s ‘good
service’ and petitions for him to be granted his
degree

Writes Tamburlaine, possibly towards latter end of
year

Writes Doctor Faustus (although some scholars
favour 1592-3 as the date)
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Year

1564

1579

1580

Age

15

16

Life

Christopher Marlowe, son of John Marlowe,
baptised at St George the Martyr, Canterbury

14 January-December: scholar at King’s School,
Canterbury

December: at Corpus Christi College, Cambridge,
his niame appeas on the buittery book
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Year

1558

1559

563
(564

1565-7

1566

(569
(570

Literary Context

Publication of Elizabethan
Book of Common Prayer

Golding’s translation of
Ovid’s Metamorphoses

Historical Events

Accession of Elizabeth 1 and
restoration of Protestant
Church

Elizabethan Poor Law
Birth of Shakespeare

Birth of James VI of
Scotland, later James I of
England

Northern Revolt

Elizabeth I excommunicated
by Rome
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Year

1593

Age
29

Life

Writes Hero and Leander

12 May: arrest of Thomas Kyd for possession of
heretical papers

18 May: Privy Council issues warrant for
Marlowe’s arrest

20 May: answers warrant

30 May: killed by Ingram Frizer in Deptford tavern
brawl

1 June: inquest held into death

1 June: buried

After 1 June: Thomas Kyd writes to Sir John
Puckering, Lord Keeper, about Marlowe’s
‘monstrous opinions

2 June: Richard Baines delivers note about
Marlowe’s heretical opinions

15 June: writ issued to summon Ingram Frizer's
case to Chancery

28 June: Ingram Frizer pardoned

29 June: Richard Cholmeley accuses Marlowe of
atheism
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1589

1590

1591

1592

25

26

27

28

18 September: following a street brawl in London,
Marlowe and the poet Thomas Watson are
imprisoned for the death of a gentleman, William
Bradley

1 October: Marlowe released on bail

3 December: discharged

Publication of Tamburlaine the Great; possibly
writes The Jew of Malta this year (although later
and slightly earlier dates have also been proposed)

First record of lodging with Thomas Kyd

26 January: in Flushing, the Netherlands,
counterfeiting money

9 May: bound over to keep the peace

At some unspecified date, possibly this year, writes
Edward Il and The Massacre at Paris
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Year

1583
1584

1585

1586
1587

1588

1590

1590-1

1591

1592

1§92-3

Literary Context

Death of Sidney

Kyds The Spanish Tragedy

Spenser’s The Faerie
Queene, Books I-III

Shakespeare’s The Taming
of the Shrew

Shakespeare’s 2 & 3 Henry
i

Shakespeare’s r Henry VI

Shakespeare’s Richard Il

Historical Events

Throckmorton plot
Collapse of Ralegh’s
expedition to Virginia

In the Netherlands, England
‘wages war against Spain
Babington plot

Execution of Mary, Queen
of Scots

Defeat of Spanish Armada

Outbreak of plague in
London. Temporary closure
of theatres
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