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Euglands Heroicall Epifiles. 45

Freamp'd at Molans in wars boww alarmes,
Figft, &,

Neere vnto Melans, vpon the River of Scyme, was the appoin-
ted place of parley, beiweene the two Kings of Eogland and
France, to which place , [fade? the Quecne of Frates, and the
Duke of Burgoyne, brovght the yong Poncefle Sasheniss, where
King Hemry firit faw her,

And on my demplés fei a dowdle Crotvate,

Hemry the filt and Queene Kalberinee, were mhken as King and
Queene of France, and dudng the life of Clarfes the French king,
Hewry wus called King of England, and Belre of Frinee, and after
the death of Aewry the Aft, Senry the Oxt bis fonne, (hen being ve-
ry yong, was crowned at Paris, as true and jawfull King of Eng-
land and Fraoce.

At Troy in Chospaing he 4l fr enivr,

Troy in Champaing, was the place where that vidtorleas king
Henry the Gft married the Peincelle Xavkerine, in the prefence of
the chiefe nobilitte of the Rexlmes of England and France.

N thyle mreal Nitles vanely wil T éring,
Wife, dauglier, mother, &y,

Few (Quesnes of England or France, wers eusr more priucely
alied then this Queens, as it hath beene noted by Hiftorfogra-
phers.

Nor thinke fo Tudor that ikis Jour of mpime,
Showld wreng the Gauni-bovae, dree,

Noting the difeent of Heary her husband, from Jedw Dnke of
Lancaftar, the fourth foone of Edwara’ the thisd, which Doke Jods
way firnamed Gaont, of the Cittie of Gaunt in Flanders, where
ke was borne,

Ner Bvre the Englick blood, the Sunne and Moens,
Tragine bre,

Alluding the greatnes of the Eoglith line, to Pladur and Fhar-
Je, fained to be the children of Larews, whofe heaneoly kind might
feorne to be joyned with any earthly progenis ; yet withail, bon-
fting the blood of France, ws not inferior to theirs, And with this
allufion followeth on the hiftorie of the firike betwixt Jfwms and
the race of Cadmrur, whole Line wes aflidked by the wrath of
heapen, The children of Afpbs flaine, for which the wofgll mo-

ther,
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Englands Hevotcall Epifiies.

ther became a rocke, puthing forth comtinoally a fountaine of
teares,
And Tohn and Longfhanks ifie, dotk qfiad,

Lketoeltin ov Leoline ap foreeth, married fazme, daughter to Iung
dokn, n moft beautifull Lady. Seme Authors affirme that the was
bufe borne, Lhrweliin ap Gryftk, warried Elmor, daughter to Si-
#ion Menifert, Farle of Leicefier, and Cofin to Edward Lomg-
JRamder, both which LAsoafin: wepe Prioces of Wales.

Of Camilt axd atl ke Pewiccoyly,
A Nephemes roome, &%,

Camilot, the antient Pallace of King Arthuy, to which place
all the Knightos of that famous onder yeerely repaired at Peuti-
eoft, according to tha 'aw of the Table, and moit of the famous
bhome-borne Eoights were of that Couniry, as to this day is
parccived by their anifen! moonments.

Wien Hoody Rufus fought your witer facks,

Noting the ill foceefe which that Wifdam Sufur had in ten
voyage he made into Wales; in which a numbar of his chisfe
Nobilitie were faine,

And af peturndy witk plopiows victoris,

Neding the divers fundry incorfions that the Welchmen made
tto Bogland, in the time of Ragfis, oA, Sewry the fecond , and
Long Ak,

Yo Ower Tudor o Queene
Katherine.
{name,

WHen fir(k mine eyes beheld your princely

And found from whence this frendly letter

As in excefle of ioy my felfe forgot, (came,

Whether [ faw it, or J faw it not ;

My panting heart doth bid mine eyes proceede,M
¥y
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Englands Heroicall Epifiles. 46

My dazeled eye, inuites my tongue to reede ;

Mine eye fhould guide my tongue, amazed mift it,

My lips which now (hould (peak, are dombe, & kift it,

And leaues the paper in my trembling hand,

‘When all my fences fo amazed ftand ;

Euen as a mother comming to her childe,

‘Which from her prefence hath been long exilde,

With tender armes his gentle necke doth ftraine,

Now kifling him, now clipping him againe;

And yet exceffiue joy deludas her fo,

As ftill The doubts if this be hers or no :

At length awak'ned from this pleafing dreame,

When paflion fomwhat leaves to be extreame,

My longing eyes, with their faire obieft meete,

Where euery letter’s pleafing, sach word fweete.

It was not Henrizs conquefts nor his Court,

That had the power to win me by report,

Nor was his dreadfull terror-firiking name,

The caufe that I [rom Wales to England came ;

For Chriftian Rhodes, and sur religions truth,

To great atchieuements firlt had wonne my youth ;

Before aduenture did my valour ptoue,

Before I yet knew what it was to loue:

Nor came [ hether by fome poore cuent,

But by th'sternall Deflinies confent,

Whofe vocompriled wifedomes did fore-fee,

That you in marriage fhould be linck'd to mee.

By our great Mevlin, was it not fore-told,

{Amongft his holy prophecies enrold)

‘When firlt he did of Tudors name diuine,

That Kings and Queenes fhould follow in our line,
And
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Notes of the Chronicle hifiorie.

And that the Helme, (the Tudors antient Creft)

Should with the golden Flower-delice be dreft ;

And that the Leeke, {(our Countries chiefe renowne)

Should grow with Rofes in the Englith Crowne :

As Charles faire daughter, you the Lilly weare,

As Heweries Queene the blufhing Rofe you beare ;

By France's conquelt, and by Englands oth,

You are the true made dowager of both;

Both in your crowne, both in your cheeke together,

Jfoyne Fethers loue to yours, and yours to Tepker.

Ther make no future doubts, nor feare no hate,

When it fo long hath beene fore-teld by Fate;

And by the all.difpofing doome of heauen,

Before our births, voto one bed were giuen.

No Pallas hecrs, nor Juns ig at all,

When £ to Fennr give the golden ball ;

Ner when the Gracians wonder F enioy,

None in reuenge to kindle fire in Troy.

And haue not ftrange euents divinde to vs,

That in our love we fhould be profperous.

When in your prefence J was call'd to dance,

In lofty trickes whilit  my felfe aduance;

And in my turne, my footing failde by hap,

‘Was't not my chance to light into your lap ?

Who would not iudge it Fortunes greatelt grace,

Sith he muft fall, to fall in fuch 2 place?

His birth from heauen, your Twuder not derives,

Nor ftande on tip-toes in fuperlatives,

Although the enuious Englifh do deuife,

A thoufand ieals of our hyperbolies ;

Nor de 7 claime that plot by antient deedes,
Where
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Englands Herolcall Epifiles. 47

Where Phabus pattures his firie-breathing fteedes ;

Nor do I boaft my god-made Grand(ires [carres,

Nor Giants trophies in the Féfams warres ;

Nor faine my birth {your princely eares to pleals)

By three nights getting as was Hercules,

Nor doe I forge my long delcent to runne

From aged Neptune, or the glorious Sunne,

And yet in Wales with them moft famous be,

Qur learned Bards doe fing my pedigree,

And boaft my birth from great Cadwalilader,

From old Cair-fepton, in mount Palador,

And from Eneons line, the South-wales king

By Theodor the Tuders name do bring.

My royall mothers princely focke began,

From her great grandam faire Guensllian ;

By true defcant from Leolin the great,

As well from North-wales as faire Powlands feat ;

Though for our princely genealogie,

1 doe not ftand to make apologie

Yet who with iudgements true vnpartiall eyes,

Shall locke from whence our name at firft did rife,

Shall finde that Fortune is to vs in debt ;

And why not Tuder as Plontaginet !

Not that terme Croggew, nicke-name of difgrace,

Vide as a2 by-word now in euery place,

Shall blot our blood, or wrong & Welchmans name,

Which was at firft begot with Englands fhame.

QOur valiant fwords our right did &1l maintaine,

Apgainft that cruell, prowde, viurping Dane ;

And bucklde in fo many dangerous fights,

With Nerwayes, Swethens, and with Mufeonits,
And
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Englands Hevoicall Epifiles.

And kept our native langnage new thus long,
And to this day yet never changde our tong,
When they which now our Nation faine would tame,
Subdude, have loft their country, and their name :
Nor neyer could the Satons fwords proucke
Qur Brittaine neckes to beare their feruile yoke,
Where Camdrizer pleafant Countries bounded bee,
With fwelling Sewerae , and the holy Dee;
And fince great Brutur firlt arriv'd, have ftood,
The onely remnant of the Frofax blood.
To euery maz is not allotted chaunce,
To boaft with Hexry to haue conquerd Fraunce ;
Vet if my fortunes ¢hus may raifed be,
This may prefage a farther good to me,
And gur 5, Dawid, in the Britiatnes right,
May ioyne with Grorge, the falnted Englith knight,
And old Caer-marden, Merling famons towne,
WMot feorn'd by Londss, though of fuch renowne.
Ah would to God, that hourc my hopes attend,
Were with my with brought to defired end,
Blame me not Madame, though E thus defire,
When cies with enuie doe my hap admire ;
Till now your heauty in nights bofome flept,
What eie durft ftirre, where awfull Henry kept ?
Who dusft attempt to faile but neere the bay,
Where that all-conquering great A/lvédes lay ¢
Thy beauty now is fet 2 royall prize,
And Kings repaite to cheapen merchandize.
I thou but walke to take the breathing aire,
Orithia makes me that 1 Horeas feare,
if to the fire Jowe once in lightning came,

And
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