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THE
WIFrE of B AT H
HER
PROLOGUE,
From C HA U C E R.

| hold the Woes of Matrimonial Life,

And hear with Rev'rence an expe-
rienc’d Wife!

To dear-bought Wifdom give the

Credit due,
And think, for once, 2 Woman tells you true.
In all thefe T'rials I have born a Part ;
I was my felf the Scourge that caus’d the Smait;
B2 For,
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For, fince Fifteen, in Triumph have I led
Five Captive Husbands from the Church to Bed.,

Chrift faw 2 Wedding once, the Scripture fays,
And faw but one, ’tis thought, in all his Days;
Whence fome infer, whofe Confcience is too nice,

No pious Chriftian ought to marry twicc.

But lct them read, and folve me, if they can,
The Words addreft to the Semaritan:
Five times in Jawful Wedlock fhe was join'd ;
And furc the certain Stint was ne’er defin'd.

Eureafe and multiply was Heav'ns Command,
And that’s a Text I clearly underftand.
"This too, Let Men their Sires and Mothers leave,
Aizd to their deaser Wives for cver cleave.
More Wives than One by Solonon were try'd,
Or elfc the Wifeft of Mankind’s bely'd.

Tve
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I've had, my felf, full many a merry Fit,
And truft in Heav’n I may have many yet.
For when my tranfitory Spoufe, unkind
Shall die, and leave his woful Wife behind,
I'll take the next good Chriftian I can find.

Paul, knowing One cou’d never ferve our Turn,
Declar'd ’twas better far to Wed, than Burn ;
Therce’s Danger in affembling Fire and Tow,

I grant ’em that, and what it mcans you know.
The fame Apoftle too has clfewhere own’d

No Precept for Virginity he found:

*Tis but a Counfel—and we Women ftill
Take which we like, the Counfel, or our Will.

I Envy not their Blifs, if He or She
Think fit to live in perfe&t Chaftity,
Pure let them be, and free from Taint of Vice;
I, for a few flight Spots, am not fo nice.

B3 Hea-
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Heay'n calls us different Ways, on thefe beftows
Onc proper Gift, another grants to thofe:

Nort ev'ry Man's oblig'd to fcll his Storc,

And give up all his Subftance to the Poor;
Such as are perfeét, may, I can’t deny;

But by your Leave, Divincs, o am not I.

Full many a Saint, fince firft the World began,
Liv'd an unfpotted Maid in fpite of Man :
Let fuch (a God's Name) with fine Wheat be fed,
And let us honeft Wives cat Barley Bread.
For me, I'll keep the Pofl aflign’d by Heav’n,
And ufethe copious Talent it has givin;
Let my good Spoufe pay Tribute, do me Righr,
And keep an cqual Reck’ning ev'ry Night;
His proper Body is not his, but mine;
For fo faid Pawl, and Paxl’s a found Divine.

Know then, of thofe five Husbands T have had,
Three were jult tolerable, two were bad.
The
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The three were Old, but rich and fond befide,
And toil'd moft pitcoufly to pleafe their Bride:
But fince their Wealth (the beft they had) was mine,
The reft, without much Lofs, X cou’d refign.
Sare to be lov'd, I took no Pains to pleafe,

Yet had more Pleafure far than they had Eafe.

Prefents flow’d inapace : With Show’rs of Gold,
They made their Court, like Fupiter of old.
If I but fmil'd, a fudden Youth they found,

And a new Palfie feiz’d them when I frown'd.

Ye Sov'reign Wives! give Ear, and underftand 5
Thus fhall ye fpeak, and exercifc Command.
For never was it giv’'n to Mortal Man,
To lye fo boldly as we Women can.
Forfwear the Fact, tho’ feen with both his Eyes,
And call jour Maids to Witnels how he lies.

Hark old Sir Pas? (twas thus I us'd to fay)
Whence is our Neighbour’s Wife fo rich and gay?
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T'reated, carefs'd, where-c’er fhe's pleas’d to roam--
I fit in Tatters, and immur'd at home!

Why to her Houfe do’ft thou fo oft repair?

Art thou fo Amorous? Is fhe fo fair?

If I but fcc a Coufin or a Friend,

Lord! how you fwell, and rage like any Fiend !
But you rccl home, a drunken beaftly Bear,

Then preach till Midnight in your eafic Chair;
Cry Wives are falfe, and ev'ry Woman evil,

And give up all that’s Female to the Devil.

If poor (you fay) fhedrains her Husband's Purlc;
If vich, fhe kecps her Prieft, or fomething worfc;
If highly born, intolerably vainj
Vapours and Pride by turns poffefs her Brain:
Now gayly Mad, now fow’rly Splenatick,
Freakifh when well, and fretful when fhe’s Sick.
If fair, then Chaft fhe cannot long abide,

By prefling Youth attack’d on ev'ry fide.
If foul, her Wealth the lufty Lover lurcs,
Or elie her Wit fome Fool-Gallant procures,
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Or elfe fhe Dances with becoming Grace,

Or Shape cxcufes the Defelts of Face.

Therc {wims no Goofe fo gray, but, foon or late,
She finds fome honeft Gander for her Mate.

Horfes (thou fay'ft) and Affcs, Mcn may try,
And found fufpeéted Vefiels cre they buy,
But Wives, a random Choice, untry’'d they takes;
"They dream in Courtthip, but in Wedlock wake.
Then, nor ’till then, the Veil's remov’d away,

And all the Woman glares in open Day.

Youtell me, topreferve your Wife's good Grace,
Your Eyes muft always languifh on my Face,
Your Tongue with conftant Flattries feed my Ear,
And tag each Sentence with, Afy Life! imy Dear!
If, by ftrange Chance, a modeft Blufh b~ rais'd,
Be fure my fine Complexion rauft be prais’d:

My Garments always muft be new and gay,
And Feafts ftill kept upon my Wedding-Day:
Then
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Then muft my Nurfebe pleas’d, and Fav'rite Maid;
And cndlefs Treats, and endlefs Vifits paid,

To a long Train of Kindred, Fricnds, Allies;
All this thou fay'ft, and all thou fay’ft arc Lics.

On Fenkin too you caft a quinting Eye ;
What? can our Prentice raife your Jealoufic?
Frefh arc his ruddy Checks, his Forchead fair,
And like the burnifh’d Gold his curling Hair.
But clear that wrinkled Brow, and quit thy Sorrow,,

I'd {corn your Prentice, thou'd you dic to-morrow.

‘Why arethy Chetfts all lockt? On what Defign ?
Are not thy Worldly Goods and T'reafurc minc?
Sir, I'm no Fool: Nor fhall you, by St. Fobx,
Have Goods and Body to your felf alone.

One you fhall quit---in {pight of both your Eycs---
I heed not, I, the Bolts, the Locks, the Spies.
If you had Wit, you'd fay, “ Go where you will,
¢ Dear Spoufe, I credit not the Tales they tell.

« Take
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& Take all the Frecedoms of a marvied Lifes

¢« I know thee for a virtuous, faithful Wife.

Lord! When you have enough, what need you
How merrily {focver Others fare? ficaze
Tho’ all the Day I take and give Delight,

Doubt nort, fufficient will be left at Night.
"Tis but a juft and rational Defire,
T'o ight a Taper at a Neighbour’s Fire.,

There’s Danger too, you think, in rich Array,
And none can long be modeft that are gay.
The Cat, if you but finge her Tabby Skin,
The Chimney kceps, and fits content within
But once grown fleek, will from her Corner run,
Sport with her Tail, and wanton in the Sun;
She licks her fair round Face, and frisks abroad
To thow her Furr, and to be Catterwaw'd.

Lo thus, my Friends, T wrought to my Defires
Thefe three right Ancient Venerable Sires.
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I told *em, Thus you [ay, and thus you dp ———

And told ’em falfe, but Feukin (wore "twas true,

I, like a Dog, cou'd bitc as well as whine;

And firft complain'd, whenc’er the Guilt was mine.

I tax'd them oft with Wenching and Ainours,

When their weak Legs fearce dragg’d 'em out of
Doors;

And fwore the Rambles that T took by Night,

Were all to {py what Damfcls they bedight.

That Colour brought me many Hours of Mirth;

For all this Wit is giv'n us from our Birth:

Heav'n gave to Woman the peculiar Grace

To {pin, to weep, and cully Human Race.

By this nice Conduét and this prudent Courfe,

By Murmuring, Wheedling, Stratagem and Foree,

| prevail'd, and wou’d be in the right,

Or Curtain-Leétures made a reftlefs Night.

If once my Husband’s Arm was o’er my Side,

What? o familiar with your Spoufe? I cry'd:

I levied firft a Tax upon his Need,

Then let him-==-="twas a Nicesy indecd!
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Let all Mankind this certain Maxim hold,
Marry who will, our Sex is to be Sold!
With empty Hands no Taffels you can lure,
But fulfom Love for Gain we can cndurc:
For Gold we love the Impotent and Old,
And heave, and pant, and kifs, and cling for Gola.
Yet with Embraces, Curfes oft I mixt,
Then kift again, and chid and rail'd betwixt.
Well, I may make my Will in Peace, and die,
For not onc Word in their Arrears am L.
T'o drop a dear Difpute I was unable,
Ev'n tho' the Pope himfelf had fate at Table.
But when my Point was gain’d, then thus I fpoke,
« Billy, my dear! how theepifhly you look?
% Approach my Spoulc, and let mekifs thy Cheek;
¢ Thoufhould’{t be always thus, refign’d and mecek !
“% Of Fob's great Patience fince {o oft you preach,
« Well fhou'd you pradtifc, whofo well can teach,
% *Tis fomething dificult T muft allow,
¢ But T, mv deare®, will infirudt you how.

¢« Great
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« Great is the Blefling of a prudent Wife,

« Who puts a Period to Domeftick Strifc!

« Onc of us two mutt rule, and onc obcy,

% And fince in Manright Reafon bears the Sway,?
¢« Let that frail Thing,weak Woman,have her way.
% The Wives of all our Race have ever rul'd

% Their tender Husbands, and. their Paflions cool'd,
% Fyc, "tis unmanly thus to figh and groan;

“ What? wou'd you have me to your fcIf alone?
€ Why take me Love! take all and ev'ry part !
«- Here's your Revenge! you love it at your Heart,
« Wou'd I vouchfafe to fell what Nature gave,
¢ You little think what Cuftom I cou’d have?

« Butfee! I'mall your own---nay hold---for Shame!

W hat means myDear---indced---you are ro blame.

Thus with my firft three Lords I paft my Life;
A very Woman, and a very Wife!
What Sums from thefe firft Spoufes I cow’d raifc,
Procur’d young Husbands in my riper Days.
Tho'
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Tho® paft my Bloom, not yet decay'd was I,
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a Pye.

In Country Dances moft I did excell,

And fung as fiveet as Evening Philomel.

To clear my Quail-pipe, and refrefh my Soul,
Full oft I drain’d the Spicy Nut-brown Bowl
Of lufcious Wincs, that youthful Blood improve,
And warm the {welling Veins to Feats of Love.
For *tis as fure as Cold ingenders Hail,

A Liqu'rith Mouth muft have a Lech’rous Tail;
‘Wine lets no Lover unrewarded go,

As all true Gamefters by Experience know.

But oh good Gods! whenc’er 2 Thought I caft,
On all the Joys of Youth and Beauty paft,
To find in Pleafures I have had my Part,
Still warms me to the Bottom of my Heart.
This wicked World was once my dcar Delight;
Now all my Conquefls, all my Charms good night!
The Flour confum’d, the beft that now I can
Is ¢’en to make my Markets of the Bran.
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My fourth dear Spoufc was not cxceeding true;
Hc kept, "twas thought, a private Mifs or two:
But all that Score I paid----As how? you'll fay,
Not with my Body, in a filthy way
But I fo dreft, and dancd, and drank, and din'd;
And vicew'd a I'riend, with Eyes fo very kind,

As ftung his Heart, and madc his Marrow fry
With burning Rage, and frantic Jealoufic.
His Soul, I hope, enjoys perpetual Glory,
For here on Earth I was his Purgatory.

Oft, when his Shoe the moft fevercly wrung,
He put on carclefs Airs, and far and fung.
How forc I gall’d him, only Heav'n cou'd know,
And he that felt, and I that caus’d the Woe.
He dy'd when laft from Pilgrimage I came,
With other Goflips, from Ferufalem,

And now lies buried underneath a Rood,

I'air to be feen, and rear'd of honeft Wood.
A Tomb, indeed, with fewer Sculptures grac'd,
Than that Maufslus’ Pious Widow plac’d,

Cr
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Or where infhrin’d the great Darius lay 5

But Coft on Graves is meerly thrown away.
The Pit fill'd up, with Turf we cover'd o'er,
So blefs the good Man's Soul, I fay no more.

Now for my fifth lov’d Lord, the laft and beft;
(Kind Heav’n afford him everlafting Reft)
Full hearty was his Love, and 1 can fhew
The Tokens on my Ribs, in Black and Blue:
Yer, with aKnack, my Heart he cou’d have won,
While yet the Smart was thooting in the Bone.
How quaint an Appetite in Women reigns!
Free Gifts we {corn, and Jove what cofts us Pains:
Let Men avoid us, and on them we leap;
A glutted Market makes Provifion cheap.

In pure good Will I took this jovial Spark,
Of Oxford he, a moft egregious Clerk :
He boarded with 2 Widow in the Town,
A trufty Goflip, one Dame Alifon.
Fufl
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Full well the Scerets of my Soul the knew,
Better than c’er our Parifth Priclt cou’d do.

T'o her I told whatever did befal;

Had but my Husband Pitt againft 2 Wall,

Or donc a thing that might have coft his Life,
She---and my Ncice---and onc more worthy Wife
Had known it all: \What moft he wou'd conceal,
To thefe I made no Scruple to reveal.

Oft has he blufh’d from Ear to Ear for Shame,

That e’er he told a Secret to his Dame.

It fo befell, in Holy Time of Lent,
That oft a Day [ to this Goflip went;
(My Husband, thank my Stars, was out of Town)
From Houfc to Houfe we rambled up and down,
ThisClerk, my felf, and my good Neighbour Alee,
To fee, be feen, to tell, and gather Tales;
Vifizs to ev’ry Church we daily paid,
And march’d in ev’ry holy Mafquerade,
The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept;
Not much we fafted, but fcarce ever flept.
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At Sermons too I thone in Scarlet gay ;
The wafting Moth ne’er {poil’d my beft Array;
The Caule was this; I wore it ev'ry Day.

"T'was when frefh May her early Bloffoms yiclds
The Clerk and I were walking in the Fields.
We grew fo intimate, I can’t tell how,
I pawn’d my Honour and ingag’d my Vow,
If ¢’er I laid my Husband in his Urn,
That he, and only he, fhou’d ferve my Turn.
We ftrait ftruck Hands; the Bargain was agreed;
I ftill have fhifts againft a Time of Need:
The Moufe that always trufts to one poor Hole,
Can never be a Moufe of any Soul.

Ivow’d, 1 {carce cou’d fleep fince firft I knew him,
And druft be fivorn he had Bewitch'd me to him:
If ¢’er I flept, I dream’d of him alone,

And Dreams foretel, as Learned Men havethown:
All this I faid ; but Dream, Sirs, I had none.
Cz
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I follow'd but my crafty Crony’s Lorcy
Who bid me tell this Lye— and twenty more,

"T'hus Day-by Day, and Month by Month we paft;
It pleas'd the Lord ro take my Spoufe at laft!
I tore my Gown, I foil’'d my Locks with Dutft,
And beat my Breafts, as wretched Widows-~-muft.
Bcefore my IFace my Handkerchicf I fpread,
To hide the Flood of Tcars I did #os fhed.
The good Man’s Coflin to the Church was born;
Around, the Neighbours, and my Clerk too, mourn,
But as he march’d, good Gods! he fhow'd a Pair
Of Legs and Feet, fo clean, o ftrong, fo fair!
Of twenty Winters Age he feem'd to be;
I (to fay truth) was twenty more than he:
But vig'rous ftill, a lively buxom Dame,
And had a wond'rous Gift to quench a Flame.
A Conjurer once that deeply cou'd divine,
Affur'd me, Mers in Taurus was my Sign.
As the Stars order’d, fuch my Life has been:
Alas, alas, that cver Love was Sin! Fair
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Fair Penus gave me Firc and fprightly Grace,
And Mars Affurance, and a dauatlefs Face.
By Vertue of this pow’rful Conftellation,

I follow’d always my own Inclination.

But to my Tale: A Month fcarce pafs’d away,
With Dance and Song we kept the Nuptial Day.
All I poffiefs’d I gave to his Command,

My Goods and Chattels, Mony, Houfe, and Land:
But oft repented, and repent it ftill;

He prov’d a Rebel to my Sov'reign Will:

Nay once by Heav’n he firuck me on the Face:

Hear but the Fact, and judge your felves the Cafe.

Stubborn as any Lionnefs was I:
And knew full well to raife my Voice on high;
As true a Rambler as I was before,
And wou'd be {o, in {pight of all he fwore.
He, againft this, right fagely wou'd advife,
And old Examples fet before my Eyes;
C3; Tell
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Tell how the Roman Matrons led their Life,
Of Gracchus’ Mother, and Duilius' Wifc s

And chofe the Scrmon, as befeem’d his Wi,
WWith fome grave Sentence out of Holy Writ.
Oft wou'd he fay, Who builds his Houfe on Sands,
Pricks his blind Horfc acrofs the Fallow Lands,
Or lets his Wife abroad with Pilgrims roam,
Deferves a Fool's-Cap and long Ears at home.
All this avail’d not; for whoc’er he be

Thar tells my Faults, I hate him mortally:
Aud fo do Numbers more, I'll boldly fay,

Men, Women, Clergy, Regular and Lay.

My Spoufe (who was, you know, to Learning bred)
A certain Treatife oft at Evening: Read,
Where divers Authors (whom the Dev’] confound
For all their Lies) were in one Volume bound.
Valerius, wholes and of St. Jerome, Part;
Chryfippus and Tertullian; Ovid’s Art;
Solomcx’s Proverbs, Heloifa's Loves ;
And many morc than fure the Church approves.
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More Legends were there here, of wicked Wives,
Than good, in all the Bible and Saiint's- Lives.
Who drew the Lion Panquifp’d? *T'was a Man.
But cou’d we Women write as Scholars can,

Men fhou’d ftand mark’d with far more Wickednefs,
Than all the Sons of Adam cou’d redrefs.

Love feldom haunts the Breaft where Learning lics,
And Penus fets when Mercury docs rife.

Thofc play the Scholars who can’t play the Men;
And ufe that Weapon which they have, their Pen;
When old, and paft the Relith of Dclight,

Then down they {it, and in their Dotage write,
That not one Woman keeps her Marriage Vow.
(This by the Way, but to my Purpofe now.)

It chanc’d my Husband on a Winter’s Night
Read in this Book, aloud, with ftrange Delight,
How the firft Female (as the Scriptures fhow)
Brought her own Spoufc and all his Race to Wor
How Samfon’s Heart falfe Dalilzh did move,

His Strength, his Sight, his Life, were loft for Love.
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Then how Alcides dy'd, whom Dejanire

Wrapt in th’ envenom’d Shirt, and fcc on Fire.
How curlt Eryphile her Lord betray'd,

And the dire Ambufh Clytemncfira laid.

But what moft pleas’d him was the Cretan Dame,
And Husband-Bull---Oh monitrous! fic, for Shame!

He had by Heart the whole Detail of Woc
Xantippe made her good Man undergos
How oft fhe {colded in 2 Day, he knew,
How many Pifspots on the Sage the threw;
Who took it patiently, and wip'd his Head;
Rain follows Thunder, that was all he faid,

He read how rixs to his Friend complain'd
A fatal Zrer was growing in his Land,
Oa which three Wives fucceflively had twin'd
A {liding Noofe, and waver'd in the Wind.
Vhere grows this Plant (reply’d the Friend) oh
—_— s [where?
¥or better Fruitdid never Orchard bear:
Give
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Give me fome Slip of this moit blifsful T'ree,
And in my Garden planted fhall it be!
[prove,
Then how two Wives their Lord’s Deftrution
Thro' Hatred onc, and one thro’ too much Love;
That for her Husband mix’d a Poys'nous Draught ;
And this for Luft an am’rous Philtre bought,
The nimble Juice foon feiz'd his giddy Head,
Frantic at Night, and in the Morning dead.
[flain,
How fome with Swords their fleeping Lords have
And fome have hammer’d Nails into their Brain,
And fome have drench’d them with a deadly Potion;
All this he read, and read with great Devotion.
(frown’d,
Long time I heard, and fwell’d, and blufh’d, and
But when no End of thefe vile Tales T found,
When ftill he read, and laugh’d, and read again,
And half the Night was thus confum’d in vain;

Provok'd
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Provok'd to Vengeance, threc large Leaves T tore,
And with onc Buffet fell'd him on the Floor.
With that my Husband in a Fury rofe,

And down he fettled me with hearty Blows:

I groan'd, and lay cxtended on my Side;

Oh thou haft flain me for my Wealth (I cry’d)
Yer I forgive thee —Take my laft Embrace.

He wept, kind Soul! and ftoop’d to kifs my J'ace;
I took him fuch a Box as turn’d him blue,

'I‘hcn. figh'd and cry’d, Adici my Dear, adien!

But after many a hearty Struggle paft,
I condefcended to be pleas’d at latt.
Soon as he faid, My Miftrefs and my Wife,
Do what you lift the Term of all your Life:
I took to Heart the Merits of the Caufe,
And ftood content to rule by wholfome Laws;
Receiv’d the Reins of Abfolute Command,
With all the Government of Houfe and Land ;
And Empire o'er his Tongue, and o’cr his Hand.
As
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As for the Volume that revil'd the Dames,
*Twas torn to ['ragments, and condemn’d to Flames,

Now Heav'n on all my Husbands gone, beftow
Pleafurcs-above, for Torturcs felt below :
That Reftthey wifth’d for, grant them in the Grave,
And blefs thofe Souls my Conduct help’d to fave !
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