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To the READER.
JW

Pabtifklng this Tragedy y
I do hut challenge to myJetf that liherty which

ether men hew tane hefor% mi ; nH that I njfeEl/prnift by it
;
fir 9 nos haec no-

vimus efifc fffhil; : imlyy.fince it was AHid in f$ open , and Hack, a 7 ksatre,

that it wanted (that which is the only Grace and fitting em of a Trw'dy) a full

and underftantling Auditory : and thaty fiace thM time% I have noted \m»ft ofike

People that com* to that Play-H tufty rtfimhle tkofe igwrjtt AJfes y
who vlfiting

Stf lowers Sheps
y
their ufeisnet to inquire ftr good bookjy hut nm Books ; / pre*

fent it tithe general viewy with this confidence,

Nec rhonchos metues mahgnorum,
Nec Scombri's tunicas da bis mok-ftas.

IfU he ohjeBed this is no true Dramatic^ Poems I fhall eafly cenfefs it; Non
potes in nugas dicere plura ir-t;a> , Ipfe ego quam dixi filling ) W* d nW igno-

rantIf, have Ifaulted : for fhonld a.man prefent to fuch an Auditory the moft fen-

tennous Tragedy that ever was writteny objerving dl the, critical Laws, as height

of Stj ley and gravity of Perfon ; enrich it rvith thefententiom Chorus, andy as it

were, enliven Death, in the paftienate And weighty Nuntius : yet after all this Di~
vine Rapture , O dura mefforum ilia \ the breath that comes from the Uncap *l>l*

multitude is able to poifin it \ and ere it he Afled , let the Amhor refolve uft c
t

to every Seme% this of Horace :

Haec hodie Porcis comedenda relinqnes.

7o thofiy who report / was a long time inftnijhing this Tragedy , / confefsy f da

not write with a Gooft- quill winged with two feathert • and if they will ne*dt

make it my fault , / mnfl an{wer them with that of Euripides to Alceftides , a
Tragickyoriter • Alceftides objecting, that Euripides had only in three days eem-

pofed three ve> fe/9 whereas himfelf had written three hundred : Thou tell ft truth

(quoth he) hut here's the difference y thine fhall only he read for three dayt} where-

as minefcaH continue three ages.

Detraction is the [worn friend to ignorance :for mint own party I have ever truly

eherifht my. good opinion ofother mens worthy Labors
;
efpecialh of tlatf/tll and

heightnedffitif Mr. Chapman ; the labour
9

i and underftandirg works of Mr.
Johnfon ; the n6 left worthy etmpofurts if the both worthily excellent Mr. Bea-

mont, and Mr* Fletcher : And laftly% (without wrong lap to be named) the right

happy, and copious induftry ofAirAhakefpear, iWr.Decker, Mr. Heywood, &c. $
veifhingy what I writ, may be read by their light r Prottfting, that<, in the ftrengtb

ifmint own judgement y I know thtm fo worthy , that though I reft filent in my
own work^yet to moft oftheirs Ldartrfwithoutflattery) fix that 0/Martial

;

Non noruntH^c monumenta mori,

_ J.
W.

In Mentem Authoris.
Scire velis qmd fit Mulier ? quo percitet ceftro f

En tihiy ft fapias, cumfait, millefaltt*

J, Wilfonr
A 2 The



The Perfons.
Monticelfo/ A Cardinal

5 afterwards Pope Paul the fourth.

Fraqcifco de ? Duke of Florence ; in the 4>
th

- n B difguivdfor a Moor,
Medicis. S under the name ofMulinaffar.

j> ,
. TOthemife^ Paulo Giordano Urfini , Duke of Brachiano

5

JJrachiano.
J. Hus(?andt0 ifabella, and in lovewith Vittoria.

Giovanni.-

—

Mis Son^bf IfabeJla.

Lodovico. An Italian Countybut decay d.

Gafpara Friendsi> and Dependents on the Duke of Florence."

Camillo. -Husbandto Vittoria.

Hortenfio. ^ One ofbrachiano'* Officers.

Marcello.-AnAttendant on the Duke ofB\otence,and Brother toYktOti^

Flamineo. His Brother
;
Secretary to Brachiano.

Jaques. A Moor, Servant to Giovanni*

Ifabelk. -Sifter to Francifco de Medicis, andrfifc to BrachianoJ

Vittoria Corom-^A Venetian Lady\ fir{{married to Camillo, after*

bona, 3 wards to Brachiano.

Cornelia. Mother to Vittoria, Flamineo, 4«rfMatcelIo.

Zanche. A Moqr, Servant to Vittoria.

Embafjadors. ) \Phyfitiansl

Courtiers. ( ^Conjurer.

Lawyers. f jArmorer0

Officers. J XAttendat)®,
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THE
TRAGEDY

OF T H IE

Duke of Braehiano0
and Vittoria Corombona> '$

ACTUS Primus. SGEN A Prima.

Enter Count Lodovlco , AntoneUi , *xd Gaffart* \\

Aniflit ? Anto. It grievM me anicn^o* bear the fencence*

Led. Ha, ha ! O DemocrltiHj thy Gods
That govern the whole world, Cour rly reward,

And punifhment ; Fortune's a right whore.
U fhe give ought, (he deals it infraall parcels,

That fhe may take away all at one fwoop.

This 'tis to have %reac enemies* God quit them :

Your wolfno longer feeriis to be a wolf

Then when flie's hungry. Gaf. You term thofe enemies

Are men of Princely rank ? LoA. Oh, I pray for them*

The violent thunder is ador'd by thofe

Are daflit in pieces by it. A nto. Come, my Lord,

You're juftly doorn'd ; look but a little back

Inco your former life : you have in three years

Ruin'd the Nobleft Earldom. Gaf. Your followers

Have fwallow'd you like Mummy; and being fick

With fuch unnatural and horrid Phyfick,

Vomit you up i'ch kennel, Anto. All che damnable degrees

Of drinkings have you ftagger'd through ; one Citizen

Is Lord of two fair Mannors call you matter, h r .

Only for Caviare. Gaf Thofe Noblemen
Which were invited to your prodigal feafts,

Wherein the Phoenix fcarce tould fcape your throats,

Laugh at your naifery, as fore-deeming you
An idle Meteor, which drawn from the earth

Would be loon lod i'r h air. Anto . Jeft upon you, t
And fay you were bego'ten in an Earthquake,

You have ruin'd fuch fair Lord/hips. Lod, Very goocfo

This Well goes with two buckets, I muft cen4

B The



Vittoria Corombona^Or^

The pouring out of eithW Oaf. Worfe then thefe,

You have afted certaiqfl&lurders here in Rome,

Bloody and full of hofton Lod. Tas they were flea-bitingss

Why took they not^ny head then ? Gaf. O my Lord,

The Law doth fometimes mediate, thinks it good

Not ever to fteep violent fir# in blood :

This gentle' penance may both end your crimes,

And in tki example better thefe bad^imes.

r Lod. So, but 1 wonder then fdme great men fcap^ -

This banifliment : ther's Paulo Giordans Urfinif

TheJPuke of Brachlano, now lives in Rome,

Ajffby clofe Pandarifm feeks to proftitute

e honour of Vittoria Cerombona :

.

faoHf, Ihe that might have got my pardon

br onekifs to the Duke. Anto t Have a full man within your

We fee that Trees bear no fuch pleafant fruit

There where they grew firft, as where they are new fet.

Perfumes the more they are chaf'd, the more they render

Their pleafant fcents ; and affli&'on

Exprcffeth virtue fully, whether true.

Or elfe adulterate. Lod, Leave your painted comforts

;

He make Italian cut-works in their guts

If ever I return. Gaf. OSir. Lod. I am patient

;

1 have feen feme ready to be executed

Give pleafant looks, and money, and grown familiar

With the knave hangman ; fo do I, I thank them,

An! would account them nobly merciful

Would they difpatch me quickly. Anto. Fare you well,

We fhall find time, I doubt not, to repeal

Your banifhaaent. Lod. I am ever bound to you. Enter Senate.

This it the worlds aim*; pray make ufe of it

;

Great men fell fheep, thus to be cut in pieces,

When firft they have fhorn them bare, and fold their fleeces* Exemn
Acl* i. Seen. 2.

Enter Brachlano, Flamineo, Vittoria.

Bra* Your beft of reft. Vlt. Unto my Lord the Duke
The beft of welcome. More lights : Attend the Duke. Exit Vit*

Bra. Flamlneo. Fla. My Lord. #r<*.Quite loft S Flaminck
Fla. Purfus your noble wifhes, I am prompt

As 1 ghtning to yoar fervice, O my Lord

!

The Fair Vittoria, my happy Sifter,

Shall £
;ve you preterit audience : Gentlemen, pbifperl

L^ the caroacn go on 5 and 'tis his pleafure

You put oiit all your torches and depart.

.



The White DevM*
^

Bra. AreW fo happy > Fla. Can't be otherwife ? ^

Obferv'd you not to night, my honour'd Lord,

Which wafcfo ere (he went, (he threw her eyes

;

I have dealt already with her Chamber- maid*

Zanche the Moor ;
and (he is wondrous proud

To be the agent for fo high a fpirit.

Bra. We are happy above thought, becaufe 'bove merit.*

F/tf.'Bove merit ! we may now talk freely s 'beve merit! what i'il you

doubt ? her Coynefs ! that's but the fuperficies of hut molt women have
; yet

why fhould Ladies bluffi to hear that nam'd which they do not tear to handle ?

O, they are politick
;
They know our defire is increased by the difficulty of in-

joying , where a fatiety is a bluut, weary and drow-fie paffion ; if the Butt'ry-

hatch at Couftt ftood continually open , there would be nothing fo paflfionate

crowding, nor hot fait after the beverage*

Bra. O, but her jealous husband.

Fla. Hang him
;
a gilder that hath his brains perifht with quick- filver is

not more cold in the Liver. The great Barriers moulted not more feathers,

then he hath fhed hairs , by the confeffion of his Dodlor. An Irifh Gamefter,

tttat will play himfelf naked , and then wage all downwards, at hazard, is not

more venturous. So unable to pleafe a woman, that, like a Dutch doublet, all

his back is (brunk into his Breeches.

Shrowd you within this Clofet, good my Lord;

Some trick now muft be thought on to divide

My Brother in law from his fair bed- fellow.

Bra. O, fhould fhe fail to come.
Fla. I muft not have your Lordfhip thus unwifely amorous s I my fel£ have

loved a Lady , and purfued her with a great deal of under-age proteftation,

whom fome three or four gallants that have rnjoyed , would with all their

hearts have been glad to have been rid of : *Tis juft like a Summer Bird-cage

in a Garden ; the Birds that are without defpair to get in
;
and the birds that

are within defpair , and are in aConfumption, for fear they {hall never get

out : away, away, my Lord. r *u
See here he comes : this fellow by his apparel

bnttr^amw.

Some men would judge a Polititian :

But call his wit in queftion, you fhali find him
Meerly an Afs in's foot- cloth.

How now, Brother ? what travelling to bed to your kind wife?

Cam. I affure you Brother,no 5 My voyage lies

More Northerly, in a far colder clime

;

I d© not well remember, I proteft, when I laft lay with her,

Fla. Strange you flaould lofe your Count.
Cam. We never lay together, but ere morning

There grew a flaw between us. Fla. 'Thad been your part

To have made up that flaw,

Cam, True, but fhc loaths I fhould be feen in't.

B 2 F/4.



Vittoria Coromb<ma,Ov%

Fla. Why Sir, what** the matter ?

Cam. The Duke your Matter vilits me, I thank bi.n

;

And I perceive how, like an earneft bowler,

He very paffionittly leans that way

He would have his bowl run,

Fla.l ho >e you do not think

Cam. That Noblemen bowl booty : Faith, his cheek

Hath a moil excellent Bias, it would fain jump wnh my Miftrcfu

Fla. Will you be an Afs,

Defptght your JriftotU a or a Cuckold,

Contrary to your Ephemtridsf,

Which fliews you under what a tailing Planet

You were firA iwadled ?

Cam. Pew wew, Sir, tell not me
Of Planets, nor of Ephsmcn'des

:

A man may be made Cuckold in the day-time,

When the Stars eyes are our. Fla. Sir, God bu'y you-;

I do commit you to your pitiful pillow

Stuft with horn- (havings. Cam. Brother. Fla. God refufe mc£
Might I advife you now, your only courfe

Were to lock up your wife. Cam. 'Twere very good.

Fla. Bar her the fight of revels. Cam. Excellent.

Fla. Let her not go to Churchy but like a hound

In Leon, at your heels. Cam. 'Twere for her honour.

Fla. And fo you (hall be certain, in one fortnight*

Defpight her.chiftity or innocence,

To be Cuckolded, which yet is in fufpence:

This is my counfcl, and I ask no fee for't.

C*».Come>you know not where my night- cap wrings me.

Fla. Wear it on th'old fafhion ; Ice your large ears come through, it will be

more eafic ;
nay I will be bitter, bar your wife of her entertainment : women

are more willingly and more glarioufly chalt-e, when they are leaft retrained

of their liberty* It feesas you would be a fine Capriciou* Mathematically jea-

lous Coxcomb; take the'height of your own horns with a Jacih ftaff afore they

are up. Thefe politick inc!of'sr.;s of paltry Mutton , make more rebellion in

the flefli , theo all the provocative Electuaries Doctors have uttcr'd fince the

laft Jubilee.

Cam. This doth not ph vfickme.

Fla. It feems you are J^aious ; tie (hew you the error of it by a familiar

example : I have feen a pair of fpeftacles fafhion'd with fuch pcrfpe&ive art,

that lay down but one twelve pence oth'board , 'twill appear as if there were

twenty ; now, fhould you wear a pair of thefe fpettacles , and fee your Wife
tying her (hooe , vou would Imagine twenry hands were taking up of your
Wives clothes ; and this would put vou »nto a horrible caufelcfs fury.

C**vThe fault there, Sir, unot in the eye-fight.

Ft*.



The White Devil.

Fla. TruC; but they that have tue Yellow J&undife think ail ohfc&s rfcey

look on to be yellow. Jealoulie is worfe • her frtrpfefent ro a ma , , i.ke to

many Babbles in a Balon afwater , twenty feytial crabbed raco ; a /

times make* his own fhaciow hf$ Cuckdd*irak^r, * See

ihc comes ; what reafon have you to be J^lous^f this Enter Vit^

Creature? what an ignorant Ais, or flate'ring Knave
might he b* counted, that ftould write Sonne's cb her Eyes : or call fai Brow
the Snow of Ida , or Ivory of Corinth-, or compare her jiair i

> t.f L»',ck-

birds Bill, when 'tis likcr the Black-birds Feather ? Thiiis all ; St *rf< . I

will make you Friends, 3r;d you (lull go to bed together mai ry Ibok vr,-,

itfhsilnot be yourfeeking • do you ftand upon that, by any m ans, talk
\ i

aloof; X would not have youfeenin'r. Siller, my Lord attends you in the

Bancjuetting-houfe; your Husband is wondrous dilcontemet 1

.

Vit* I^id nothing to difpleafe him j I carved to him atfupper-time.

Fla.You need not have carved him in faith, they fay he is 3 Capon already;

I mull now fcemingly fall out with you. Shall a Gentleman fo well defccridfcd

tiCamlfo a loulie Slave , that within this twenty years rode with the

Black-guard, in the Dukes carriage, 'mongifc fpits and dripping-pans.

Cam, Now he begins to tickle her.

FU. An excellent Scholar—- one that hath a Head fillM with Calves-

brains without any Sage in them ; come crouching in the hams to you fort-

nights lodging? that hath an itch in'shams , which like the fireattheGlafs-

houfe hath not gone out this feven ye*rs : Is he not a Courtly Gentleman?—
when he wears white Sattin, one would take him by his black muzzle to be no
other creature then a Maggot

;
you are a goodly Foife , I confefs , well fet

out but cover'd with a falfe (tone, you counterfeit Diamond,
Cam. He will make her know what is m me.

FU. Come, my Lord attends you ; thou fluk go to bed to my Lord.
Cam.Now he comes to'c.

Fla. With a rellifh as curious as s Vintner going to tafte new Wine ; I am1

op'ning your cafe hard.

Cam. A Virtuous Brother, on my credit

Fla. He will give thee a Ring, with a Puilofophen S one in it.

Cam. Indeed I am ftudying Alchvmy.

FAf.Thou dial'' lie in a Bed ituft with Turtle- feathers , fwoon inperfuo?.M

t Linnen, like theFellow fmother'd in Rofcs ; Co ptrfctf: (hall be thy happinefs,

that as Men at Sea think Land , and Trees, and Shipl go that way they go

;

fo, both Heaven and Earth (hall feem to go your Voyage. Share meet hiro
j

'tis fixt, with nails of Diamonds, to inevitable necellity,

Vlt. How {hsl's rid ivm hence ? ajide^

FU. I will put Brees in's tail, fet frm gadding prefently.

I have almoft wrought her to it, I find her coming
;
bur might To CamiHe.

Iadvifcyou, now for this night I would noc lie with her;

I would crofs her humor to make her more humble
Cam. Shall I, fhall I ?.



Vittoria Corombona^ Or,

Fla. It will fhew in you a Supremacy of Judgment,

Cam. True, and & mind differing from the tumultuary opinion
; for, qua ni+

gata %
grata.

FU. Right : you are the Adamant (hall draw her to you > though you keep

*liftance off.

Cam. A Philofoptiical reafon.

Fla. Walk by her oth' Noblemans fafhion , and tell her you will lie with

her at the end of the Progrefs.

Cam. Vittoria^ I cannot be induc'd, or as a man would fay, incited.

Vit. To dowhat,Sir?

Cam. To lie with you to night
;
your filk-worm ufeth to fad every third day,

and the next following fpins the better. To morrow at night I am for you.

Vit. You'l fpin a fair thread, truft to't,

Fla. But,do you hear? lihall have you tteal to her Chamber about midnight.

Cam. Do you think fo? why look you Brother ; becaufe you fhall not think

ile gull you, take the key, lock me into the chamber , and fo you fhall be fure

of me. ^
Fla. In troth I will, ile be your Gaoler once

;

But have you ne'r a falfe door ?

Cam- A pox on*c, as I am a Chriftiari • tell me to morrow how fcurvily fhe

takes my unkind parting,

Fla. I will. CW.Oidli thou not mark the jeft of the filk'worm ? good
night ; in faith I will ufe this trick often.

Fla* Do, do, do. " Exit Camillo.

So, now you are fafe. Ha, ha, ha ; thou intangleft thy felf in thine own work,

like a filk-worm.

Aa. i. Seen, 3.

Come Sifter , darknefs hides your blufh ; women are like curft dogs, cruelty

keeps them tied all day time, but they are let loofe at midnight, then they do
moft good or molt mifchier

;
my Lord, my Lord. Enter Bracbiano.

Bra. Give credit
?
- 1 could wifh time would ftand ftill,

And never end this enterview this hour, Zanche brings out a Carpet,

But all delight doth i t felf foon'ft devour. fpreads it, and lays on it two

Let me into your bofome, happy Lady, fair Cnfhions.

Pout out in ftead of Eloquence my vows 5 Enter Cornelia.

Loofe me not Madam, for if you forgo me, I am loft eternally.

Vit. Sir, in the way t>f pity I wifh you heart-whole.
Bra. You are a fweet Phylitian.

Vit, Sure, Sir, a loath'd cruelty in Ladies

Is as to Doctors many Funerals; it takes away their credit.

Bra. Excellent Creature.

We call the cruel fair, what name for you
• That are fo merciful ? Zan. See now they clofe.

Fla. Moft happy union.

Cor. My fears are fallen upon me, oh my heart I

. .. My



The White Devil.

My Son the Pandar ! now I find ourhoufe
Sinking to mine. Earthquakes leave behind,

Where they have tyrannized, iron, lead, or ftone>

But woe to mine, violent luft leaves none.

Bra. What value is this ] ewel ?

Vit. *Tis the ornament of a weak fortune.

Bra. In footh ile have it
;
nay I will but change

My Jewel for your Jewel. F/a. Excellent,

His Jewel for her Jewel ; well put in Duke.
Bra. Nay let me fee you wear it. fit. Here, Sir,

Bra. Nay lower, you fhall wear my Jewel lower.

Fla. That's better, fhe muft wear his Jewel lower.

Vit. To pafs away the time, ile tell your Grace

A dream I had laft night. Bra. Mod wiflhedly.

Vit. A foolifh idle dream

:

Methought I walkc, about the mid ofnight,

Into a Church-yard, where a goodly Ewe Tree

Spread her large root in ground : under that Ewe
As I fat fadly leaning oa a grave,

Checkered with crofs* flicks, there came ftealing in

Your Dutchefs and my Husband ; one ofthem
A Pick-ax bore, th'other a rufty Spade,

And in rough terms they 'gan to challenge me,
About this Ewe* Bra. That Tree.

Vit. This barmlefs Ewe

:

They told me my intent was to root up
That well-grown Ewe> and plant i*th Itead of it

A wither'd black-thorn, and for that they vow
9

d

To bury me alive : my Husband ftrait

With pick-ax 'gan to dig, and your fell Dutchefs

With (hovel, like a Fury, voided out

The earth, and fcatter'd bones : Lord, how methought
I trembled I and yet for all this terror

I could not pray. Fla. No, the Devil was in your dream*
Fit. When to my refcite there arofe, methought,

A whirlwind, which let fall a maffy arm
From that ftrong plant

;

And both were ftruck dead by that facred Ewe,
In that bafe fhallow grave chat was their due.
FU. Excellent Devil

!

She hath taught him in a dream
To make aw<\y his Dutchefs, and her Husband.

Bra. Sweetly fhall I interpret this your dream

;

You are lodg'd within his arms who (hall proteft yon
From all the fevers of a Jealous Husband,



Vittoria CQrombona7
Or«

From the poor envy of our fkgmatick Dutchefs

:

He feat you above law, and above fcandal.

Give to your thoughts the invention of delight, ^

And the fruition ; nor fhall Government
Divide me from you longerthen a care

To ktep you great : you fhall to me, at once,

Be Dakedom, health, wife, children, friends, and alL

Cor. Woe to light hearts, they ftill fore-run our fall.

FU. What fury rah'd thee up ? away, away. Exit Zfinch**

Cor. What make you here, my Lord, this dead time of night ?

Nerer dropt mildew on a flower here, till now,

FU. I pray will you ga to bed then,

Left you be blafted. Cor. O that this fait Garde i

Had with all poyfond Herbs of Thejfalj .

At full been planted ; made a Nurfery

For Witch- craft, rather then a burial plot

For both your Honours. Vit. Dcareft Mother, hear me.
Cor. O, thou doft make my brow bend to the earth,

Sooner then nature ; fee the Curfe of Children

;

In life they keep us frequently in tears
;

And in the cold grave leave us in pale fears*

Bra. Gome, come, I will not heir you.

Vit. Dear my Lord.

Cor. Where is thy Dutchefs now, adulterous Dike?
Thou little dream\tthis night fhe's coaie ro Rom:.
FU. How } come to Rome. Vit. The Dutchefs ?

Bra. She had been better.

Cor. The l'vcs of Princes fhould like Dials move,
Who r

e regular example is fo ftrong,

They make the times by them go right, or wrong.
FU. So have you done. Cor. Unfortunate Camilk !

Vit. I do protelt, if any chafle denial,

If any thing but blood, could have allay'd

His long fuit to me.
Cor. 1 will joyn with thee,

To the mod vvoful end e're mother kneel'd
;

If thou d -.{honour thus thy Husbands bed,

Be thy life fhort as are the Funeral-tears

In great mens. Bra. Fie> fie, the Woman's mad.
dr. Be thy aft JW<#-like, betray in kifllng;

MayM thou be envied during his (hort breath •

And pitied) like a wretch, after his death.
Vit O me accurft \ Exit VittorU.
FU. Are you out or your wits, my Lord ?

He fetch her back again, Brat No, He to bed.

Send



The White Devil *

Send Doftor Jul" to me prefently

:

Uncharitable Woman, thy rafh tongue

Hacli rais'd a fearful and prodigious dorm *

Be thou the caufe of ah enfuing harm.

Fla. Now, you that Hand fo much upon your honour.

Is this a fitting time a night, think you,

to lend a Duke home without e're a man ?

I would fain know where lies the mafs of wealth ]

Which you have hoorded for my maintenance,

That 1 may bear my beard out ofthe level

Ofmy Lords ftirrop. O.What? becaufe we are pootjj

Shall we be vicious? JF/*. Pray, what means have you

To keep me from the Gallies, or the Gallows ?

My Father prov'4 himfelf a Gentleman,

Sold ail's land, and, like a fortunate fellow,

Died ere the money was fpent. You brought me up*

At Padua, I confefs ; where, I proteft,

For want of means (che Univcrfity Judge me)
I have been fain to heel my Tutors Itockings

Ac leaft feven years : Conlpiring with a oeard

Made me a Graduate, then co rhis Dukes letvice,

I vuked the Court, whence I returned,

More courteous, more letcherous by far.

Bat not a fuit the richer ; and fhall I,

H ivmg a path fo open, and fofree

To my preferment, (1,11 retain your milk

In my pale forehead ? no, this face ofmine
He arm and fortifie with lutty Wine,
'Gairft flume and blufliing.

Cor. O that I ne're had born thee.

Fla, So would I,

I would thecommon'ft Curtezan in Rome
Had been my Mother, rather then thy felf.

Nature is very pitiful to Whores,
To give them but few Children, yet thofe Children
Plural :ty of Fathers ; they are fure

They (hall not want* Go, go,
Complain unto my great Lord Cardinal,

It may be he will jultifie the a£h
Lycdrgns wondred much, Men would provide
Good ihllions for their Mares, and yet would fuffer
Their fair Wives to be barren,

C*r.Mifery of miferies

!

Fla. The Dutchefs come to Court } I like not that^
Ware ingag'd to mifchief, and mull on,

C



AsRtvers to find out the Ocean

Flow withcrookt bendings beneath fore'd banks

;

Or, as we fee, to afpire fome mountains top,

The way afcends not ltra.ig.ht, but imitates

The fubtile foldings of a Winters fnake

:

So, who knows policy, and her true afpe£t>

Shall find her ways winding, and indireft.

ACTUS Secundus. SCENA Prima.

Enter Francifco de Medicis, Cardinal Monticelfo, MarceHo,Ifabclla,

jomg Giovanni, with little Jaques the Moor.

Tror. Have you not feen your Husband fince you arriv'd ?

Ifa. Not yet, Sir. Fra. Surely he is wonderful kind
5

If 1 had fuch a Dove-houfe as CamiUo
%
sy

I would fet fire on'r, wer't but to deftroy

The Pole-cats that haunt toV my fweet Coufin S

Gio. Lord, Uncle, you did promifeme a horfe,

And armour, Fra. That I did, my pretty Coufin :

Marcello, fee it fitted. Mar. My Lord, the Duke is here.

. Fra. Sifter,away» you muft not be feen.

Jfa. I do befeech you, intreat him mildly ; 1

LetTnot your rough tongue

Set us at louder variance ; all my wrongs
Are freely pardon'd; and I do not doubt,

As men to try the precious Unicorns Horn,
Make of the Powder a prefervative circle,

And init putaSpider : fothefe arms
Shall charm his poifon, force it to obeying,

And keep him chafte from an infefted ftraying. Exeunt Ifahella>

Fra. 1 wifh it may. Be gone. and Giovanni.

Enter Brackiano> and Flamineo*

Void the Chamber, , ,

Tou are welcome
;
will you fit ? I pray, my Lord,

Be you my Orator
$
my heart's too full,

He fecond you anon. Mont* E're I begin,

Let me intreat your Grace forgo all paflTion,

Which may be raifed by my free difcourfe.

Bra. As filentas fth Church, you may proceed*
Mont. It is a wonder to your Noble Friends,

That you having as 'twere entred the world,
With a free Scepter in your able hand,

And have, to th'ufe of Nature, well appli'd

High gifts of Learning, fhould in your prime age
Ne*lea your awful Throne, for the foft Down
Ox an Infatfete Bed : Oh, my Lord,
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The Drunkard aftee all his hvifli Cups
Is dry, and then is fober 5 fe>> at tengtft*

When you awake from this lafcivious dream*
Repentance then will follow ; like the Sting

Plac'e in the Adders tail. Wretched are Princes

When Fortune blafteth but a petty Flower
Of their unweldy Crowns • orraviflieth

But one Pearl from their Scepters 3 but alas I

When they to wilful fhipwrack loofe good fame3

All Princely Titles perifli with their name.
Bra. You have faid, my Lord, Man. Enough to give you ufte*

How far I am from flatt'ring your greacnefs*

Bra. Now, you that are his fecond, what fay you ?

Do not, like young Hawks, fetch a courfe about 5

Your game flies fair, and for you, Fra. Do not fear it 5

lie anfwer you in your own hawking phrafe«

Some Eagks that fhould gaze upon the Sun,

Seldom foar high, but take their luftful eafe ;

Since they from dunghil-birds their prey, can feiae 2

You know fittaria. Bra. Yes.

Fra. You fhift your fliirt there,

When you retire from Tennis. Bra. Haply.

Mont. Her husband is Lord of a poor fortune,

Yec (he wears Cloth of Tiflue. Bra. What of this }

Will you urge thar, my good Lord Cardinal,

As part of her confeffion, at next Shrift,

And know from whence it fails ? Fra. She is your Strumpet*
Bra. Uncivil Sir, there's Hemlock in thy breath.

And that black flander
;
were foe a Whore of mine,

All thy loud Gannons, and thy borrow'd Swit^trs^

Thy Gallies, nor thy (worn Confederates,

Durft not fupplant her. Fra. Let's not talk of Thundery
Thou haft a Wife, our Sifter

;
would I had given

Both her white hands to death, bound, and lockt faft

In her laft winding-ftieet, when I gave thee

But one. Bra. Thou hadft given a foul to God then,

Fra. Ti ue.

Thy Ghoftly Father, with all's absolution,

Shall ne're do fo by thee. Bra. Spit thy poifon.

Fra. I fhali not need; Luft carries her (harp whip
At her own girdle ; look to'r, for our anger
Is making thunder-boles. Bra. Thunder ? i'faith ?

They are but Crackers. Fra. Wei end it with the Cannon,
Bra. Thou'lt get nought by it, but Iron in thy Wounds,

And Gun-powder in thy Noftrils. Fra Better thar,

C 2 Then
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Then change Perfumes for Plaitters. Bra. Pity on thee.^

*Twere good youl'd (hew your (laves, or men condemn'd,

Your new-pIowM forehead defiance
5
and ile meet thee*

Even in a thicket of thy ableft men.

Min. My Lord, you fhall not word it any further

Without a milder limit, Fra. Willingly.

Bra. Have you proclaimed a Triumph, that you bait a Lion thus ?

Mon. My Lord. Bra. I am tame, I am tame, Sir.

Fra.We fend unto the Duke for conference

•Bout Levies 'gainft thePirates, my Lord Duke
Is not at hoaie ; we come our felf in Perlon,

Still my Lord Duke is bufied : but we fear

WhenTihcr to each proling Paffenger

Difcovers flocks of Wild-ducks, then, my Lord,

'Bout moulting-time I mean, we (hall be certain

To find you fure enough, and fpeak with you. Bra Ha ?

Fra. A meer tale of a Tub, my wonders are idle :

But to exprefs the Sonnet by Natural Reafon

;

When Stags grow melancholy, you'l Rnd the feafon.

Mon. No more
;
my Lord, here comes a Champion Enter CUvmnu

Shall end the diff.rence between you both,

Your Son, the Prince Giovanni : fee, my Lords,

What hopes you ftore in him ; this is a Gasket

For both your Crowns, and fhould be held like dear

:

Now is he apt for knowledge ; therefore know,
It is a more direel and even way,

To train to Virtue thofe of Princely Blood,

By Examples then Precepts : if by Examples,

,

Whom fhould he rather itrive to imitate

Then his own Father ? by his pattern, then,

Leave him a (lock of Virtue that may lair,

Should Fortune rend his Sails, and fplit his Mart.
Bra. Your hand boy-growing toa Souldier } Gio. Give IHC aPike,
Fra. What, pra&ifing your Pike fo young, Fair Cuz »

Gio. Suppofe me one of Homer's Frogs, my Lord,
TofTmg my Bull-rufh thus : pray, Sir, tell me,
Might not a Child ofgood difcretion

Be Leader to an Army ? Frh. Yes, Goufin ; a young Prince
Ofgood difcretion might. Gio. Say you fo ?

Indeed I have heard 'tis fit a General

Should not endanger his own perfon oft,

So that he makes a noife when he's a horfeback, -

Like a Dantzick^Drummer: O 'tis Excellent

!

He need not fight ; methinks his horfe, as well,, t

Might lead an Army for him. : if I live, .
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lie charge the French foe in the very Prone

Of all my Troops, the formoit man. Fra. What, what

!

Gio. And will not bid my Souldier*, up, and follow;

But bid them, follow me. Bra. Forward Lap- wing ;

He flies with the fliell on's head. Fra. Pretty Coulin.

Gio. The firrt year, Uncle, that I go to War,
All Pr/foners that I take I will fet free

Without their ranfome. Fra. Ha I without their ranfome

}

How then will you reward your Souldiers

That took thofe Pris'ners for you ? Gio, Thus, my Lord
;

He marry them to all the Wealthy Widows
That fall that year. Fra. Wny then, the next year followin

You'l have no men to go with you to War.
Gio. Why then, ile prefs the Women to the War,

And then the Men will follow, Mon. Witty Prince.

Fra. See, a good Habit makes a Child a Man,
Whereas a bad one makes a Man a Bead.

Come, you and I are friends. Bra. Moft wifliedly :

Like bones which broken in funder, and well fet,

Knit the more ftrongly. Fra. Call ifahella hither :

You have receivM the rumour, how Count Lodovico

Is tum'd a Pyrate. Bra. Yes, Fra. We are now preparing

Some Ship* to fetch him in : Behold your Dutchefs.

We now will leave you, and expert from you

Nothing but kind intreaty. Bra. You have charm'd me.
You are in health we fee. Ifa. And, above health,

To fee my Lord well. Bra. S3, 1 wonder much,
What amorous whirl-wind hurried you to Rome.
Jfa. Devotion, my Lord. Bra. Devotion ?

Is your foul charg'd with any grievous fin ?

Ifa. Tis burden'd with too many ; and I think

Theoftner that we caft our reck'nings, up,

Our fleeps will be the founder. Bra, Take your Chamber.
Ifa. Nay, my dear Lord, 1 will not have you angry *

Doth not my abfence from you, now two moneths,

Merit one kifs ? Bra, I do not ufe to kifs

;

If that will difpoflefs your jeateufief

Ile fwear it to you. Ifa. O my lov'd Lord,

I do not come to chide r my jealoufie ?

I am to learn what that Italian means

;

You are as welcome to thefe longing arms,' *

As I to yon a Virgin. Bra. O your breath J

Our upon Sweet-meats, and continued Phyfick \

The Plague is in them. Ifa. You have oft for chefe two lips

Neglected Cajfia, or the natural fweets



OF the Spring- violet, they are no? yet much wtthtrM : A Aw
My Lord, I fhould be merry; thefe your frowns

Shew in a Helmet lovely, bin on me,
In fuch a peaceful emerview, methinks,

They are too too roughly knit. Bra. O diflemblance

!

Do you bandy faftions 'gainft me ? have you learnt

The trick of impudent bafenefs, to complain

Unto your kindred ? Ifa. Never, my dear Lord.

Bra. Muft I be hunted out? or was'c your trick,

To meet fome amorous gallant here in Rome,

That muft fupply our d iicon tinuance ?

Ifa* I pray, Sir, bur ft my heart; and in my death

Turn to your antient pity, though not love.

Bra. Becaufe your Brother is che corpulent Duke*
That is, the great Duke ; SMeath I fhall notfhortly

Racket away five hundred Crowns at Tennis,

But it fhall reft upon record : I fcorn him
Tike a fhav'd Pollake; ail his reverent Wit
Lies in his Wardrobe

;
he's a difcreet Fellow,

When ht's made up in his Robes of State

:

Your Brother the great Duke, becaufe h'as gallies,

And now and then ranfacks a Turkiih flie- boat,
(Now all the hellifh Furies take his foul)

FirlVmade this match ; accurfed betheprieft
That fang the wedding Mafs; and even my iflue.

Ifa. O too too far you have curft. Bra. Your hand He kifs

. This is the lateft ceremony of my love

;

Henceforth He never lie with thee
; by this,

This wedding-ring, Ilene're more lie with thee.
And this divorce {Kail be as truly kept,

As if the Judge had doom'd it
; fare you well,

Oar fleeps are fever'd. Ifa. Forbid it the fweet union
-Of all things blefTed

; why, the Saints in Heaven
Will knit their brows at that. Bra. Let not thy love
Make thee an unbeliever ; this my vow
Shall never on my foul be fatisfied

With my repentance : Let thy Brother rage
Beyond a horrid tempeft, or fea- fight,

My vow is fixed. Ifa. O my winding iheet I

Now fhall I need thee fhortly : Dear, my Lord,
Let me hear once more, what I would not hear*
Never. Bra. Never.

Ifa. Omy unkind Lord, may yoar fins find mercy,AU upon a woful widowed bed
Shall pray for you, if not to turn your eyes
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Upon your? wretched Wife, and hppeful Son

;

Yet that in time you'J fix them upon Heaven.

Bra. No more; go, go complain to the great Duke.

Ifa. Now, my dear Lord, you fliall have prefent witnefi,

How He work peace between you : I will make

My felfthe Author ofyour curfed vow

;

I have fome caufc to do it, you have none :

Conceal it, I befeech you, for the weal

Of both your Dukedoms, that you wrought the means

Of fuch a reparation ; let the fault

Remain with my fuppofed jeaiouCie

;

And think with what a pitious, and rent heart,

I ihall perform this fad enfuing part.

Aft. 2.. ~Scen.2#

Enter Fraxcifeo, FUmlneo, Mmicelfo, Mareello
}
Camlllo.

Bra. Well, take your courfe
; my honorable Brother i

Fra. Sifter 1 this is not well, my Lord
;
why Sifter !

She merits not this welcome. Bra. Welcome, fay ?

She hath given a fharp welcome. Fra. Are you foolifli?

Come dry your tearJ; is this a modeft courfe ?

To better what is naught, to rail and weep

:

Grow to a reconcilement, or, by Heaven,

lie ne'r mote deal between you. Ifa. Sir, you ftall not

;

No, though Vittoria> upon that condition,

Would become honeft. Fra. Was your Husband Icfad

Since we departed ? IJa. By my life, Sir, no • -

•

I fwear by that I do not care to lofe.

Are all thefe ruines ofmy former beauty

Laid out for a Whores triumph ? Fra. Do you hear ?

Look upon other women, with what patience

They fuffer thefe flight wrongs
;
with what juftice

They ftudy to requite them 5 take that courfe.

Ifa. O that I were a man , or that I had power
To cxecute my apprehended wiflies!

I would whip fome with fcorpions. Fra.What I turned Fury ?

Jfa. To dig the ftrumpets eyes out; let her lie

Some twenty moneths a dying
;
to cut off

Her nofe and lips, pull out her rotten teeth, .

Preferve her flefli, like Mummy^ for trophies •
Ofmy juft anger : Hell to my affliction

Is meer fnow-water. By your favour, Sir
;

Brother draw near, and my Lord Cardinal *

Sir, let me borrow of you but one kifs
;

Henceforth ile never lie with you, by this,
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This wedding-ring. Fra. How ? ne*re more lie with him?

/fa. And this divorce fhall be as truly kept,

As ir in tnronged Court a thoufand ears

Had heard it, and a thoufand Lawyers hanHs

Seal'd to the reparation. Bra. Ne're lit with TOC ?

Ifa. Let not my former dotage

Make thee an unbeliever ; this my vow
Shall never on my foul be fatisfied

'

With my repentance : manet altame#terepoftt$w.

Fra. Now, by my birth, you are a fool tin, mad,

And jealous Woman. Bra. You fee 'tis not my feekingj

Fra. Was this your circle of pure Unicorns horn,

You faid fhould charm your Lord? Now horns uponthec,

For J^aloufie deferves tiiem
;
keep your tow,

And take your chamber. Jfa. No, Sir; ile prcfently to Padua,

I will not ltay a mirute. Mon. O, good Madam.
Bra. 'Twere belt to let her have her humour \

Some half days journey will bring down her ftomack.

And then fhe'l turn in poft. Fra. To fee her come
To my Lord Cardinal for a difpeifation

Or her rafh vow, will beget excellent laughter.

" /fa. Unkindnefs do thy office
;
poor heart break,

"Tuofe are the killing gritfs which dare not fpeak. Exit.

Mar. C'ami llo s come, my Lord.

Era. Whert'i the Commiffion > Mar, *Tis here# Enter Camilla
Fra. Give me the Signet.

Fla.My Lord, do you mark their whifpering ? I will compound a Medicine
out of their two Heads , llronger thenGarlict , deadlier then Stibium ; the

Cantharides which a*e fcarce feen to ftick upon the flefli , when they work to

the heart, fliall not do it with more filtnce, or inviiible cunning.

Bra. About the murder. - Erter Votlor,

F/*.They are fending him to Naples, but ile fend him to Candy ; here's ano-
ther property too. Bra. OtheDo^oi !

Etc* A poor Qiiakfalving Knave , my Lord
;
one that fhould have been

lafht for's Letchery , but that he confett a Judgement , had an Execution laid

upon him, and fo pat the Whip to a non-pins.

Dott. And was coufin'd, my Lord, by an crranter K.iave then my felf , and
made pay all the colourable Execution.

Fla. He will fhooL P;lls into a mans Guts fhall make them have more ven-
tages then a Cornet, or Lamprey: he will Poifon a Kifs; and was once minded,

for tvs Maflfr^piece , becaufe Ireland breeds no Poifon , to have prepar'd a

deadly vapour in a Spaniard
0

* fart, that fhould have poifon'd all

Bra. O Saint Ar,thonj\ fire !

Voft, Your Secretary is merry, my Lord.

f/a, O chou curfed Antipathy to Nature! look, his eyes blood-<hcd, like a

needle
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T&$$$ * Chiru.r£eon ffitcheth a wound with ; let me emb-^-e thee* Tot$»

and lave thee ; O thou abommable lothfome Gar^arifru t that wik fetch up'

lungs, lights, heart, and liver by fcruples.

Bra* No more : I mutt employ the honeft Doitor*

You muftto Padua, and, by the way,ufe fome of yourskiUfoif us4

Sir, I fhalU Bra* But, for ?

F/<*. He dies, this night, by fuch a politick ttrain,

Menihall fuppofe him by'sown engine (lain.

Bur, for your Dutchefs death? Daft. lie make her fare.

Bra. Small mifchiefs are by greater made fecure,

Fla* Remember this, you flave; when knaves come to preferment % they

rife as Gallows are raifed fth low Countries, one upon anothers flioulders.

Mqk, Here is an Emblem
\
Nephew, pray perufe it ; Extmu E*t* Ma»A

Twas thrown in at your window. Cam. At ipy window h Cm* Fr& l

Here is a Stag, my Lord, hath fhed his horns i

And for the lofs of them the poor Beaft weeps.

The word 5 intern me eopia fecit* Mon* That is I

Plenty of horns hath made him poor of horns.

Cam. What fhould this mean ? M*n. He tell you j *tis given QU?

You are a Cuckold. Cam. It is given out fo.

I had rather fuch report, that my Lord

Should keep within doors. Fra. Have, you any Children >

Cam. None, my Lord. Fra. You are the happier 2

He tell you a tale. Cam. Pray, my Lord. Fry?. An old tale.

Upon a tisne Phoebus, the God of Light,

Or him we call the Sun, would. needs be married:

The Gods gave their confent, and Mercury

Was fent to voice it to the general World*
But what a pitiou^ cry there ttrait arofe

Amongft Smiths, and Felt-makers, Brewers, and Coo&%
Reapers, and Butter-women

;
amongtt Fifh mongers,

And thoufand other Trade?, which are annoyM
By his excefftve heat • *twas lamentable.

They came to Jupiter all in a fweat,

And do forbid the Banes : a great fat Cook
Was made their Speaker • who intrcats of Jov$%
That Phcehm might be gelded 5 for if now,
When there was bur oneSun, fo many m.en
Were like tppenfh by his violent heat;
What fhould they do if he were married,
Andfh v\ld beget more, and thofe Civ'ldren
Mhke Fire-works like their Father f So fay 1

1

O^ly I will apply it to your Wife •

Her Iflfue, fhould not Providence prevent ir*

Would make both Nature, Time, and Man repent it*
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Mon. Look yod, Coufin

:

Go, change the air for fhame; fee if your abfenec

Will blaft your Cornucopia: Marcello

Is chofen with you Joynt-Commiflioner,

For the relieving our Italian Coaft

FronvPi rates. Mar. I am much honour'd m't.Cam. But,Sir,

Ere I return the Stags horns may be.fprouced

Greater then thofe are flied. Mon. Do not fear it,

He be your Ranger. Cam, You muft watch i'th nights,

Then's the moft danger. Fra. Farewel, good Marctllo:

All the beft fortunes of a Souldiers wifh

Bring you a fliip-board.

Cam. Were I not beft, now I am turn'd Souldier,

Ere that I leave my Wife, fell all ihe hath,

And then take leave of her ? Mon. I expeft good from you,

Your parting is fo merry.

Cam. Merry, my Lord ? oth' Captains humour right

;

1 am refolved to be drunk this nighr. Exfo.

Fra. So, 'twas well fitted
;
now fhall we difcem

How his wilrit abfence will give violent way
To Duke Brachials Juft. Mon. Why, that was it

;

To what fcorn'd purpofe elfe fhould we make choice

Of him for a Sea Captain? and befides,

Count Lcdowick. > which was rumord for a Pirate,

Is now in Padaa. Fra, Is't true ? Mon. Moft certains

I have Letters from him, which are fuppliant

To work his quick repeal from .banifhment •

He means to addrefs nimfelf, for penfion,

Unto your Sifter Dutchefs. Fra. O 'twas well

;

We fhall not want his prefence pad fix days.

Ifain would have the Duke Brachiano run
Jntonotorious fcandal, for there's nought
In fuch curft dotage to repair his name,
CXaly the deep fenfe of fome deathlefs fhame.

Mon, It may be objected., I am difkonourable

To play thus with my Kinfman : but, f anfwer,

For my revenge IMe-ftake a Brothers life,

That being wrong'd durft not avenge himfelf.

Fra. Come, to obferve this Strumpet. Mon. Curfe 0f greatnefi I

Sure he'l not leave her. Fra. There's fmalJ pity in*t

;

Like M ; ftle-toe on fear Elms fpent by weather,

Let him cleave to her, and both rot together. Extuntl

ACTUS
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ACTUS Tcrtius. SG EN A Prirta;

Enter Brachiano, with one in the Habit ofa Conjurer.

Bra. Now, Sir, I claim your promife; 'tis dead midnight,

The time prefixt to fhewme, by your Art,

How the intended murther o(Camillo,

And our loathed Dutchefs, grow to action.

Con, You have won me, by your bounty, to a deed
I do not often pra&ife : fome there are,

Who by Sophiftick tricks afpire that name
Which T would gladly Iofe, of Necromancer

;

As fome that ufe to juggle upon Cards,

Seeming to conjure, when indeed they cheat r
Others that raife up their confederate fpirits

*Bout wind-mills, and endanger their own necks

For making of a (qui b : and fome there are

Will keep a curtal to fliew juggling cricks,

And give out 'tis a fpirit : Befides thefe,

Such a whole Ream of Almanack-makers, Figure- flingcrs#
Fellows indeed that only live by ftealth,

Since thev do meerly he about ftoln goods,
They'd make men think, the Devil were fan; and loofe
With fpeaking Fuftian-Iatine. Pray, fit down-
Put on this Night-cap, Sir, 'tis charm'd : and now
He {hew you, by my ftrong commanding Art,
The circumitance that breaks your Dutchefs heart.

A Dumb Shew. s

Enterfafpicieufly J ilio and Chriftophero,^ draw a curtain where Brachiarro**
pitturc is . they f*t on fallacies off/aft, which cower their eyes and nofes, and
then burn perfumes afere the piclure, and wafh the lift ofthe piUnresthat done,
quenching the firey and putting offtheirfpeUacles^ they depart laugh) g.

Enter Ifabella in her night-gown Me to bed-wardy with light after her, Count Lo-
dovicOjCSiovanni^Guid-antonio, and other s waiting on her • Jhe k^gtlt down as
to prayersshe* draws the cu&ainofthepittnro, does three rewereness to it, <*<d

kjjfes it thrice
;
jhe faints , and will notfuffer them to com* near it, dies

j

/*-~
row expreft in Giovanni , and in Count Lodovico

; fit's convoyed out ftiemnly
Bra. Excellent ! then (he's dead. Con. She's poifon'd

By the fum'd pi&are : 'twas her cuftom, nightly,

Before (he went to bed, to go and vilit

Your pidure, and to feed her eyes and lips

On the dead fhadow : Do&or Julio

Observing this, infers it with an oyl,

And other poifon'd fluff, which prefently

Did fuffocate her fpirits. Bra. Mtthoufcht I faw
D * Count
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Count Lo&o.mck^ there. Con, He was, and by my Arc.

I find he did molt paiTionately doat

Upon your Datchefs : now turn another way,
And view Camilla* % far more politick fate

;

S rike louder rrrufick from this charmed ground,

To yield, as fits the Aft, a Tragick found.

The Second D.imb Shew.

Enter Flamineo , Marcello , Camillo , with fo*r more> as Captains
j
tbey drir\

healths, and dtnee ; a vault ing-horfe is brought into the room > Marcello and

two more whifper'd out ofthe room , while Fiamineo and dmilloftrlpt them-

selves into their (k'trts, as to vault * they complement who (hall begin ; ^Ca-
millo is about to Flamineo pitcheth him upon his neck^, and^ with the help

of the refly wriths his neck^abom, feems to fee if it be broke , and laies him fol-

ded double, as 'twere, upon the horfe, makes fhows to caH for help ; Marcello

comes in, laments, fends for the Cardinal and Duke, who come forth with arm-

ed men, wonder at the ally command the body to be carried home, apprehend Fia-

mineo, Marcello, and the reft, and go as 'twere to apprehend Victoria.

Bra. 'Twas quaintly done ; but yet each circumftance

I' tafte not fully. Con. O 'twas mofl apparent

;

You faw them enter charged with their deep healths

To their boon Voyage ; and, to fecond that,

Fiamineo alls to have a vaulting-horfe

Maintain their fport. The virtuous Marcello

Is innocently plotted forth the room,
Whillt your eye faw the reft, and can inform you
The engine of all. Bra. It feems Marcello and Fiamineo

Are both committed. Con. Yes, you faw them guarded

;

And now they are come with purpofe to apprehend
Your Miftrefs,fair Vittoria ; we are now
Beneath her roof : 'twerefit we inftantly

Make out by fome back poftern. Bra. Noble friend,

You bind me ever to you
;

this fjiall ftand

As the firm feal annexed to my hand.

It {hall inforce a payment. Con. Sir, I thank you. Exit Brachiano.
Both flowers and weeds fpring, when the Sun is warm

;

And Great men do great good, or elfe great harm. Exit Conjurer
#

A&. 3. Seen. 2.

Enter Francifco, and Mont i eel io> their Chancellor, and Regiftcr^
Fra. You have dealt difcreetly to obtain the prefence

Of all the grave Lieger Embaffadors
To hear Vittoria's trial. Mon. Twas not ill

;

For, Sir, you know we have nought but circumftances
,

To charge her with, about her Husbands death
3



The White Devil.

Their approbation therefore co the proofs

Of her black luftfhall make her infamous

To all our neighbouring Kingdoms : I wonder

If Brachial will be here. Fra. O fie ! 'twere impudence too palpable.

Enter Flamineo, and MarceIlo£»W<r^, and a Lawyer.

Law. What % are you in by the week ? k>, I will cry now whether thy wit

bedofeprifoner ; methinks none fhould fit upon thy Sifter, but old Wuore-
m afters.

Fla. Or Cuckolds
;
for your Cuckold is your moft terrible tickler of Let-

chery: Whore-mailers would ferve; for none are Judges ac Tilting , put

thofe that have been old Tilcers.

Law. My Lord Duke and (he have been very private,

FU. You are a dull Afs ; *cis threatned they have been very publick.

Law. If it can be prov'd they have but kill one another.

Fla. What then ? Law, My Lord Cardinal will Ferret them,
Fla. K Cardinal, I hope, will no: catch Conies.

Law. For, to fow Kifles,(mark what I fay) to fow Kifles is to reap Letchery-
and I am fure, a Woman that will endure kilting is half won.

Fla. True, her upper part by that rule ; if you will win- her nether part too,

you know what follows.

Law. Heark, the Embaffadors are alighted.

Fla. I do put on this feigned garb of mirch, Aftdt*

To gull fulpition.

Mar. O my unfortunate Sifter !

I would my Dagger-point had cleft her heart

When fhe firft faw Brachlano : you, 'tis faid,

Were made his Engine, and his (talking- horfe,

to undo my Siller, Fla. I am a kind of path

To her,and mine own preferment. ^r.Your ruine.
Fla. Ham ! thou art a Souldier,

Follow'ft the great Duke, feed'ft his Victories,

As Witches do their ferviceable Spirits,

Even with thy prodigal blood ; what haft got ?

But, like the wealth of Captains, a poor handful,

Which in thy palm thou bear'ft, as men hold wateo
Seeking to gripe it faft . the frail reward
Steals through thy fingers. Mar. Sir

!

Fit. Thou haft fcarce maintenance
Tokeeptheeinfrefhfhamoyes. Mar. Brother!
Fla. Hear me ; t

,

-

And thus when we have poured our felves
Into great fights, for their ambition,
Or idle fpleen, how fhall we find rewards ?

But as we feldom find the Miftle-toe,

Sacred to Phyfick, or the builder Okc,

i&m With--
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Wiiuou. - <ke by it ; fo in our queft of gain

;

Alas, the poorcft of their fore'd diflikes

At a limb proffers, but at heart it ftrikes

:

.This is lamented Do&rine. Mar. Come, come,
Fla. When age (hall turn thee

White as a blooming Haw-thorn. Mar. He interrupt you.

For love of Virtue bear an honeft heart,

And ftrideover every Politick refpeft,

Which, where they moft advance, they mod infeft:

Were I your Father, as I am your Brother,

I (hould not be ambitious to leave you Enter Savoy.

A better Patrimony, Fla. He think onV. The Lords Embafladors.
Here there u a faffage ofthe Lieger Embajfadors over

the Stage federally. Enter French Emhatfador.

Z,aw. O, my fpriteful Frenchman ! do you know him ? he's an admirable

Tilter.

Fla. I faw him at laft Tilting
;
he (hewed like a pewter Candle-ftick , faftii-

on'd like a Man in Armor, holding a Tilting-ftarT in his hand link bigger

then a Candle of twelve i'th pound.

Law, O, but he is an excellent Horfeman.

FU. A lame one in his lofty tricks ; he fleeps a Horfeback like a Poulter.

Law. Lo you, my Spaniard ! Enter Engllfh and Sfanijh.

Fla. He carries his Face in's Ruff, as I have feen a Serving- man carry
Glaffes in a Cyprefs-hatband, monitrous (teddy for fear of breaking • he looks

Eke the Claw of a Black-bird, firit falted, and then broiled in a Candle.

Exeunt.
The Arraignment oxVittoria.

Enter Francifco, Monticclfo, the fix Lieget Embafaderr, Brachiano,
Vittoria, Lawyer and a gttard.

Mon. Forbear, my Lord ; here is noplace affign'd you ;

This bufinefs, by his Holinefs, is left

To our examination*

Bra. May it thrive wi th you. Lays a ri<h Gewn under htm.
Fra* A Chair there for his Lordfhip.

Bra. Forbear your kindnefs • an unbidden gueft

•Should travel as Dutch-women go to Church,

Bear their (tool with them. Men. At your pleafure, Sir-

Stand to the Table, Gentlewoman : now, Signior,

Fall to your plea.

Law. i*ermine Jeeitx }cinmerte oeulos in hanetefiem MuHerum corrmifflmam*
> r,Y. What's he?

7

Fra. A Lawyer, that pleads agtinft you.

Vit. Pray, my Lord, let him fpeak his ufual Tongue,
He make no Anfwer elfe. Fr^.Wfyy ? you underftand Latine.

Fit. I do, Sir ; but amongft this Auditory
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Which come to hear my Caufe, the hatfor more

May be ignorant m% Mon % Go on, Sir*

riir. By your favour,

I will not have my Accufation clouded

In a Grange Tongue t. All this Aflfemb/y

Shall hear what you can charge me with, Fra. Signior,

You need not ftand on't much 5 pray, change your Language*

Mon % Oh, for God's fake \ Gentlewoman, your credic

Shall be more famous by it.

Law. Well then, have at you.

Vn. I am the mark, Sir • ilegive aim to you,

And tell you how near you (hoot.

Law. Moft licerared Judges, pleafe your Lordfoips

So to connive your judgements to the view

Of this debauch'd, and diverfivolent Woman,

,

Who fuch a concatenation

Of mifchief hath effected, that to eitirpe

The memory oft, muft be the confummation

Of her, and her projeflions. Viu What's all this >^

Law. Hold your peace :

Exorbitant (ins murt have exufceratton.

Vlt. Surely, my Lords, this Lawyer hath fwallowed

Some Apothecaries Bills, or Proclamations j

And now the hard, and undigefted Word?,
Gome up likeStoncs we ufe give Hawks for Phyfick.

Way, this is Wefch to Latine. LamMy Lords, the Woman
Knows nother Tropes, nor is perfect

In the Academick derivation

OfCrammatical elocution. Era. Sir, your pains

Shall be welt fpared, and your deep Eloquence

Be worthily applauded among thofe

Which underttand you. Law, My good Lord, Fra. Sir,

Put up your Papers in your fullian- bag • Frgnsiftofpealy

Cry mercy, Sir, 'tis Buck'ram, and accept this m infwn*
My notion of your learn'd verbofity.

Law, I mott graduatically thank your Lordfhip
3

Ifhali have ufe for them elfewhere.

Mo*
t I /hall be plainer with you, and paint out

Your follies in more natural red and white,

Then that upon your cheek. Vlt. O, you miftakc
;

You raife a Blood as Noble in this Ch^ek
As ever was your Mothers.
Mon. I mud fpare you, till proofcry Whore to that 2

Obf rve this Creature here, my horour'd Lords j

A Wv)#an °f a 9^ prodigious fpirir ?



My honourable Lords,

It doth not fuit a reverend Cardinal

To piay the Lawyer thus*

Mm. Oh, your Trade tnftru&s your Language I

You fee, my Lords, what goodly fruit £he feems *

Ycc, like thofe Apples Travellers report

logrow where Sodom and Gomorrah rlood,

I will but touch her, and you llraic fhali iee

She'i fall to foot and a fries.

Vit. Your invenomV Apothecary fliould doV »

Mon. I am refolv'd,

Were tuere a fecond Paradife to fofe,

This Devil would betray it. Vh. O poor Charity \

Thou art feldom found in Scarlet.

Mon. Who knows not how, when feveral nigtf by nighfc

Her Gates were choakt with Coaches, and her [looms.
t \

Outbrav'd the Stars with feveral kind oflights,

When fhe did counterfeit a Princes Court,

In Mufickj Banquets, and molt Riotous furfeits

;

This Whore, forfooth, was holy,

Vit . Ha ? Whore ? what'* that ?

Mon. Shall I expound Whore to you ? fure I (hall 3

He give their perrecl character. They are, 6riX><

Sweet-meats which rot the eater : In mans noltrils

Poifon'd perfumes. They are cozning Alchymy

;

Shipwracks incalmeft weather. What are Wnores?
Cold Rulfian winter^ that appear fo barren,

As if that Nature had forgot the Spring*

They are the true material fire of Hell

;

Worfe then thofe Tributes the low Countries pai.d»

Exactions upon meat, drink, garments, fleep

;

Ay even on mans perdition, his fin.

They are thofe brittle evidences of Law
\Vhich forfeit all a wretched mans eiiate

For leaving out one fyllable. What are Whores > .

They are thofe flatt'ring Bells have all one tune,

At weddings, and at funerals : your rich Whores
Are only treafuries by extortion fill'd,

And emptied by curfed riot. They are worfe

,

Worfe then dead bodies, which are beg'd at th'gallows.

And wrought upon by Surgeons, to teach man
Wherein he is imperfeft. What's a Whore >

She's like the gilt counterfeited coin*

Which who fo ere flrft ftarrps, it bringsin trouble
All that receive it. V\u This character fcapes me.
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Mm,. You» Gentlewoman*

TaU from all bearts,, and from all minerals* '

Their deadly poifon. Fit, Welt what then I Aim. He tell th*^

lie find in thee an Apothecaries (hop

To fample them alU F. Eml>. She hath Hved ilf,

E, £mk True, but the Cardinal's too hitter,

Man. You know a Whore is next the Devil 5 Adultery

Enters, the Devil and Murder. Fra. Your unhappy Husband

Is dead. Fit) O, he's a happy Husband •

Now he ows Nature nothing,

Fra. And by a vaulting engine, Mon> An a&ive pJota

He jumpt into his grave, Fra* What a prodigy was't,

That from fome two yards high a flender man
Should break his neck ? Ma». Uh%

ruflies, Fra. And wh*t*« mO*S3
Upon the inftant lofe all ufe of fpeech*

All vital motion, like a man had lain

Woond up three days. Now rrark each circumftance*

Mm, And look upon this Creature was his Wife 5

She comes not like a Widow ; Ihe comes armM
With fcorn and impudence. Is this a mourning habk ^

Fit. Had I fore-known his death2 as youfuggeftn

I would have befpoke my mourning,
Man. O, you arc cunning,

Fit . You fhame your wit, and judgement*

To call it fo \ what, is my juft defence

By him that is my Judge calfd impudence }

Let me appeal then from this Chriitian Court
To the uncivil Tartar, Mm. See, my Lords,

Shefcmdals our proceedings, Fit. Humbly tlmsj

Thus low, to the molt worthy, and refpe&ed
L ;eger ErrDafladors, my modeity

And uoman-hood I tender - but withal

So in; angled in a curfed accufation,

That my defence, of force, like Pevfet&y

M ift perfonate Mafculine virtue to che point
3

Find me but guilty, fever head from body 1

We'l pare good friends % I fcorn to hold my life

At yours, or any mansintreaty, Sir*

E. Ewk She hath a brav^ (pint.

Man, Well, well, fudVeounterfeir Jewels
Make true ones oft fufpefted. Fit. You are deceived 1

For know, that all your ftria combined heads,
Which ftrike againrt this Mine of Diamonds,
Shall prove but glaflen hammers, they fnaJJ break

3

Thffem but feigned fhadows ofmy'evils :

E
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Terrifie Babes, my Lord, with painted Devils
;

I ampalt fuch needlefs ptlfie tor your names,

ofWhore and Murdrefs, they proceed from you,

As if a man fhould fpit againft. the wind,

The filth returns in's face.

Mm. Pray you, Miltrefs, fatisfie me one queition :

V Vno lodg'd beneath your roof that fatal night

Your Husband brake his neck > Bra. That queition

Inforceth me break filence : I was there.

Men. Your bulinefs ? Bra, Why, I came to comfort her<

And take fome courfe for fetling her eftate
;

Becaufe I had heard her Husband was in debt

To you, my Lord. Cfrfon. He wis.

Bra. And 'twas ftrangely feir'd,

That you would cozen her. Mo»NVho made you Overfeer?

Bra. Why, my Charity, my Charity, which Aould flow,

From every Generous and Noble Spirit,

To Orphans and to Widows. Mon % Your luft.

Bra. Cowardly dogs bark ioudeft. Sirrah Prieft,

lie talk with you hereafter ;——Do you hear ?

Tue Sword you frame of fuch an excellent temper,

He {heath in your own Bowels

;

There are a number of thy Cott refemble

Your common PorVboys. Moh. Ha ?

Br*. Your mercenary Pofl-boys

:

Your Letters carry truth, but 'tis your guife

To fiil your mouths with grofs and impudent Iies»

.

Ser. My Lord, your gown.

.

Bra. Thou lieft, 'twas my ftool.

Beftow't upon thy Mafter, that will challenge

The reft oth'houfhold- fluff; for Brachial*

Was ne're fo beggarly, to take a ftool

Out of anoth^rs lodging : let him make
Vdrance for His bed on'c ; or a demy foot-cloth

For his moft reverent moile> Monticelfat

Nemo me imfttne lacejfu. Eixit Bmbi*n$.
Mon. Your Champion's gone.

Vitt The Wolfmay prey the better.

Fra. MyLord,there's great fufpition ofthe murder,
But no found proofwho did it : for my part,

I do not think (he hath a foul fo black

To aft a deed fo bloody ; if fhe have,

As in cold Countries Husbandmen plant Vines*
And with warm Blood manure them

;
even fo,

One Summer live will bear unfavory Fruity

And
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And ere next Spring wither both branch and root.

The aft of blood let pafs • only defcend

To matter of incontinence, Vit. I difcern poifon

Under your gilded pills.

Mon. Now the Duke's gone, I will produce a Letter*

Wherein 'twas plotted, he and youflipuld meet

At an Apothecaries fummer-houfe,

Down by the River Tyber : view't, my Lords

:

Where, after wanton bathing, and the heat

Of a lafcivious Banquet, 1 pray read it,

I fliame to fpeak the reft. Vit. Grant I was tempted \

Temptation to luft proves not the a&,

Cafia eft qmm nemo rogavit
;

You read his hot love to me, but vou want

My frofty anfwer. Mon. Froft t'th dog-days J ftrange

!

fiV.Gondemn you me for that the Duke did love me ?

So may you blame fome fair and chryftal river

For that fome melancholick diftra&ed man
Hath drown'dhimfelf in't. Mm. Truly drownM indeed- <s

Vit. Sum up my faults, I pray, and you lhall find,

That beauty, and gay clothes, a merry heart>

And a good ftomack to feaft, are all,

All the poor crimes that you can charge me with

:

In faith, my Lord, you might go piftol flies,

The fporc would be more noble. Mon. Very good.

Vit. But take you your courfe • it fcems you have beggar'd me firfts

And now would fain undo me ; I have houfes,

Jewels, and a poor remnant of Cruzado's.

Would thofe would make you charitable, Mon. Ifthe Devil
Did ever take good fhape, behold his picture.

Vit. You hive one virtue left

;

You will not flatter me. Fra. Who brought this Letter f

Vit. I am not compcll'd to tell you.

Mon. My Lord Duke fent to you a thoufand Duckets,

The twelfth of Auga^. Vit. 'Twas to keep your Coufin
Fromprifon; I paid ufe for't. Mon. I rather think,

'Twas incereft for his luft.

Vit. Who fays fo but your felf ? if you be my Accuferi
Pray ceafe to be my Judge ; come from the Bench,
Give in your evidence 'gainft me, and let thefc

Be Moderators : My Lord Cardinal,

Were your intelligencing ears as loving,

As to my thoughts, had you an honeft tongue,
I would not care though you proclaim'd them all,

Mon. Go to, go to*

E 2 After
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After your goodly and vain-glorious banq net,

He give you a choke-pear, fit, Of your own grafting ?
,

/kfrw.You were bora in Venice^ honourably defcended

From the VUi'iiUl ; 'twas my Coufins fate,

111 may I name the hour, to marry you :

He bought you of your Father. Vit. Ha ?

Mon. He fpent there, in fix moneths,

Twelve thoufand Duckets, and (to my knowledg)

Receiv'd in dowry with you not one Jttha

:

*Twas a hard peny- worth, the ware being lb light.

1 yet but draw the curtain, now to your pifture t

You came from thence a moft notorious Strumpet,

And fo you have continued, fit. My Lord.

Mon. Nay, hear me ;

You fhall have time to prate; ——my Lord Brachiano :

Alas, I make but repetition

Of what is ordinary, and Ryako talk,

And ballated, and would be plaid oth'ftage,

But that vice finds fuch loud rriends,

Tiigt Preachers are charm'd filent*

You Gentlemen, FUmlneo gnd MarceUoy

The Court hath nothing now to charge you with>

Only you muft remain upon your Sureties,

For your appearance. Fra. I (land ror Marcello.

FU. And my Lord Duke for me.
Mon. For you, Vittoria^ your publick fault,

JoinM to th* condition of the prefent time,

Takes from you all the fruits of noble pity

:

Such a corrupted trial have you made
Both of your life and beauty, and been ftyl'd

No iefs an ominous fate, then Blazing- itars

To Princes, hear your fecit ence
;
you are confined *

Unto a houfe of Converts ; and your bawd.
Fla. Who, I ? Men. The Moor.
FU. O, I am a found man again,

Fit. A node of Converts, what's that ? -

Mon. A houfe of Penitent Whores.
Vitm Do the Noblemen in Rome

Erecl it for their Wives, that I am fent i

To lodge there > Fra. You mult nave patiencCr

Vit. I mutt firft have vengeance.

] fain would know if you have your falvation

By patent, that you proceed thus. Mon. Away with her

Take her hence. fit.A rape, a rape. Mon* How ?

Vk% Yes, you have raviflxt Jaitice,
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Forc'c her to do your pleafure. Mon. Fie, (he's mad.

Vit. Die with chofe pills in your molt cur fed maw

Should bring yon health, or while you lit oth* Bench,

Let your own Ipittlc choke you. Mon. She's turn'd Fury.

Vit. That the hit day of Judgement may find you,

And leave you the fame Devil you were before ;

Inftruft me, fome good Horfe-leecb, to fpeak Treafon

;

For iince you cannot take my iitefor deeds*

Take it for words : O Womans poor revenge,

Which dwells but in rue tongue 5 1 Will not weep,

No ; I do fcorn to call up one poor tear

To fawn on your iujuftice : bear me hence,

'

Unto this ho ifeof, wha;'s your mitigating Tide ?

Mon. Ox Converts. Vlu kfliail not be a houfe of Converts •

My mind lhall make it honefter to me

T4ep the Popes Palace, and more peaceable

Then my foul ;
though thou art a Cardinal,

Know this, and let it fomewhat raife your fpight,

Through darknefs Diamonds fpread their richer* light* Exit Vhteria^

Aft. 3. Seen. 3.

Enter Br achiano.

Bra. Now you and I are friends, Sir, we*l fhake handf,

.

In afriends grave, together, a fit place,

Being the emblem of loft peace t'atcone our hatred.

fra. Sir, what's the matter ?

Bra. I will not chafe more blood from that lov'd cheek 5

You have lolt too much already : Fare you well.

Fra. How ftraoge thefe words found ? what's the interpretation?

Fla. Good, this is a preface to the difcovery ofthe Dutchefs's *>pde>

death : He carries it well ; becaufe now I cannot counterfeit a

whining paflion for the death of my Lady , I will feign a mad humour for the

difgrace ofmy Sifter , and that will keep off idlequeftions , Treafons tongue

with a villanous palfie in't ; I will talk to any man , hear ao man ; and, for &

time, appear a politick mad- man.
Enter Giovanni ^ and Count Lodovico.

Fra. How now, my Noble Coufin ! What, in black ?

Gio. Yes, Ui.xle ; I was taught to imitate you
In virtue 1 and you muft imitate me
In colours of your garments : my fweet Mother
Is. Fra. How ? Where h

Gio. Is there
;
no, yonder 1 indeed, Sir* ile not telf you;

For I fhall make you weep. Fra. Is dead.
Gio. Do not blame me now,

I did not tell you fo. Lod. She's dead, xry Lori,
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Fr*..Des«I? Mm. Blefied Lad, J

Thou arc now above thy woes

:

Wilt pleafe your Lordtfiips to'withdraw a little >

Gio. What do the dead do. Uncle } do they eat ?

Hear mufjckj go a hunting, and be merry, as we that live }

Fra. No, Cuz ; they deep,

Gio. Lo^-d, Lord, that I were dead,

I have not fltpt thefe £ix-nights. When do they wake ?

Ffa. When God fliall pleafo

Gio. Good God, let her deep ever

.

For 1 have known her wake an hundred nights,

When all the pillow, where fne laid her head,

Was brine- wet with her tears. I am to complain to you/ir*

He tell you how rhey have ufed her now fee s dead :

They wrapt her in a cruel fold of lead,

And would not let me kifs her. Fra
%
Thou didll love her.

Gio. I have often heard her fay, Hie gave me fuck
;

And it fhould feem by that fne dearly Iov'd me,

Since Princes feldom do it.

Fra.O, All my poor Sifter that remains
!

,

Take him away, for God's fake. Mon. How now, my Lord ?

Fra. Believe me, I am nothing but her grave

«

And I fhall keep her bkfled memory
Longer then thoufand Epitaphs. Enter Flamineo dlftrattcd.

Flu. We Indure the llrokes like anvils, or hard ileel,

Till pain it felf makes us no pain to feel.

Wao (hill do me right now ? Is this the end of fervice ) Ide rather go weed
Garlick; travel through France , and be mine own Oftler ; wear fheep-skin

I nbgs; o-fhoesthatftinkof blacking; beentred into the lift of the forty

ti o ifanti Pedlars in Poland. • Enter Savoy.

Wo jld I had rotted in fome Surgeons houfe at Venice ^ built upon the Pox as

well as on piles, ere I had ferv'd Bracblano.

Sav. Yo;j mult have comfort,

Fla. Your comfortable words are like honey; they rellifli in your mouth
that's whole • but in mine that's wounded they go down as if the fting of the

Bee were in them. Oh, they have wrought their purpofe cunningly, as if they

would not feem to do it of malice. In this a Polititian imitates the Devi] , as

the Devil imitates a Canon ;
whcrefoever he comes to do mifchief, he comes

with his backfide towards you. Enter the French Embaffalor.

Fre. The proofs are evident.

Fla. Proof! 'twas corruption. O God , what a God art thou ! and, O Mar,
what a Devil art thou to be tempted by that curfed Mineral S Your diverfi-

volent Lawyer, mark him ; Knaves turn Informers, as Maggots turn to Flies;

you may catch Gudgeons with either. A Cardinal ! I would he would hear

me
;

there's nothing fo holy, but money will corrupt and putrifie it , like Vi-

ctuals



The White Devil.

Ouafs under the Line ; You are happy in England
, my Lord ; here they fell

juftice withthofe weights they prefs men to death with. O horrible Sallary »

Eng. Fie, fie, Flamingo.

Fla. Bells ne're ring well, till they are at their full pitch •

And I hope , yon Cardinal fhali never have the grace co pray well , till he
come ro the Scaffold.

If they were rackt now, to know the Confederacy ! But your Noblemen are

priviledg'd from the rack : and well may ; for a little thing would pull fome
of them a pieces, afore they came to their arraignment. Religion , oh how it

is commedled with Policy ! The firft blood-flied in the world hapned about

Religion. Would I were a Jew.
Mar. O, there are too many.
FU. You are deceiv'd : There are not Jews enough , Priefts enough , nor

Gentlemen enough. Mar. How ?

Fla. lie prove it : For if there were Jews enough, fo many Ghriftians

would not turn Ufurers • if Priefts enough, one fhould not have fix Benefices
;

and if Gentlemen enough , fo many early Muflirooms , whofe beft growth
fprang from a Dunghil, fhould not afpire to Gentility. Farewel : Let others

live by begging, be thou one ofthem : Pra&ife the art ot Wolmr in England,

to fwallow all's given thee ; and yet let one purgation make thee as hungry
again, as fellows that work in a faw-pir. lie go hear the Scrttch-o* U Exit.
Led* This was Brachials Pandar ; and 'tis ftrange

That infuch open, and apparent guilt

Of his adulterous Sifter, he dare utter

Sofcandalous a palfion. I maft wind him., £#f*r Flamineo.
Flo. How darts this banifht Count return to Rome,

Ht> pardon not yet purchaft ? I have heard

The deceaft Dutchefs gave him penfion,

And that he came along from Padua
Tth train of the young Prince. There's fomewhac in't.

.

Phyfitians, that cure poifons, ftill do work
With counter-poifons.

Mar. Mark this ftrange encounter.
FU. The God of melancholy turn thy gall to potfon

5

And let the ftigmatick wrinkles in thy face,

Like to the boiftrous waves in a rough tide,

One ftill overtake another. Lod. I do thank thee •

And I do wifh ingenioufly,.for thy fake>

The Dog-days all th' yea" long.
Fla. How croaks the Raven ?

Is our good Dutchefs dead ? Lod. Dead. FU. O Fate »

Misfortune comes like the Coroner's bufinefs,
Huddle upon huddle. ZW. Shall thou and I joyn haufe-keepin* *

Fla. Yes, content.
r °"

Let's be unfociably fociable,

.

Loft.



JimmCoromhQm^Q^
Lod. Sit force three days together, and difcourie*

\&U. OMy-ivith making faces, - - > : ? -J ~- - -•<:

Lie in our clothes. Lod. With faggots for our pillows.

FU. And be Ioulie.

LodAw Taffata linings ; that*s Gentile melancholy.

Sleep ti\ day. FU. Yes j and like your melancholy Hare*

Feed after midnight.

We are obferv'd : fee how yon couple grieve.

Lod. What a itrange creature is a laughing fool I

As if man were created to no ufe

But only to (hew his teeth. FU. He tell thee what,

Ic would do wdij inilead of looking- glafles,

To fet one* face each morning by the fawcer

Of a witches congealM bloods Lod, Precious Rogue '

We*i never part. FU. Never, till the beggary of Courtiers*

The d ifcon tent ofC i i u rch -men , want of Sou Id i erh
And all the creatures that hang manacled,

Worfe then iirappado'd, on the lowett feliy

O: fortunes wheel, be taught, in our two lives. Enter AntoneM.%
To fcorri that world wh ch life of means deprives, and 6<tff>*m.

Ant. My Lord, I bring -good news. The Pope on9
s death- bed

3

At the earneit fait ofthe great Duke of Fl&rcxce,

Hath fign'd your pardon, a; id rellor'H unto you- —
Lod. I thank you for your news. Look up again,

Tldnnneo, fee my pardon. FU Why do you ittfgft ?

There was no fuch condition in our covenant. Lod 4 Why ?

FU. You (hall not feem a trappier man then 1*

You know our vow, St ; if you will be merry,

Do ieith' like pofture, as if fome great man
Sat while his enemy were executed :

Though it be very letchery unto thee,

Dot with a fabby Pditittans face.

Lod. Your Sifter is a damnable Whore. FU. Ha £

Lod. Look you ; I fpake that laughing}

FU. Doit ever think to fpeak again ?

Lod. Do you hear ?

Wift fell me forty ounces of her blood,

To water a mandrake > FU. Poor Lord, you did vow
To live a loufie creature. Lod. Ye?. FU. Like one
That had for ever forfeited the day-light,

By being in debt. Lod. Ha, ha!
FU. I do not greatly wonder you do break

;

Your Lord fliip learnt long fince. Bu.t ile tell you*
Lod.Wh&a F//.An<rtihaIlftick byyoiw
Lod, I long for it.



the White Devil

^FU This laughter fcurvily becomes your face
5

If you will not be melancholy, be angry, Strike* him.

See, now I laugh too.

Mar. You are too blame 1 ile force you hence*

Lod. Unhand me. Exit Mar,& FU,
That ere I'fliould be forc't to right my felf

Upon a Pandar ! Ant. My Lord \

Lod. H*had been as good met with frisfift a thunder-bslt,

Gaf. How this ihews J

tod. Uds'death, how did my fword mifs him }

Thefe Rogues that are moft weary oftheir lives

Still fcape the greateft dangers.

A pox upon him 5 all his Reputation,

Nay 3 all the Goodncfs of his Family,

Is not worth half this Earthquake $

I learnt it of no Fencer to fhake thus $

Come, ile forget him, and go drink fome Wine. Extmt,

Aft. 3. Seen* 4.

Enter Francifco and Mmialfi*

Mon* Come,comc, my Lord, untie your folded thoughts,

And let them dangle loofe, as a brides hair.

Your Sifter's poifon'd.

Fra, Far be it from my thoughts

To feek revenge.

Mo», What, are you turn'd all Marble ?

Fra. Shall I defie him, and impofe a War
Moft burthenfome on my poor Subjefts necks,

Which at my will I have not power to end,

You know } for all the Murders, Rapes, and Thefts,

Committed in the horrid Juft of War,
He that unjuftly caus'd it firft proceed,

Shall find it in his grave, and in his feed,

Mon. That's not the courfe Fde wilh yous pray obferve,

We fee that undermining more prevails

Then doth the Cannon.Bear your wrongs conceal'd,

And, patient as the Tortoife, let this Camel
Stalk o're your back unbruis'd ; fleep with the Lion 1

And let this brood of fecure fcolHh Mice
_ Play with your noftri!s 5 till the time be ripe

For th* bloody audit, and the fatal gripes

Aim like a cunning Fowler, dofe one eye,
That you the better may your game efpy,

Fra, Free me my innocence rrom treacherous a£U 5

I know there's thunder yonder : and ile ftand,

F Like
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like a fafe Valley, which low bends the knee

To fome afpiring Mountain : fince I know
Treafon, like fpiders, weaving necs for flies,

By her foul work is found, and in it dies.

To pafs away thefe thoughts, my honour'd Lord,

It is reported you poffefs a book,

Wherein you have quoted, by intelligence,

The nsmes of all notorious offenders

Lurking about the City. Mon. Sir, I do

;

And fome there are who call it my black book

:

Well may the title hold : for/ though it teach not

The art of conjuring, yet in it lurk

The names of many Devils. Fra. Pray let's fee ir*

Mon. I*ie fetch it to your Lordihip.

Frat Monttcelfoy Exit Monticclfo*

I will not truft thee ; but in all my plots

Tie reft as jealous as a Town befieg'd 5

Thou canft not reach what I intend to a£h
Your flax foon kindles, foon is out again ;

But gold flow heats, and long will hot remain. •V V i

Mon. Tis here, my Lord. Enter Mont, frefents Fm With a boo^»

Fra. Firft, your Intelligencers, pray let's fee

;

Their number rifes (Irangely.

Mon. And fome of them
You'd take them for honeit men. The next are Panders

5

Thefe are your Pirates ; and thefe following leaves

For bafe Rogues , that undo young Gentlemen
By. taking up commodities; for politick Bankrupts ;

Per Fellows that are Bawds to their own Wives,
Caly to put offHorfes, and flight Jewel?,

Clocks, defac't Plate, and fuch commodities,

At birth of their firit Children. Fra. Are there fuch i
Men* Thefe are impudent Bawds,

That go in mens apparel ; for Ufurers

That fhare with Scriveners, for their good reportage i

For Lawyers, that will ante-date their Deeds

;

And fome Divines you might find folded there \

But that I flip them o're for Confidence fake,

Here is a general Catalogue of Knaves;

A man might ftudy all the Prifons o're,

Yet never attain this knowledge* Fra. Murderers

;

Fold down the leaf, I pray :

Good ray Lo'd, let me borrow this flrange Doctrine.
XMjn. Prav, ufe't my Lord.
Fra. I do aifure your Lore flvp,

You



The White Devil

You arc a worthy Member of the State,

And have (tone infinite good in your difcovery

Of diefe Offenders. Man* Some what, Sir. Fra t O God I

Better then Tribute of Wolves paid in Er.gfonL

'Twill hang their skins oth* hedge.

Man. I mull: make bold

To leave your Lordfhp. Fra* Dear Sir, I chank you | .

I f any ask for me at Court, report:,

You have left me in the Company of Knaves. Exit Mnuatfr*
I gather now by this, fome cunning Fellow

That's my Lord's Officer, one that lately'skipt

From a Clerks Desk up to a Juftices Chair,

Hath made this knavifh fummons • and intends,

As th* Irifh Rebels were wont to fell heads,

So tQ make prize of thefe. And thus it happens s

Your poor Rogues pay for't, which have not means
To prefent bribes in fift ; the reft oth' band

Are raz'd out of the Knaves record
;
or elfe,

My Lord he winks at them with eafie will

;

His man grows rich, the Knaves are the Knaves ftilS.

But to the ufe ile make of it • it /hall ferYe

To point me out a lift ofmurderers,

Agents for any Villany. "Did I want
Ten leafh of Curtizans, it would furnifh me •

Lawndrefs three Armies : That in fo little paper
Should lie th* undoing of fo many men !

'Tis not fo big as twenty Declarations.

See the corrupted ufe fome make of Books

:

Divinity, wrefted by fome factious blood,

Draws fwords,fwells battels,and o'rethrows all good:
To fafhion my revenge more ferioufly,

Let me remember my dead Sifters face

:

Call for her pifture? no 5 ile clofemine eyes,
And in a melancholick thought ile frame
Her figure 'fore me. Now I hav't how ftrong Enur IfaMtfs Ghofi,
Imagination works ! how fhe can frame
Things which are noc! methinks fhc ftands afore me;
And by the quick Idea of my mind,
Were my skill pregnant, I could draw her piaure,
Thought, as a fubtil Juggler, makes us deem
Things fupernamral, which yet have caufe,
Common, as ficknefs. Tis my melancholy

;How cam'ft thou by thy death ? how idle am I
To queftion mine own idlenefs ? did ever
Man dream awake till now ?— remove this objeft

:

F 2 Out
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Oat of my brain with'c : what have I to do
With Tombs, or Death- beds, Funerals, or Tears,

That have co meditate upon Revenge ?

So now 'tis ended, like an old Wives ftory :

States-men think often they fee ftranger fights

Then Mad-men. Gome, to this weighty bufinefl;

My Tragedy mutl have fome idle mirth in't,

Elfe it will never pafs. I am in love,

In iove with Corombona ; and my fuit

.

Thus halts to her in Verfe.—
I have done it rarely : O the fate of Princes ! He mitts,

I -am fo us'd to frequent flattery,

That being alone 1 now flatter my felf ;
'

But it will ferve, 'tis feal'd : Bear this Enter Servant*

To th
5

houfeof Converts • and watch your leifure

To give it to the handf oSCorombona,

Or to the Matron, when fome Followers

QiBrachiano may be by. Away. Exit Servant*
.

He that deals all by ftrength, his wit is ffiallow

:

Wiien a mans head goes through, each limb will follow.

The engine fo»r my buflnefs, bold Count Lodowick,
;

Tis Gold muft fuch an Inftrument procure

;

With empty fift no man doth Falcons lure,.

Brachial, I am now fit for thy encounter

»

Like the wild /r/^ile ne're think' thee dead,

Till I can play at toot-ball with thy head.

F-Jeftcrefi nequeo Sftperos> Acheronta movebo. Exit A£ont0 ,

ACTUS Qjiartuv SGENA Prima.

Enter the Matron, and Flamineo.

Mat. Should it be known the Duke hath fuch recourfe

,

To your imprifon'd Sifter, I were like

T'incur much dammageby it. FU. Not a Temple.

The Pope lies on his death-bed, and their heads

Are*roubled now with other bufmefs

Then guarding of a Lady. Enter Servant*

Ser, Yonder's FUmineo in conference

With the Matron. Let me fpeak with you
5

1 would intreat you to deliver, for me,

This Letter to the fair Vittoria*

^r.Ifhall,Sir.

Ser. With all care,and fecrede

;

Hereafter you (hall know me, and receive

Thanks for this courtefie. F/a. How now ? what's that?

Mat. A Letter, Fla % To my Sifter ! He fce't delivered. Enter Bracbiano.

Bra.
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Bra. What's that you tt&6,Flamineo? FA*. Look.

Bra. Ha ! To the molt unfortunate, his beft rcfpeftcd, Vlmria.

Who was the Mefifenger ? Fla. I know not.

Bra. No! Who fent it?

Fla. Ud's foot, you fpeak, as if a man
Should know what fowl is coffinM in a bake't meat

Afore you cut it up.

Bra. He open't, were't her heart. What's here fubfcribed I FUrence

This jugling is grofs and palpable.

I have found out the conveyance : reade it,reade it.

FllSk Tour tears He turn to triumphs, be but mint

:

Tour prop is fain ; / pity, that a Vine, -

Which Princes heretofore have longd to gathery
W'antingfupporters, now fhould fade and wither.

Win* iYaith, my Lord, with Lees, would ferve his turn.

Tourfad imprifonment He foon uncharm.

And with a frincely uncontrolled arm
LeadjoH to Florence, where my love and care

Shall hang jour wifhes in myfilver hair.

A halter on his Grange equivocation.

Nor for my years return mt the fad willow
,

Who prefer bloffoms before fruit that*s mellow.

Rotten, on my knowledge,with lying too long i'th bed-ftraw>

And all the lines ofage this line convinces -

The Gods never wax old, no more do Princes.

A pox on't, tear it, let's have no more Atheifts, for God's fake.

Bra, Ud's death, ile cut her into Atoms,
And let th* irregular North-wind fweep her up,

And blow her int' his noftrils. Where's this Whore ?

Fla. What ? what do you call her ?

Bra, Oh, I could be mad'

;

Prevent the curft difeafe fhe'l bring me to •

And tear my hair off : Where's this changeable fluff?

Fla. O're head and ears in water, I allure you ;

She is not for your wearing. Bra, You I Pandar

!

Fla. What ofme, my Lord ? am I your dog ?

Bra. A bloodrhound : do you brave ? do you ftand me?
Fla. Stand you ? let thofe that have difeafes, run

;

I need no plainer. Bra. Would you be kickt ?

Fla. Would you have your neck broke ?

I tell you, Duke, I am not in Rajfid ;

My fhins muft be kept whole. Bra. Do you know me ?

Fla. O my Lord I methodically.

As in this World there are degrees of Evils

;

So in this World there are degrees of Devils,
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You'r a great Duke : I your poor Secretary.

I do look now for a Spanifh fig, or an Italian fallet day!/.

Bra. Pander, ply your Convoy, and leave your prating,

FU. All your kindnels to.me is like that miferable courtefieof Polyphemus

to Ulyjfes
;
you referve me to be devour-'d laft : you would dig Turfs out of my

Grave to feed your Larks
;
that would be muilck to you. Gome, ile lead yo&

to her.

Bra.Doyon face me?
Fta, O Sir , I would not go before a Politick enemy with my back towards

him, though there were behind me a whirlpool.

Enter Vittoria to Brachlano and Flamineo.

Bra. Can you read, Miftrep ? look upon that Letter :
*

There are no Characters, nor Hieroglyphicks.

You need no comment, I am grown your receiver

;

Gods precious, you fliall be a nrave great Lady

;

A (lately, and advanced Whore. riL Say. Sir?

Bra. Com°, co re, let's fee your Cabinet
;
difcover

Your treafury of Love-letters. Death and Furies I

lie fee them all* vk. Sir, upon my foul

I have not any. Whence was this directed ?

Bra. Confuiion on your Politick ignorance !

You are reclaimed, are you ? He give you the bells,

And let you file to the Devil. FU. 'Ware Hawk, mv Lord,
Vit. Florerce ! This is fome treacherous plot, my Lord ;

To me he nere was lovely, I proteft,

So much as in my fleep. Bra. Ri^ht » they are plots.

Your beauty ! O, ten thoufand curies pr/e

:

How lonr* have I beheld the Devil in Chriiial.!

- Thou halt lead me, like an Heathen facrlfice,

With Mulkk, and with fatal yokes or Fiowers,

To my Eternal ruine : Woman to Man
Is either a God, or a Wolf. Vlt. My Lord I Bra. Away,
We'l be as differing as two Adamants

;

The one fliall fliurnhe other. What! do'ft weep ?

Procure but ten of thy diiTembftng trade,

We'i fumifh all the frifh funerals

With howling, pall wild Ir fh. F/a. Fie, my Lord.
Bra. That hand I rhatcurfed hand, which I iiave wearied

With doting kifles ! O my fweeteit Durchefs I

How lovely art thou now I my loofe thoughts
Scatter like quick-fflver; T was bewi-ch'd :

For all the world fpeaks ill of thee. Vlt. No matter •

Ile live fo now , ile make that woi Id recant,

And change her fpeeches. You did name your Dutchefs."
Bra. Whofe death God pardon.
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Vit. Whofe death God revenge

On thee, molt godlefs Dake. Fla. Now for the whirlwinds.

Vit- What have I gain'd by thee, but infamy ?

Thou hart ilain'd the fpotlefs honour ofmy houfe.

And fri ghted thence noble fociety :

Like thofe, who fickoth' Palfie, and retain

Jll-fcenting Foxes 'bout them, are ftill fhun'd

By thofe of choicer noltrils. What do you call this Houfe ?

Is this your Palace ? did not the Judg* ftyle it

A Houfe of Penitent Whores ? who fent me to it ?

Who hath the honour to advance Vittorla

To this Incontinent Colled^e ? is't not you ?

Is't not your high preferment ? Go, go brag,

How many Ladies you have undone, like me.
Fare you well, Sir ; let me hear no more of you,

I had a limb corrupted to an ulcer,

Bnt 1 have cut it off : and now ile go
Weeping to Heaven on crutches. For your gifts,

I will return them all 5 and 1 do wifh

That I could make you full Executor

To all my fins : O that I could tofs my felf She throws hir [elf
Into a grave as quickly : for all thou art worth ufon a bed*
Ile not flied one tear more He burlt firft.

BraA have drunk Lethe :

Vittorla ! My dearett happinefs ! Vittorla

!

Whatdoyou ail, my Love ? why do you weep?
' Vit. Yes, I now weep poniards, do you fee ?

Bra. Are not thofe matchlefs eyes,mine ? Vit. I had rather
They were not matchlefs. Bra. Is not this lip, mine ?

Vit. Yes : thus to bite it off, rather then give it thee.
Ila. Turn to my Lord, good Sifter.

Vit, Hence, you Pandar.

Ha. Pandar ! Ami the author ofyour fin ?

Vit. Yes : he's a bafe thief that a thief lets in.

Fla. We're blown up, my Lord.
Bra. Wilt thou hear me?

Once to be jealous of thee, is t'exprefs

That I will love theeeverlaitingly,

And never more be jealous. Vit. O thou fool,
Whofe greatnefs hath by much oregrown thy wit

'

What dar'it thou do, that I not dare to fuffer,

Excepting to be ftill thy Whore ? for that,

In the feas bottom fooner thou fhaJt make
A bonefire. Fla. O, no Oaths, for God's fake.
Br a Will you hear m* ? Vit. Ne? era
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TU. What a damn'd impoftume is a Womans will*

Can nothing break it ? fie, fie, my Lord.
Women are caught as you take Tortoife*,

She muft be turn'd on her back. Sifter, by this hand
I am on your fide. Come, come> you have wrong'd her*

What a itrange credulous man were you, my Lord,
To think the Duke of Florence would love her ?

Will any Mercer take anothers ware
When once 'tis tows'd and fullied ? And yet, Sifter,

How fcurvily this frowardnefs becomes you

!

Young Leverets ftand not long, and Womens a iger

Should, like their flight, procure a little fport

:

A full cry for a quarter of an hour
;

And then be put to th* dead fquat. Bra. Shall thefecyes*
Which have fo long time dwelt upon your face,

Be now put out ? FU. No cruel Land-Lady i'th World,
Which lends forth groats to Broom-men, and takes ufe for them*
Would do't.

Hand her, my Lord, and kifs her : be not like

A Ferret, to let go your hold with blowing.
Bra. Let us renew right hand!. Vit, Hence.
Bra. Never fhall rage, or the forgetful Wine,

Make me commit like fault.

Fla. Now you are i'th way on't, follow't hard.

£™.Be thou at peace with me • let all the world
Threaten, I care not. FU. Mark his penitence

:

Bell natures do commit the grofleft faults,

When they're given o're to jealoufie : as belt Wine
Dying, make! ftrongeft Vinegar. Ik tell you

;

The Sea's more rough and raging then calm Rivers^

But not fo fweet, nor wholfome. A cjuiet Woman
Is like a ftill water under London-Bridge •

A man may (hoot her (afely. Vit. O ye diffembling men I

FU. We fuckt that, Sifter, from Womens brefts, in our fitft infancy,

r/V.Toaddmiferytomifery I Bra.SmetzRl
Vit. Am I not low enough ?

1,1, your good heart gathers like a fnow-ball,

Now your affeftion's cold. Fla. Ud's foot, it (hall melt

To a heart again, or all the Wine in Rvme
Shall run oth* Lees for'r.

Vit. Your dog, or hawk, fliould be rewarded better

Then I have been : He fpeak not one word more.
Fla. Stop her mouth

With a fweet kifs, my Lord.

So, now the Tide's turn'd, the Veflei's come about 3
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He's a fweet armful. O we curld-hair'd Men
Are ftill moft kind to Women. This is well.

Bra. That you fliould chide thus

!

FU. O, Sir, your little Chimneys

Do ever caft the moft (moke* I (weat for you

;

Couple together with as deep a filence,

As did the Grecians in their wooden horfe.

My Lord, fupply your promifes with deeds;

Ton k*ovp that painted meat no hunger feeds.

-B^.Stay,ingrateful Rome!

FU. Rome lit deferves to be calfd Barbary, for our villanous ufage,

Bra. Soft ; the fame projeft which the Duke of Florence

(Whether in Love or Gullery I know not)

Laid down for her efcape, will I purfue.

FU. And no rime fitter then this night, my Lord
;

The Pope being dead ; and all the Cardinals entred

The Conclave, for th'eletting a new Pope
;

The City in a great confufion
;

We may attire her in a Pages fuit,

Lay her poft* horfe, take /hipping, and amain

For Padaa.

Bra. l.iftmtly fteal forth the Prince Giovanni,

And m^ke for Padua. You two, with your old Mother*
And young Ma cello that attends on Florence^

Ifyou can work him to it, follow me ;

I will advance you all : for you, Vittoria
y

Think of a Dutcheflfcs title. FU. Lo you, Sifter.

Stay, my Lord ; ile tell you a Tale. The Crocodile, which lives in the Ri-

ver Nilns , hath a Worm breeds i'th Teeth oft , which puts it to ex cream an-

guifti : a liftle Bird , no bigger then a Wren , is Barber-furgeon to this Cro-
codile ; flies into the Jaws oft , picks out the Worm , and brings prefent Re-
medy. The Fifh , glad of eafe , but ingrareful to her that did it , that the Bird

may not talk largely of her abroad for non-payment, clofeth her chaps, in-

tending to fwallow her, and fo put her to perpetual ftfence. But Nature, loath-

ing fuch ingratitude , hath arrnM this Bird with a quill or prck on the head

top , which wounds the Crocodile i'th mouth , forceth her open her bloody

prifon, and away flies the pretty Tooth-picker from her cruel Patient.

Bra. Your application is ; I have not rewarded
The fervice you have done me. FU. No, my Lord

:

You , Sifter, are the Crocodile
;
you are blemiflit in your fame : my Lord

cures it. And though the companion hold not in every particular
;
yet ob-

ferve, remember what good the Bird with the prick i'th head hath dane you;
and fcorn ingratitude.

It may appear to fome ridiculous,

Thus to talk Knave and Mad-man ; and fometimes
G ^ Come
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Come In with a dri'd fentence, ftuft with fage.

But this allows my varying of fhapes,
Knaves do grow great by being great men* Apes. Exeunt

Aft. 4, Seen. 2.

Enter Francifco, Lodovico, Gafparo, and fix Embaffadors*

Era. So, my Lore?, I commend your diligence.
Guard well the Conclave, and, as the or^ier is,

let none have conference with the Cardinals.
&*d.I fh 3H, my Lo:d : room for the Embafodors.
Ga(. They're wondrous brave to day : why do they wear

Tnefe feveral habits ? Lod. O, Sir, they're Knights
Or feveral Orders.
That Lord iVh black Cloke, with the filver Crofs,
Is Knight of Rhodes

; the next, Knight of St. Cfrfichael;
That, of the Golden Fleece • the French man there,
Knight of the Holy Ghfl 5 my Lord of Savoy,
Knight of t\i Annotation • the English man
Is Knight of th* Honoured Garter, dedica
Unto their Saint, St. George. I could defcribe to you
Their feveral InftitutTons, with the Laws
Annexed to their Orders ; but that time
Permits not fuch difcovery.
Era. Count Lodomckj Lod, My Lore'!
Era. 'lis oth' point of dinner time:

Marfhal the Cardinals fervice. l*d. Sir, I Enter Servants with
Stand, let me fearch vour diih : who's this fo: ? fevers! dijbes covered.

Ser. For my Lord Cardinal Momcetfi.
Lod. Whole this ?

' Str. For my Lord Caidfn*! of
Eng. Why doth be fearch Hiedi&es? toobferve

What meat is did* ? Era, No, Ssr . but to prevent
Left any Letters liquid he conveyed in,

To bribe, or to follicite che advancement
O any Cardinal : when hitf they fcnt$r, -

'Tis lawful for the Embaff:.d frs orlMnces
To enter with them, and to make iheir futt

For any man their Prince affcfteth heft*
But after, till a general eleaipp.
No man may fpeak with th.?m.

Lod. You that attend on the Lord Cardinals,
Open the window, and receive their viands.A Car, You mnft return the fervid

5 the Lord Cardinas
Are bulled about elefting ofihe Pope ;

They have given ore fcrutiny, and are fain
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To admiration. Ltd. Away, away.

Fra. He lay a thoufand Duckets you hear news A Cardinal oh

Of a Pope prefently ; hark, furely he's elected : the Tarras.

Behold ! my Lord of Arragon appears

On the Church-battlements.

Arragon. Annnntio vobisgaudlnm magnum
\ Rsvtrend'Jfiwm Cardinal^ Lo-

renzo de M^nticelfo eleElus tft w fedem Jfoflolicam, & elegitfthi nomen Pau-

lqm quartuw.

Omnes. Vivatfantti:* F*ter Paulas qxtrtus. Entev Servant.

Ser^Vittoria^ my Lo f.

Fra. Wdli what c ftx ? ftr. Is fltd the City. *V*.Ha?
Ser. With Duke Brjtchimo. F ,

t Fjed ? Where's the Prince Giovanni,

Ser. Gon^ with his Father.

Fra. L >t the Matron of the Converts

Be agpi e :u nded : Fled ? O damnable

!

How fortunate aie Hjy wiibesi Wh y ? 'twas this

I only labour'd. I die I a the Letter

Tinllrutt him what to do. Thy fame, fond Duke,

I firft have poiion'd ; dire&cd thee the way
To marry a whore ; wjiac can be worfe ? this follows,

The band rauft a£V, ro drown the paffionate tongue;

1 (corn to wear a fword, and prate of wrong.

A£l. 4. Seen. 3.

Enter Monticelfo /* State,

Mo*. Corcedimn$ vohhAyoftollcam benediElionem^ & rtmijfionew fecedtorutn*

My lord reports Pittoria i oromhona

Is tleln from forth che Moufe of Converts

By Brachianoy and they're ited the City.

Now, though this be the firft day ofour feat,

We cannot better pleafe the Divine Power,

Then to fequeftec from the holy Church
Thefe curled Perfons, Make it therefore knowrij

Wc Jo denounce Excommunication

A^aiud them both : all that are thairs in Rome
Welikewifebaniih. Set on. Exeunt,

Frd. Gome, deaf Lsdovico
;

You have ta\ne the Sacrament to profccute

Th' intended Murther. Lod. With all conftancy.

But, Sir, I wonder you'l ingage your felf

In perfon, being a great Prince. Fra. Divert me not s

> I rit of his Court arc of my fe&ion,
And fome are ofmy Council. Noble Friend,
Our danger {hall be like in this defigu*

Give leave, part of the glory may be mine. Exit Fmcifco.
® 2 Mon:
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Mon. Why did the Duke of Florence with fuch care ^nUr Montkelfa

Labour your pardon ? fay.

Lod. Italian Beggars will refolve you that

;

Who, begging of an alms, bid thofe they beg of

Do good for their own fakes : or't may be

He fpreads his bounty with a fowing hand

;

Like Kings, who many times give out of meafure
;

Not for defert fo much, as for their pleafure.

Mon. I know you'r cunning. Come* what Devil is that

That you are railing ? Lod. Devil, my Lord ?

Mon. I ask you,

How doth the Duke imploy you, that his bonnet

Fell with fuch complement unto his knee,

When he departed from you ? Lod. Why, my Lord,

He told me of a refty Barbary horfe

Wh ; ch he would fain have brought to the carreer,

The 'fault, and the ring-galliard. Now, my Lord,
' I have a rare French rider. Mon. Take you heed,

Left the Jade break your neck. Do you put me off

With your wild horfe-tricks ? Sirrah, you lye.

O, thou'rt a fowl black cloud, and thou do'll threat

A violent H-orm. Lod. Storms are i*ch air, my Lord 5,

I am too low to itorm. Mon. Wretched Creature

!

I know that thou art fafhion'd for all ill,

Like Dog5, that once get blood, they'i ever kill.

. About fome Murther ? was't not ? LodAlt not tell you sv

Atk£ yet I care not greatly if I do

;

Marry, with this preparation. Holy Father,

I come not to you as an Intelligencer,

But as a Feniitent Sinner. What I utter

Is in Confeiiion meerly
; which you know

Mallnever be reveal'd. Mon. You have o'reta'ne me,
LoL Sir, I did love Brachlano's Dutchefs dearly •

& rather, I purfu'd her with not fun,

though £he neVe knew on't. She was poifon'd

Upon my foul ihe was : for which Lhave fworn
T^en^e her murther. Mon. To the Duke of Florence f
LoL To him I have. Mon. Miferable Creature I

]f thouperfillin this, 'tis damnable.

IDo'lt thou imagine, thou canft Aide on blood.
And not be tainted wirh a fhameful fall ?

Or like the black and mefcncholy Ewe-tree,
Do'll thin!; fo root thy felf in dead mensgraves;

.

And yet toprofper ? inftruftion to thee

Comes like fwcet fhowers to over-hajdned ground^.

They
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They wet, but pierce not deep. And fo I leave thee, -

With all the Furies hanging 'bout thy neck,

Till by thy Penitence thou remove this Evil,

In conjuring from thy bred that cruel Devil, Exit Mont.

Lod. He give it o're ; he fays 'tis damnable

:

Befides, I did expe£l his fuflfrage,

By reafonof Camillo*s death. Enter Servant and Francifco.

Fra. Do you know that Count ? Se». Yes, my Lord.

Fra. Bear him thefe thoufand Duckets to his lodging
;

Tell him the Pope hath fent them. Haply

That will confirm more then all the reft. Ser. Sir

!

Lod. To me, Sir.

Ser. His Holinefs hath fent you a thoufand Crowns
;

And wills you, if you travel, to make him

Your Patron for Intelligence. Lod. His Creature ever to be commanded.
Why now 'tis come about. He raifd upon me; '

And yet the(e Crowns were cold our, and laid ready,

Before he knew my voyage. O the Art,

The modeft Form of Greatnefs ! that do fit

Like Brides at Wedding-dinners, with theirlooks turn'd

From the leafl: wanton jeft, their puling ftomack

Sick of the modelty, when their thoughts are leofe,

Even afting of thofe hot and luftfu! fports

Are to enfue about mid-night : fuch his cunning

!

He founds my depth thus with a golden plummet,
I'm doubly arm'd now. Now to th'afl: of blood;

There's but three Furies found in fpacious Hell
;

But in a Great mans breft three thoufand dwell.

A£t. 4. Seen. 4.

A pafage over the Stage ofBrachiano, Flamineo, Marcello, Hortenfio,
Corombona, Cornelia, Zariche, and other/,

Fla. In all the weary minutes ofmy life,

Day ne're broke up till now. This marriage

Confirms me happy. Hor % *Tis a good aflurance.

Saw you not yet the Moor that's come to Court ?

Fla.Yes, and confer'd with him i'th Duke's clofet;

I have not feen a goodlier perfonage,

Nor ever calkt with man better experience

In State-affairs, or rudiments of War,

.

He hath, by report, fervM the Vennlan
In Caudy> thefe twice feven years, andsbeen chief

In many a bold defign. Uor. What are thofe two
That bear him company ?

FIa t Two Noblemen of Hungary , that living in the Emperors fervice as

Com-
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Commanders, eight years fince; contrary to the expectation of all the (Sourcj

entred into Religion, into the ltritt Order of Capuchins : bat being not well

fetled in their undertaking, they left their Order, and returned to Court : for

which , being aFt^r troubled in conference , they vowed their fervice againft

the enemies of Chrift
;
went to Maltay were there Knighted, and in their re-

turn back , at this great folemnity , they are refolved for ever to forfait the

world, and fettle themfclves here in a houfe of Capuchins in Vadua*

Hot. 'Tisftrange.

Fla. One thing makes it fo. They have vowed for ever to wear next their

bare bodies chofe coats of male they ferved in.

Hoy. Hard penance.

Is the Moor a Chrillian ? Fla, YLt \u

Hor. Why proffers he his fervice to our Duke ?

FU. Becaufe beunderftands, there's liketogrow
Some war between us and the Duke of Florence•

;

In which he hopes employment.
I never faw one in a ftern bold look

Wear more command ; nor in a lofty phrafe

Exprefs more knowing, or more deep contempt
Of oar flight airy Courtiers. He talks

As if he had travelPd all the Princes Courts -

Of Chriftendom ; in all things ftrtves tfexprefs,

That all that fhpuld difpufc with him may know*
Glories, like Glow-worms, afar offfhine bright,

Butlookt to near, have neither teat, aorlighr*

The Duke. -~

Aa.4. Seen. 5.

Enter Brachiano, Florence dlfgpifed ?ik$ Mufiria'flar j Lodovico*

Antonelli, Gafparo, bewiugthcir fwordj and helmets*

Brd. You are nobly welcome. We have heard at full

Your honourable fervice 'gainlt the Turk.
To you, brave MHllnajfar, we affign

Acompleat penfion : and are only for ' V,

The vows of thofe two worthy Gentlemen
Make them incapable ofour proffer'd bounty.
Your ?vifh is, you may leave your warlike fwort!s,

For Monuments, in our Chapped I accept it,

As a great honour done me ; and mull crave
Your leave to furnifh out our Dutchefs revels.

Ouly one thing, as the laft vanity

You e're fhall view, deny me not to ftay

To fee a Barriers prepat'd to night;

You Khali have private (landings : It hath pleasM
The great Embaffadors of feveral Prinzes
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In their retifrn from Rome to their own Countries
To grace our marriage, and ro honour me .

'

With fuch a kind of fport. Fra. I /hall perfwade them
To flay, my Lord. ,.

Set on rbere to the prefence. r/ ' urachiMo,

1^. My noble Lord, molt fortunately welcome t
You have our vows feal'd with the Sacrament a

C
?'f

rat0"
To fecond your attempts. <?„/, And all things readvHe could not have invented his own ruine
(Had he defp3ir'd) with more dexreruy.

Led. You would not take my wav.
Fra. *Tis better order'd.

ri^n '

T '
lla

,

ve
r
PoIioi,

'

d his Prayer-book, or a pair of BeadsThe Pummei of his Saddle, his Looking-nlafs 5

Or th'handle of his Racket: O that, that i -

That while he had been babying at Tennis,
He might have fworn himfeif to Hell, and tfrookWb Soul into the hazard ! 0 my Lord >

I would have o ;r plot be tngeniiMa,
Andbav»khereal :ecordedTor example,
««n«ihen bono/, f,oa «. ft* There'snomy
Morclpeed; ,3 then this thought on. On then.

Apdyet methinks, that this revenge is poor,
Becaufe it teals upon him like a Thief. ° F '

To fuye cane him by the Cask in a pfccht field,
Led aim toFW, / zw. It had been rare—- And thereHave crown'dhnTuvith a wreath of itiokin, Garlick,T nave fcewn the flurpnefs or his Government,
AndranknefsofhisJuft But oe«r- • r • r, •

Flamlneo comes.
' P ^ t J*'?** Lod°™<>> & 4*^111.

¥*. Why dorh this Devil haunt J
^*^'*M~«a'>«*Z~*.

•tm. I know no r :
For (by this light) 1 do not conjure for her •

T.s not fo great a cunning as men think
'

To tnfe the Devi!, here's one up a;rsa ,».
,

.

The greateft canning were to lay him down.
A/*-. She is ynUf flume. F/*.I pwhee pardon her'

In our
?
wn language. F/a . / befeech youl.

SZ rft^T S°l
'/
dier ? ° thst 1 h«dSome of your Iron-days

J I prav relate
Someofyourfervicetous.

P 7>

F.ivV Zvxht.

Fra.
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Fra.
5

Tis a ridiculous thing for a man to be his own Chronicle 5 1 did never
wafh my mouth with mine own praife, for fear of getting a (linking breath.

Mar. You'r too Stoical. The Duke will expect other difcourfe from you/
Fra. I fhall never flatter him ;

Ihaveftudied man too much to do that

:

What difference is between the Duke and I? no more then between two
Bricks, all made ofone Clay : Only'c maybe, one is plac't on the top ofa

Turret ; the other in the bottom of a Well , by meer chance : if I were plac'c

as high as the Duke > I fhould ftick as fart: , make as fair a fhew , and bear out

weather equally.

Fla. If this Souldier had a patent to beg in Churches , then he would tell

them ftories . Mar. I have been a Souldier too.

Fra. How have you thriv'd ? Mar, Faith, poorly.

Fra. That's the mifery of peace ; only outfides are then refpe&ed. As Ships

feem very great upon the River , which fhew very little upon the Seas: fo

fome men i'th Court feem Colojfutfes, in a Chamber ; who if they came into

the Field, would appear pitiful Pigmies.

FU. Give me a fair room yet hung with Arras, and fome great Cardinal to

lug me by th'ears, as his endeared Minion.

Fra. And thou may 'rt do the Devil knows what villany.

Fla. And fafely.

Fra. Right; you fhall fee in the Country , in Harveft-time , Pidgeons,^

though they deftroy never fo much Corn , the Farmer dares not prefent the

Fowling-piece to them ;
why ? becaufe they belong to the Lord of the Man-

nor ; whilft your poor Sparrows, that belong to the Lord of Heaven, they go
to the pot for't.

Fla, I will now give you fome Politick inftru&ions. The Duke fays, he will

give you a Pehfion ; that's but bare promife : get it under his hand. For I have
known men that have come from ftrvingagainft the Turk , for three or four

rnoneths they have had Penfion to buy them new wooden legs, and frefh plai-

rters
;
but after 'twas not to be had. And this miferable courtefie fliews, as if

a Tormenter fhould give hot Cordial drinks to one three quarters dead o'th

Rack, only to fetch the miferable foul again to endure more Dog-days.
Enter Hortevfio, a Comtier9 and Zanche.

How now, Gallants ? what, are they ready for the Barriers ?

Comt. Yes : the Lords are putting on their Armour.
Hor. What's he ?

Fla. A new Up-ltart : One that fwears like a Falconer, and will lye in the -

Dike's ear day by day iij^e a maker of Almanacks : And yet I knew him fince

he came to th' Court fmell worfe of fweat, then an under-Tennis-court-

keeper.

Hw t Look you, yonder's your fweet Miftrefs.

F/^Thou art my fworn Brother : ile tell thee, I do love that Moor, that

Witch; very conftrainedly ; fhe knows fome of my villany : I do love her juft

as a man holds a Wolf by the ears ; but for turning upon me, and pulling out

my throat, I would let her go to the Devil.

Hor.
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:

Hor. I bear (he claims marriage of thee.

FU. Faith , I made her fome fuch dark promife
; and in feeking to fife

from't , I run on , like a frighted Dog with a bortle at's tail , that tain would
bite it off, and yet dares not look behind him. Now, my precious Gipfie i

Zan. I, your love to me rather cools then heats,

FU. Marry, I am the founder lover; we have many Wenches about the
Town heat too faft.

;
Hor. What do you think of thefe perfum'd Gallants then ?

tfs Ila. Their Sattin cannot favc them. I am confident, '

They have a certain fpice of the Difeale

;

For they thatfleep with Dogs fhall rife with FJeas.

Zan. Believe it ! A, little painting, and gay clothe?,

Make you love me.

FJa. How? love a Lady for painting, or gay apparel ? ife unkennel one ex-
ample more for thee* had a foolifh Dog that let go the flefli to catch
the ftiadow ; I would have Courtiers to be better Divers.

Zan. You remember your Oaths.

FU. Lovers Oaths are like Mariners Prayers,utter'd in extremity; but when
the Tempeft is o're, and that the'Veffei leaves tumbling , they fall from pro-
tefting to drinking : And yet amongft Gentlemen, protefting and drinking go
together, and agree as well as Shoe-makers and treflphalia-Bacon

; they are
both drawers on : for drink draws on protection, and proteftation draws on
more drink. Is not this difcourfe better now then the morality of yon fun-
burnt Gentleman ? £nt9r Car»t/ia.

Cor. Is this your pearch, youHaggard ? flie to th'Stews,

FU. You fhould be clapt by th'heelsnow: ftrike i'th Court?
Zan. She's good for nothing but to make her Maids

Catch cold a nights • they dare not ufe bed-ftaves

For fear of ber light fingers. Mar. You're a Strumpet •

An impudentone. FU. Why do you kick her ? fay.

Do you think that fhe's like a Walnut-tree ?

Muft flie be cudgeFd ere flie bear good fruit ?

Mar. She brags that you fhall marry her. FU. What then?
Mar. I had rather fhe were pitcht upon a ftake

In fome new-feeded Garden, to affright

Her fellow Crews thence. FU. You're a Boy, a Fool ;

Be Guardian to your Hound ; I am of age.

Mar. If I take her near you, ile cut her throat.
FU. With a fan offeathers ? Mar. And for you, ile whip

This folly from you. FU. Are you cholerick >

lie purg't with Rubarb. Hor. O, your Brother. FU. Hang him.'
He wrongs me moft that oughc t'offend me lcaft

:

I dofufpeft, my Mother plaid foul play

When fhe conceiv'd thee. Mar. Now by all my hopes,
Like the two flaughterM Sons ofOedipus^

H The
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The very flames of our affe&ion

Shall turn two ways. Thofe words ile make thee anfwer

With thy heart-blood. FU Do
; like the gefs in the prcgrefs,

You know where you (ball find infe. Mar. Very good : Exit Flam.

And thou btfik a noble Friend* bear him my Sword,

And bid him ri; the length on'.. Court. Sir, I ft all.

Zan. He come^. Hence petty thought of my diigrace, Enter Franci[co.

I nt're lov'd my complexion uV now,

'Caufe I may boldly fay, without a blufh, Exeunt allhm Zanche.

I love you. Era. Your love is untimely fown

;

There's a Spring at CfrlichaelmM
, but 'tis but a faint one : I am funk

In years : and I have vowed never :o marry.
Zan. Alas ! poor Maids get more Lovers then Husbands

:

Yet you may miftak* my Wealth. For, as when HmbaiTadors are fent to con-

gratulate Princes , there's cor monly fenc along with them a Rich prefcnt ; fo

that though the Prince fikfc ri thfc EmbaSadors perfon , nor words, yec he
likes well ofthe prefentmsnt : So T

u \ y come to you in the fame manner, and
be better lov'd for my Dowry, ttifcn my Virtue.
Era. He think on the morion.

Zan. Do, ile now detain you no longer. At your better leifure „

lie tell you things frail WMUt your blood :

Nor blame me that this pallor, I reveal

;

Lovers die inward thar Uitir flimfcs conceal.

Era. Oc all intelligence, thi,c may prove the bed •

Sure I fliall draw ilrange fowl from this foul neit. Extmt.

Aft. 4. Seen. 6*.

Enter Marcello > and Cornelia* -

Cor. I hear a whifpering all about the Couft
You are to fight

;
who is youroppofire ?

What is the quarrel ? Mar. 'Ti$ an idle rumor.

Cor. Will you diffemble ? fure you do not well

To fright me thus : you never look thus pale,

But when you are moft angry. I do charge you

Upon my blefifmg
;
nay, ile call the Duke,

And he fhall fchool you. Mar, Pablifh not a fear

Which would convert to laughter ; 'tis not fo.

Was not this Crucifix my Fathers? Cor. Yes.

Mara I have heard you fay, giving my Brother fuck,

He took the Crucifix between his hands, Enter Elamneo*
And broke a limb off. Cor. Yes ; but 'tis mended.

Fla. I have brought your weapon back* Flamineo runs
Cer. Ha, O my horrour I Marcelh through.

Mar. You have brought ft home indeed*
Cor, Help, oh he's murder'd,

Fla,
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Ela. Do you turn your gill up > ile to S ,i du<uy, Exk Tlamlneo.

And fe.id a burgeon to you. /fw. How ? r h ? ground ? £^<fr

O Mother, now rcme noer what I told,

Oi breaking of the Crucifix; EateWll;

Tnerc ate fotnc tins* which Heaven dorh July punifli

In a mho'c Fam ly. This it btorrf'e

By ah difhone f creans. Let all menkno>v,

Tuat tree fliall long time keep a ft*«<Jy foot,

Whole branches fpread no witter then the root.

Cor % O my perpetual forrow ! Nor. Vir uous Marcello !

He's dead : pray leave aim* Lady • come, you fliall.

Cor. Mas ! be is not dead> he's in a trance.

Wny her .
*V no b >dy (hall get any thing by his death. Let me call him again,

for God's fake. No-. I would you were deceiv'd.

Cor. O
;
ou abufe me, you abufe me

, you abufe me. How many have gone
away thus, for lack of tendance? rear up's head, tear up's head

;
his bleeding

inward will kill him*

Nor.Y u fee he is departed.

Cor. Let itu come to him ;
give me him as he is , if he be turn'd to earth •

let me but gire him one hearty kits , atid you fliall put us both into one Cof-
fin: fetch a Looking- glafs, feeif his breath will not ftain it ; or pull fome
feathers from my pillow, and lay them to his lips

; will y ou iofe him for a lit*

tie pains taking ?

Nor. Your kindeft office is to pray for him.

Cor, Alas 1 1 would not pray for him yet : he may live to lay me i'th ground,
and pray for me, if you'J let me come to him.

Enter Bi achiano all at msdjave the Sever* mtb Flamineo, and Page.
Bra. Was this your handy-work ?

Ela. It was my misfortune.

Cor. H« lyes, he lyes, he did not kill him : thefe hare kiil'd him, that would
not let him be better lookt to.

Bra. Have comfort, my griev'M Mother.
Cor. O yon Scrietcn-owl f Nor. Forbear, gor»d Madam.
Cor. Let me go, let me go* SheMM Flamingo mtb her kplfc drtwn%

The GoJ of Heaven forgive thee* Doil not wo0tt and t ofnlng iv iim,
I pray for thee? lie te!l thee what's the reafo ^, lets it {Jt.
I have fcarce breath to number twenty minutes

^

IMe no- fpend that in curling. Fare thee well,

H <lf r\\ thv felf lies there : and may 'It thou live,

To fill an Hout-giafs w?rh his mouk'red & >

To tdl, how thou ftiouJd it ipend the time to come,
In blell Repentance. Bra. Mother, pray tell

How came he ^y his eauh ? what was the qua- teJ?
Cor. Indeed, ro youngei ptefiwn'd cooiftuch

Upon his man-hoov \ gave >. b bitter ;

Ii 2 Dtew
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Drew his fword firft ; and fo, I know not how,

For I was out ofmy wits, he fell with's head

Juft in my bofome. Page. This is no: true, Madam.
Cor. I pray thee, peace.

One arrow's graz'd already ; it were vain

Tlofe this, for that will ne're be found again.

Bra. Go, bear the body to Cornelias lodging :

And we command, that none acquaint our Dutchefs

With this fad accident. For you, Flaming
Heark you, I will not grant your pardon. Fla.No

!

Bra. Only a leafe of your life. And that (hall laft

But for one day. Thou (halt be forc't each evening to renew it, or be hang'd,

Fla. At your pleafure. Enter Lod. and Fra*

Lodovico jprinkjes Brachiano'* Bever with Toiftrn.

Your will is law now, ilenot meddle with it.

Bra. You once did brave me in your Sifters lodging •

lie now keep you in awe for't. Where's our Bever ?

Fra. He calls for his deftru&ion. Noble Youth,

I pity thy fad fate ; now to the Barriers.

This (hall his paffage to the black lake further
5

The laft good deed he did, he pardon'd Murther. Exeunt*

Charges *?d jhansy they fight at Barriers
; firftfinglepairs^ then three to three\ •

ACTUS Qiiintus. SGENA Prima.

Enter Brachiano and Elamineo, with other

s

9 .

Bra. An Armorer ? ud's death, an Armorer ?

Fla, Armorer ; where's the Armorer ?

Bra. Tear off my Bever. Fla. Are you hurt, my Lord ?

Bra. O, my brain's on fire. Enter 'Armorer*

Tfee Hejmet is poifon'd. Arm. My Lord, upon my foul.

Bra. Away with him to torture.

There are fome great ones that have hand in this,

Ami near about me. Vit. 0 my lov'd Lord, poifon'd ? Enter Vittoria.

FU. Remove the bar : here's unfortunate revels.

OH'the Phyfitians : a plague upon you
; ^Enter two Fhyfttiant.

We have too much of your cunning here already.
.

1 fear the Embaffadors are likewife poifon'd.

Bra. Oh ! I am gone already : the infection

511 es to the brain and heart. O thou ftrong heart I

There's fuch a cov'nant 'twixtthe world and it,

They're loath to break, do, O my moft lov'd Father ! EnttrGiovan.
Bra. Remove the Boy away

:

W-here*l this good Woman ? had I infinite worlds,
They were too little for thee. Muft I leave thee ?

What fay you> Scrietch-owl ? is the venome mortal ?

Phf.



The White Devil.

Pfy. Moft deadly. Bra. Moft corrupted politick Hangman !

You kill without book ; but your art to lave

fails you asofc as great mens needy fciepdf.

I tha have given life to offending Slaves,

And wretched Murderetf, have I not power

To lengthen mine own a twelve- month?

Do not kift me, for I (hall poifon thee. To Vmma.

This unaionis lent from the great Duke of Florence.

Fra. Sir, be of comfor t*

Bra. O thou foft natural death, that art joynt-twin

To fweeteft {lumber ! no rough-bearded Comet

Stares on thy mild departure : the dull Owl

Beats not againft thy calemtnt . the hoarfe Wolf

Scents not thy carrion. Pity windi thy coarfe*

Whil'ft horror waits on Prince*. Vlt.l am loll for ever.

Bra. How miferable a thing it is to die,

'Mongft women howling ! What are thofe? Fla. Franclfcans.

They have brought the Extream-unftion.

Bra. On pain ofdeath, let no man name death to me;

It if a word infinitely terrible

:

Withdraw into our Cabinet. Exemt omties, prater Franciic. w *

Fla.To fee what folitarinef* is about dying Princes! As herv..ofore they

have unpeoplM Townl , divorc't Friends , and made great Houfes unhofpita-

ble : fo now,0 juffice ! where are their Flattereri now ? Flatterers are buc the

fliadows ofPrinces bodies, the leaft thick cloud makes them invifibie.

Fra. There's great moan made for him.

Fla. 'Faith, for fome few hours fait water will run moft plentifully in every

Office o'th Court. But believe it t moft of them do but weep as over their

Step-mothers grave.

Fra. How mean you >

Fla. Why ? They diffemble , as fomejnen do that live within compafs o'th

verge.

Fra. Come, you have thriv'd well under him.

F/rf.'Faith, like a wolf in a womans breft; I have been fed with poultry : but

for money, underftand me, I had as good a will tocoufen him, as e're an Offi-

cer of them all ; but I had not cunning enough to do it.

Fra. What didlt thou think of him > 'faith, fpeak freely.

Fla. He was a kind of States-man , that would fooner have reckon'd how
many Cannon- bullets he had difcharg'd tgainlt a Towrvo count his expences

thatway,then how many of his valiant and deferving Subjettihe loll before ir.

Fra. O, fpeak well of the Duke. FU. I have done.

Wilft hear fome of my Court-wifdom ? Enter Lodovico.

To reprehend Princes is dangerous; and to over- commend fome of them, is

palpable lying. Fra. How is it with the Duke ?

t*L Moft deadly Ul.

He's
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"He's fain into a Grange diftraftion.

He calks of Battels, and Monopolies,

Levying of Taxes
;
and from that, uefcends

To th e moil brain- fick language. His mind fattens

On twenty feveral objefts, which confound

Deep fenfe with folly. Such a fearful end

May teach fome men that bear too lofty creft,

Though they live happieft,yet they die not beft.

He hath confer'd tfle whole State of the Dukedom
Upon your Sifter, till the Prince arrive

At mature age. F/a* There's fome good luck in that yet.

Fra, See, here he comes. Enter BraehUuoy frefentei In

There's death in's face already. . a bed*, Vmorh+
} »n& Qtbfr**

Pit. O my good Lord i Bra. Away, you have abtis'd me s

You have convey 'd Coyn forth our Territories

;

Bought and iold Offices, opprefs'd the Poor,
And I ne're dreamt on't. Make up your Accounts,

He now be my own Steward. Fra* Sir, have patience*
Bra, Indeed, I am too blame.

For, did you ever hear the dusky Raven
Chide blacknefs ? or, was't ever known, the Devil
Raifd againft cloven Creatures ? Pit.O my Lord !

Bra.Lzt me have fome Quails to fupper. FU Sir,you /hall.
Bra. No*, fome fried Dog-fi/h : your Quails feed on poiforn

That old Dog-fox, that Politician Florence !

He forfwear hunting, and turn Dog- kllkr :

Rare ! ile be friends with him* for, mark you, Sir r one Dog
Still fets another a barking : Ptace, peace,
Yonder 's a fine Slave come in now. FU. Where?

Bra. Why there

;

In a blew Bonnet, and a pair of Breeches
Wrh a great Cod-piece. Ha, ha, ha

;

Look you, his Cod-piece is rtuck full of Pins
Wi th Pearls o'rh head of them. Do not you know him ?
Fla. No, my Lord. Bra. Why, 'tis the Devil j

I know him bya great Rofe he wears on'* Shoe'
To hide h ;

s Cloven-foe^ Ile difpute with him •

He's a rarelinguirt. Pit. My Lord, here's nothing;
Bra. Nothing ? rare » nothinp ? when 1 want Money.

OurTreafury is empty* thesis nothing;
Ile not be us'd thus. Pit. O J Ire ftilf, my Lord.

Bra. See, fee, FUmineo chat kfli'j his Brother,
Is dancing on tie Ropes there ; and hecarresA Money-bag m each hand, him even,
For fear of breaking's neck. An* there's a Lawyer,

In
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In a ©own whipt with Velvet, Hares and gapes

When the Money will fall. How the Rogue cuts capers

!

It fliould have been in a Halter.

'Tis there ; what's fhe ? Fla. Vittma % my Lord,
L

_£r*.Ha, ha, ha. Her Hair is fprinkled with Arras-powder, that makes her

look as if flie hid finn'd in the Paltry, what's he ?

Fla. A Divine, my Lord.

Bra. frk will be drunk ; avoid him : th'argument Brachano feems here

Is fearful, when Church-men dagger int. n*# hu end ; Lodo~

Look you ; Hx grey Cats, that have loft their tails, vico and Gafparo^ in

Crawl up the Pilldw : fend for a Rat- catcher ; the Habit of Capu.

Ile do a Miracle : He free the Court chins, prefect him in

From all foul Vermine. Where's Flamineo I hi* bed with a Crtt-

FU. I do nor Kfce, that he names me fo often, ctpc and hallowed

Efpccially on's death- bed ; 'tis a fign candle.

1 fliail not j ve lorg : See, he's near his end.

Lod. Prav give us leave ; Attende Domine Brachiane.

Fla. See, .fee how firmly he doth fix his eye

Upon the (Srucifix. PVf.O,hold itconitanr.

It fettles his wild fpirits ; and fo his eyes

M If into tears.

Lod. Domine Bvacbisine,folebas in hello tutus ejfi tuo By the Crucifix,

cfypeoy nunc kmc clypeum hofli tuo opponas infernail.

Gaf. Olim hafiavalulfii in hello ; nunc hanc facram hafiam vibrabis contra

ioftemanimarum ,

Lod. Aitende^Damine Brachiane ;fi nunc quoque probas By the hallow-

ea qua alia fur.t inter nos^ fldfc caput in dextrum* ed Ta per.

Gaf. Ffio fecurut.t Domine Brachiane
;
cogita

,
quantum habeas merttorum :

denique memineru meam animampro tua oppignoratam fi quid ejf*>t pertcnli.

Lod. Si nunc quoque probas ea qua attafunt inter nos
y flette caput in levum.

He is departing : pra>, Hand all apart

;

And let us only whifper in his ears

Some private meditations, vhtch our Order Here the reft being departed^

Permits you not to hear. Gaf. Brachiano. Lodovico , and Gaffaro, dif-

Lod D«vil Brachiano. cover themfelves ,

Thou art damn'd. Gaf. Perpetually.

Lod. A Slave condemn'd 3 and given up to the Gallows,
Is thy great Lord and Matter. Gaf. True : for thou
Art given up to the Devil. Lod. O you Slave !

You that were held the famous Politician,

Whole Art was Poifon- Gaf. And whole Confcierce Murder,
Lod.^That would have broke your Wives neck down the itairs, e're fhe was

poifon'd. Gaf That had your Villanous Sallets.

Lod. And fine Imbroider'd Bottles, and Perfumes,
Equally Mortal with a Winter-plague.

i\\ ~

\ Oaf.
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Gaf Wow, there's Mercury*
Lod. And Copperafs.

Gaf. And Quick- filver.

IW. With other devilifh Apothecary fluff,

A melting in your Politick- brains. Do*ft hear ?

6^/". This is Count Lodovico. Lod. This, Gaffaro^

And thou fhalt die like a poor rogue. Gaf. And ftink

Like a dead Flie-blown Dog.
Lod.And be forgotten before thy Funeral-Sermon,

Bra. Vittoria ! Vittoria i Lod.O
t the curfed Devil

Gomes to himfelf again : We are undone.

Seen. 2.

Enter Vittoria, Francifco, and the Attendants.

Gaf. Strangle him in private. What ? will you call him again

To live in treble torments ? for Gharity,

For Chriftian Gharity, avoid the Chamber. Extant*

Lod. You would prate, Sir. This is a True-love-knot

Sent from the Duke of Florence. Brachial » firangled.

\ Gaf. What, is it done ?

Lod. The fnuff is out. No Woman- keeper i*ch World,
Though fhe had praftisM feven year at the Peft-houfe, They return.

Could have don't quaintlier. My Lords, he's dead.

Omn. Reft to his Soul
Vit.O me ! this place is Hell. Exit Vimri**
Era. How heavily flie takes it 1 Ela. O yes, yes %

Had Women navigable Rivers in their Eyes,

They would difpend them all ; furely, I wonder
Why weihould wifh more Rivers to the City,

.

When they fell Water fo good cheap. He tell thee,

Thefe are but Moonifh fhades of griefs or fears J

There's nothing fooner dry, then Womens tears.

Why here's an end of all my harveft • he has given me nothing.' /

Gourt-promifes I Let Wife men count them curft-

For, while you live, he that fcores belt, pays worft.

Era. Sure, this was Florence doing. Fla. Very likely*

Thofe are found weighty ftrokes which come from th'hand,

But thofe are kilhVg ftrokes which come from th'head.

O the rare tricks of a Machiavilian !

He doth not come, like a grofs plodding flave,

And buffet you to death : No, my quaint knave *

He tickles you to death ; makes you die laughing,

As if you had fwallowed a pound of Saffron,

You fee the feat, 'tis praftis'd in a trice

;

To teach Court-honefty, it jumps on ice.

FrS.
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Fra. Now have the people liberty to talk,

And defcant on his vices, Fla. Mifery of Princes,

That muft of force be cenfur'd by their Slaves i

Not only blam'd for doing things are ill,

Bat for not doing all that all men will

;

One were better be a Threflier.

Uds death, I would fain fpeak with this Duke yet*

Fra. Now he's dead?
F/a. I cannot Conjure ; but if Prayers, or Oath*,

Will get to thTpeech of him, though forty Devils

Wait on him in his livery of flames,

He fpeak to him, and (hake him by the hand,

Though I be blaftcd. Fra. Excellent Lodovico t Exit Flamlneol

Wnat, didft thou terrifie him at the laft gafp ?

Lol. Yes ; and fo idely, that the Duke had like

T'have terrified us. Fra. How ? Enter Zanche,
Lod»You (hall hear that hereafter.

See I yon's the Infernal, that would make us (port.

Now to the revelation of that fecret

She promis'd when (he fell in love with you.
Fra. You're paflionately met in this fad world.
Zan. I would have you look up, Sir • thefe Court-tears

Claim not your tribute to them : Let thofe weep
That guiltily partake in the fad caufc.

I knew laft night, by a fad dream I had,

Some mifchief would enfue; yet, to fay truth,

My dream moft concerted you.

iW.Shairs fall a dreaming?
Fra. Yes ; and, for fafhion fake, tie dream with her.
Zan. Methought, Sir, you came dealing to my bed.
Fra. Wilt thou believe me, Sweeting ? By this light,

I was a dreamt on thee too
; for, methought,

I faw thee naked. Zan. Fie, Sir 1 as I told you,
Methought you lay down by me.

Fra. So dreamt I

;

And left thou (hould'ft take cold, I cover'd thee
With this Irifli mantle. Zan. Verily, I did dream
You were fomewhat bold with me : but'to come to't.

Lod. How ? how? I hope you will not go to't there.
Fra. Nay, you muft hear my dream out.
Zan. Well, Sir, forth.
Fra. When I threw the mantle o're thee, thou didft laugl

Excecdtngly methought. Zan. Laugh !

Fra. And cried'ftout,

The hair did tickle thee. Zan. There was a dream indeed 1
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Lod. Mark her, I prethee ; (he fimpers like the fuds

A Gollier hath been waflu in.

Zan. Come, Sir
; good fortune tends you : I did tell you

I would reveal a fecret. Ifabellay

The Duke of Florence's SiAer, was impoifon'd

By a 'fum'd Pi&urc : and Camilla's neck
Was broke by damn'd Flamineo ; 'he mifchance
Laid on a Vaulting-horfe, Fra. Moll ilrange I

Zan. Mod true. Lod. file &ed ot Snakes is broke*
Zan. I fadly do confefr, I had a hand rrl the black deed,
Fra. Thou kept'ft their counfel. Zam Right:

For which, ur^'d with contrition. I n tend

This night to rob Vittoria, Lod. Excellent penitence!
Ufurers dream onV, while they fleep oiu Sermons.

Zan. To further our efcape, I have intreated

Leave to retire me, till the funeral,

Unto a friend i'th Country. That excufe

Will further our efcape. In Coyn and Jewels,
I ftiall at lead make good unto our ufe

An hundred thoufand Crowns. Fra. O noble Wench I

Lod. Thofe Crowns we'l (hare. Zan. It is a dowry",
Merhinks, (hould make, that fun-burnt proverb faife,

And wafh the jfithiop white. Fra. Ir fhall : away.
Zan. Be ready for our flight. Bra. An hour 'fore day.

Oftrangedifcovery 1 why, till now we knew not
Thecireimftaoce of either of their deaths.

Zan. You'} wait about mid-night
In the-Chappel. Fra. There.

Lod. Why now our anion's juikifi'd.

Fra. Tufli, for Juftice! ^

What harms it Jullice ? we now, like the Partridge*
Purge the Difeafe with Laurel : for the fame,
Shall crown theenterprize, and quit the fiiame.

Ad. Seen. 3.
i Enter Flamineo and Gafparo, at one door, another way Giovanni, attended.

GaJ. The young Duke ! Did vou e're fee a fweerer Prince >
tla. I have known a poor Womans Ballard better favoured, This is behindhim : now

,
to his face, alkompa-rfons are hateful. Wife was the Courtly

Peacock, that being a great Minion, and being compart for beauty, by fome
Dottrels that flood by, to the Kingly Eagle, faid . The Eagle was aVa £er
?SL

H
^

fe
5
n0t ,n refpea of her Feathers> but in of her long

lalons : His wiU^row out in time 5

My gracious Lord \ Gio. I pray leave me, Sir.

«£^hS^Tl£ me
7y

L
; £ 1 have caufe *> *°urn :

for, wot youwhat fa!d the little Boy that rode behind his Father on horfe-bick?

Exit Za%

Enters again.

Exeunt.
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GU. Why, whatfaidtte?

FU. When you arc dead , Father, ((aid he) I hope that I fliall ride in the

faddle. O 'tis a brave thing for a man to fit by himfeif ; he may ftretch him-

feif in the itirrops, look about, and fee the whole compafs of the Hemifphere.

You're now, my Lord, i'th faddle.

Gio, Study your prayers, Sir, and be penitent

:

'Twerc fit you'd think on what hath former been
;

I have heard griefnam'd th
f
eldelt child of fin. Exit Giovan.

F/^. Study my prayers? he threatens me divinely ; lam falling in pieces

already: I care not, though, like AnacbMrJis, I were pounded to death in a

mortar. And yet that death were fitter for Ufurers gold and themfelves to be

beaten together, to make a moft cordial cullice for the Devil.

He hath his Uncles villanous look already

In deeimofexto. Now, Sir, what are you ? Enter Cornier,

Cotir.lt is the pleafure, Sir, of the Duke,

That you forbear the Prefence, and all Rooms
That owe him Reverence.

FU, So; the Wolf and the Raven are very pretty Fools, when they arc

young. Is it your Office, Sir, to keep me out ?

CW. So the Duke willj.

FU. Verily , Matter Courtier , extremity is not to be ufed in all Offices

:

Say, that a Gentlewoman were taken put of her bed about mid-night , and

committed to Cattle Angelo , to the Tower yonder , with nothing about her,

but her fmock ; would it not (hew a cruel part in the Gentleman-porter to lay

claim to her upper garment, pull it o're her head and cars , and put her in

naked ? Coht. Very good
;
you are merry. Exit.

FU. Doth he make a Court-ejeament ofme ? A. flaming fire-brand cafts

more (moke without a-Chimney then within. He fmother fome of them.

How now ? Thou art fad. Enter Francifco*

Fra. I met even now with the moft piteous fight.

' FU. Thou meet'ft another here ; a pitiful

Degraded Courtier. Fra. Your reverend Mother

I found them winding of Mar?ello\ coarfe 5

And there is fuch a folemn melody,

*Twcen doleful fongs, tears, and fad Elegies

:

Such, as old Grandams, watching by the dead,

Were wont t'out-wear the nights with • that, believe mie,

1 had no eyes to guide me forth the room,
They were fo ore-charg'd with" water. FU. I will fee ther
Fra. 'Twere much uncharity in you

;
for your fight

Will add unto their tears. FU. I will fee them.
They are behind the Traverfe. He difcover

Their fuperftitious howling.

old Woman in two hours.

I 2 Aft,
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Aft. f. Seen. 4.

Enter Cornelia, the Moor, and three other Ladles difcover*d winding

Marcello'* coxrfe. A Song.

Cor.This Rofemary is wither'd, pray, get frefli
;

I would have thefe Herbs grow up in his Grave
When I am dead and rotten. Reach the Bayes,

He tie a Garland here about his Head

;

'Twill keep my Boy from Lightning. This Sheet
I have kept this twenty years, and every day

Hallow'd it with my Prayers ; I did not think

He fliould have wore it. Moor. Look you ; who are yonder?
Cor. O, reach me the Flowers.

Moor. Her Lady (hip's foolifh. mm. Alas ! her grief

Hath turn'd her child again. Cor. You're very welcome.

There's Rofemary for you, and Rue for you. To Flamineo.
Hearts-eafc for you. I pray make much of ir.

I have left more for my felf. Fra. Lady, who's this ?

Cor. You are, I take it, the Grave-maker. Fla. So.

Moor, 'Tis Flamingo*

Cor. Will you make me fuch a Fool ? here's a white hand •

Can blood fo foon be wafht out? Let me fee,

When ^crietch-owls croak upon the Chimney- tops,

And the Grange Cricket i'th Oven fings, and hops j

When yellow fpots do on your hands appear,

Be certain then you of a Coarfe fhall hear.

Out npon'c, how 'tis fpeckled 1 h'as handled a Toad fure.

Cowrlp-water is good for the memory ; pray buy me three ounces oft,
FU. 1 would I were from hence. Cor. Do you hear, Sir ?

lie give you a faying which my Grand-mother
Was wont, when flie heard the BelJ tole, to fing o're unto her Lute,
Fla. Do, and you will ; do.

Cor. Callfor the Robin-red-breft, and theWren, Cornelia doth this

Since ore {had) groves they hover> infeveralforms of
Avd with leaves and flowers do cover diffraction*

The friendlefs bodies of unburied men.

Call unto his funeral Dole

The Ant% the Field-moufey and the Mole

To rear him hillocks, that fhall keep him warm,

And (when gay Tombs are rob'd)fujfatn no harm*

But kjep the Wolffur thence^ that s foe to men,

For with his nails he*I dig them up agen.

They would not bury him, 'caufe he died in a quarrel •

But I have an anfwtr for them.

Let holy Church receive him duly,

Since hepmd the Church tithes truly

\

His
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His wealth is fumm'd, and this is all his ftcre

:

This poor men get ; and great men get no more.

Now the wares are gone, we may fout up.

Blefs you all,good people/ Cornelia, And Udtes.

Fla. I have a ftrangc thing in me, to th
#
which

I cannot give a name, without it be .

Companion. I pray leave me. £xn rrancifco.

This night ile know the utmoft of my fate %

lie be refolv'd what my rich Sifter means

T*aflign me for my fervice 1 1 have liv'd

Riotoufly ill, like fome that live in Court

;

And fometimes, when his face was full of fmiles,

Have felt the maze of conference in my breft.

Oft gay and honour'd Robes thofe tortures try

;

" We think Cag'd-birds fing, when indeed they cry.

Ha ! I can ftand thee. Nearer, nearer yet : Enter BrachianoV

What a mockery hath Death made thee ? thou look'ft fad. Gboft, in his leather

In what place art thou ? in yon'—ftarry gallery, * cajfock.& hreechesy

Or in the curfed dungeon ? No ? not fpeak ? hoots , a conl , a j>ot

Pray, Sir, refolve me, what Religion's beft oflllly-florrerrmib

For a man to die in ? or, is it in yotif knowledge * [cull /»V.

To anfwer me, how long I have to live >

That's the moft neceffary queftion.

Not anfwer ? Are you (till, like fome great men
That only walk like (hadows up and down,
And to no purpofe ? fay.—

—

What's that ? O fatal !, he throws dirt upon me. The Ghof throws earth

A dead roans fcull beneath the roots of flowers. upon him , and (he*s

I pray fpeak, Sir Our Italian Ghurch-men him the[cull*

Make us believe, dead men hold conference

With their famili ars, and many times

Will come to btd to them, and eat wirh them.
He's gone ; and fee, the fcull and earth are vaniflit. Exit Gbfl
This is beyond melancholy 5 I do dare my fate

To do its worft. Now to my Sifters lodging,

And fum up all thefe horrours; the difgrace^

The Prince threw on me • next, the pitious fight

Of my dead Brother ; and my Mothers dotage •

And laft, this terrible vifion. • All thefe

Shall with Vittoriai bounty turn K>good,
Or I will drown this weapon in her blood. Exit*

Att. $ Seen. 5.

Enter Francifco, Lo^ovico, and Hortcnfio,
Lod. My Lord, upon my foul you fliall no further

:

You have moft ridiculoufly ingag'd your felf

Too



Vhtoria Corombona^ On,

Too far already. For my part, I have paid

All my debts : fo, if I fhould chance to fall,

My Creditors fall not with me ; and I vow,
To quit all in this bold Aflfembly,

To the meaneft follower. My Lord, leave this City,

Or ile forfwear che murder. Fra. Farewel, Lodovico

;

If thou do'ft perifli in this glorious aft,

]le rear unto thy memory that fame
Shall in thy aftie* keep alive thy name.

Hor. There 's fome black deed oh foot : ile prcfently

Down to the Cittadel, and raife fome force.

Tnefe Itrong Coiirt-faftions, that do brook no checks,

In the Career oft break the riders neck.

Fla. What ? are you at your prayers? Give o're.

VtK How, Ruffian ?

Fla. I come to you 'bout worldly bufinefs

:

Sit down, fit down. Nay, ttay Blouze, you may hear it,

The doors are faft enough. Vit. Ha, are you drunk ?

Fla. Yes, yes,with wormwood-water ; you fliall tafte

Some of it prefently. Vit. What intends the Fury ?

Fla. You are my Lord's Executrix, and I claim

Reward for my long fervice. Vit. For your fervice >

Fla. Come therefore, here is pen and ink, fet down
What you will give me.
Vit. There. Fla. Ha ! have you done already ?

* Tis a moft fliort conveyance. Vit. I will read it.

I give that portion to thee, and no other,

Which Cain groan'd under, having (lain his Brother.
Fla. A moll Courtly Patent to beg by.

Vit. You are a Villain.

Fla. Income to this? they fay, affrights cure Agues •

Thou haft a Devil in thee ; I will try

If I can fcare him from thee. Nay, fit ft ill

;

My Lord hath left me two cafe of Jewels
Shall make me fconvyour bounty : you fhall fee them.

J^/V.Sure he's diftra&ed. Zan. O he's defperate !

For your own fafety give him gentle language.

Fla. Look, thefe are better far, a t a dead li{ty

Then all your Jewel-houfe. Vit. And yet^ methinks,
Thele Aones have no fair luftre, they are ill fet.

Fla. Ile turn the right fide toward you
5 you fhall fee how

Vit. Turn this horror from me

:

What do you want r what would you have me do?
1$ not all mine yours ? have I any children ?

Fla. Prethee, good Woman, do not trouble me

2:**>Francifco.

Exit Hortenfio.

Enter Vittoria

with a hook^ in

her hand, Zan-

che • and Fla-

mineo follow-

ing them.

She writes.

Exit.

j4nd return* with

tvpe cafe offiflols.

they will fparkle.

With



The White Devil,

With this vain worldly bufinefs : fay your prayer*.

I made a vow to my deceafed Lord,

Neither your felf, nor I, (hould out- live him

The numbring of four hours. Vit. Did he enjoyn it ?

Fla. He did ; and 'twas a deadly jealoufie,

Lett any fhould enjoy thee after htm,

Toat urg'd him vow me to it. For my own death,

I did propound it voluntarily ;
knowing,

If he could not be fate in his own Cour t,

Being a great Duke, what hope then for us ?

Vit. This is your melancholy, and deipair? Fla. Away

s

Fool thou art, to think that Politicians

Do ufe to kill the effects of injuries,

And let the caule live : fhall we groan in Irons,

Or be a ihame ul, and a weighty burthen

To a publick Scaffold ? This is my,reiblve

;

I would not live at any mans intreaty,

Nor die at anyV bidding. Vit. Will you hear me ?

Fla. My life hath done fervice to other men,

My death fhall ferve mine own turn
;
make you ready*

Vit. Do you mean to die indeed ?

Fla.With as much pleafure, as ere my Father *gat me*
Vit. Are the doors lockt I Z*n. Yes, Madam.
Vit. Are you grown an Atheift ? will you turn your body3

Which is the goodly palace of the foul,

To the fouls (hughter-houfe ? O the curfed Devil,

Which doth prefent us with all other fins

Thrice Candied o're
;
defpair with Gall and Stibium 5

Yet we caroufe it off
;
Cry out for help;

Makes us forfake that which was made for Man,
The world, to fink to that which was made for Devils,

Eternal darknefs. Zan. Help, help. Fla. lie flop your throat

With Winter- plums. Vit, I prethee yet remember,
Millions are now in graves, which at laft day

Like Mandrakes (hall rife fhrieking. Fla. Leave your prating 1

For thefe are but Grammatical Laments,

Feminine Arguments ; and chey move me,
As fome in Pulpits move their Auditory

;

More with their Exclamation, then fenfe

Of Reafon, or found Do&rine. Zan. Gentle Madam,
Seem toconfent ; only perfwade him teach

The way to death ; let him die firfh

Vit. Tis good. I apprehend it;

To kill ones felf is meat that we muft rake

Like Pills ; not chew't, but quickly fwallow it

:



Vittoria Corombona,Or7

The fmart 6*th wound, or weaknefs of the hand,

May elfe bring treble torments. Fla. I have held it

A wretched and moft miferable life,

Which is not able to die. Vit . O, but frailty J

Yet I am now refolv'd ; farewell affliction

:

Behold Brachlano, I that while you liv'd

DM make a flaming altar ofmy heart

To facrifice unto you ; now am ready

To facrifice heart and all. Farewel, Zanche,

Zan. How, Madam ? Do you think that ileout-live you >

Efpecially when my belt felf, Flawineo,

Goes the fame voyage. Fla. O moft lov'd Moor f

Za». Only, by all my love, let me intreat you •

Since it is moft necelfary one of us

Do violence on our felves ; let you or I

Be her fad tafter, teach her how to die.

Fla, Thou doft inftrucl: me nobly
;
take thefe Piftols,

Becaufe my hand is ftain'd with blood already

:

Two of thefe you (hall level at my breft»

Th'other *gainft your own ; and fo we'l die

Molt equally contented ; But firft fwear

Not to out-live me. Vit* and Zan. Moft religioufly.

Fla. Then here's an end ofme • farewel day-light

:

And, O contemptible Phyfick ! that doft take

So long a ftudy, only to preferve

So (hort a life, I take my leave of thee.

Thefe are two Cupping- glaffes that fhall draw Shewing the Piftols]

All my infe&ed blood out

:

Are you ready ? Both. Ready.
Fla. Whither fhall I go now? O Lucia*, thy ridiculous Purgatory, to find

Alexander the Great cobling fhoes , Pompey tagging points , and Julm Cafar
making ha'r-buttons ; Htnnlbal felling blacking , and Augufttu crying gar-

lick
;
Charlemalgn felling lifts by the dozen, and King Pippin crying apples in

a cart, drawn with one horfe.

Whether I refolve to Fire, Earth, Water, Air,

Or all the Elements, by fcrupies, I know not,

Nor greatly ca'e.- Shoot, fhoot. They fkoot, and run to hlmy

OF all deaths, the violent death is belt ; and tread upon him.
For from our felves it fteals our felves fo fait,

The pain once apprehended, is quite paft.

Vft. What, are you dropt ?

Fla. I am mixt with earth already : As you are Noble,
Perform your vows; and bravely follow me.

Vit. Whither? to Hell ? Zan. To moft afftired damnation?
ViuO thou moft curfed Devil ! Zan. Thou art caught

Fit.



The White Devil
" Vit. In thineown Equine jTtfead tilt fire out

That would have been > mine.
FU. Will you be pei

\f& ? vtfha? a religious oath waStyx that the -?ods
never durft fwear and V * e ? O.char we bad fuch an ca .h to min ler,
ana to be fo well ke tti ou. Courts oi Juffii ! ,

J*'J**£ i*r?4*?Vr¥?$* Zmt *" d member what Villanies
thou halt acled. Vit. I jus toy dea h

Shall make me, like a Diaz ctg omn^ Srar,

Lo«>k up and tremble, f/.>. O, I am caught with a rpWnc»e i

^/V.You fee the Fox comes many rimes fhort home,
°

'Tishcteprov'drrue. /7*. K U'd vich a co ipleof braches.
PJ>. No fitter offnng for the Infernal F ines,

Then one in whom they rei^n'd while he was living,
Fla. O, the way's dark ai d horrM ! I cannot Tee

:

Shall I nave no compa^v ? Vu.O yes ; chy fins

Do run before thee, ro. erch fire from hell

ToTght thee thither.

FU. O, I fmcll loot, molt (linking foot ; the chimney is a fire •

My liver*s parboil'd, like Scotch holy- bread ;
*

\

There's a Plummer laying p pes in my guts, it fcalds

:

Wile thou out-live me ? Zan. Yes
;
and drive a ftake"

Through thy body : for we'l give it out,

Thou didft this violence upon thy felf.

Fla.O cunning Devils J now I have tri*d your Jove
And doubl'd all your reaches. I am not wounded • ' VU™\^*~ v >l
Thepiftols held no bullets :W a plot

' Hamincori/**.

To prove your kindnefs to me ; and I live

To punifli your ingratitude. I know,
One time or other, you would find a way
To give me a ftrong pocion. Omen,
That lie upon your death-beds, and are haunted
With howling wives ; ne're truft them, they'l re-marry*
Ere the worm pierce your winding-fheet

; ere the Spider
Make a thin curtain for your Epitaphs.
How cunning you were to discharge! Do youprartife at the Artillery-yard? Truit a Woman ? never , never . #r.dWbe my pr rWent •Te Lv

our Souls ro pawn to the Devil for;a link pleafure , a,d a Woman miii, J?^That evermanfhouldmarrv « For one //^^That^v'dher Lord and Husband, forty nine of he* siittrs cut their Husbands 1^ roars allin o. e night. There was a ihole ofvirtuous Horie-leeches.
Here arc two other Inftruments. vxter idouio *«ar <h
Vit. Help, help.

' *»* G«fp*r:

FU. What noife is that? ha! falfe kevs i'th CourtiL^.We nave
:
brought you a Mask. FU.t MatechirifeitXeemaBy your drawn fwords. Church-men turri'd Revel' \

K



ViUoria Corombona7
Or,

Gaf.IfabsUa! Ifabella!

Lod. Do you know us now ) Fla. Lodovlco ! and Gajparo !

Lod. Yes ; and chat Moor the Duke gave penfion to

Was the great Duke of Florence. Vit. O, we are loft I .

Fla. You fhall not take Juftice from forth my hands,

O, let me kill her. Ik cut my fafety

Through your coats of fteel : Fate's- a Spaniel,

We cannot beat it from uj. What remains now }

Let all that do ill take this prefident

:

Man may his fate forefee, bm not prevent* .

And of all Axioms this fliall win the prize,

*Tis better to be fortunate then wife.

Gaf. Bind him to the pillar. Kit. O, your gentle pity 2

1 have fcen a Black-bird that would fooner fly

To a mans bofome, then to ftay the gripe

Of the fierce Sparrow-hawk. Gaf. Your hope deceives you^

V\t. \i Florence were i'th Court, he wouldnot kill me.

Qaf. Fool I Princes give rewards with their own hands, ,

But death, or punifhment, by th6 hands of others.

hod. Sirrah, you once did ftrike me ;ile ftrike you. unto the centeri

Fla. Thoul't do it like a Hangman, a bafe Hangman ;

Not like a noble Fellow ; for thou feeft

I cannot ftrifce again, Lod. Do'ft laugh ?

Fla. Would'ft have me die, as I was born, in whining ?

6*/. Recommend yourfelf to Heaven.

FLd. No, I will carry mine own commendations thither*

Lod. O, could I kill you forty times a jday,

And us't for years together, 'cwere too little • -

Nought griev's, but that you are too few to feed

The famine of our vengeance. What do'ft think on ?

Fla. Nothing, of nothing
;
leave thy idle queftions

:

I am i'th way to ftudy a long filence ;

To prate were idle ; I remember nothing

:

There's nothing of fo infinite vexation

As mans thoughts. Lod.O thou glorious Strumpet,*

Could I divide thy breath from this pure air,

Wuen't leaves thy body, I would fuck it up,

And breath't upon fome dunghil. ^/V.You, my deaths-man ? -

Methinks thou doft not look horrid enough ;

Thou haft too good a face to be a Hangman : .

If thou be, do thy office in right form

;

Fall down upon thy knees, and ask forgivenefs.

Lod. O, thou haft been a moft prodigious Comet* ;

But ile cut offyour train : kill the Moor flrft.

V\t< You fliall not kill her firft • behold my breft

;

I will



The White Devil;-

I will be waited on in death
; my Servant

Shall never go before me. Oaf. Are you fo brave?

Vit* Yes, I ihall welcome death,

As Princes do fome great Embaflfadors : He meet thy weapon

Halfway. LoL Do'it thou tremble ?

Methinks fear fhould diflblve thee into air.

O, thou art deceiv'd, I am too true a woman
j

Conceit can never kill met He tell tlieewhat;

I will notin my death (hed one bafe teat;

Or if look pale, for want of blood, not fear*

Gaf Thou art my task, blaxk Fury. Zan. I have blood

As red as either of theirs : wilt drink fome?

*Tis good for the failing-ficknefs. I am proud

Death cannot alter my complexion

;

For I fliall ne're look pale. Lod. Strike, (take,

With a joint motion. Vit. 'Twas a manly blow

;

The next thou giv'ft, murthcr fom£ fucking Infant,

And then thou wilt be famous. FU.O\ what blade i'ft ?

A Tolledo, or an Englifh Fox ?

I ever thought a Cutler (hould diftinguifo

The caufe of ruy death, rather then a Doftor.

Search my wound deeper ; tent it with the ftcel that made if.

Vlt, O I my greateft fin lay in mv blood
;

Now my blood pays for'r, F/a. Th'art a noble Sifter
;

1 love thee now : If woman do breed man,

She ought to teach him manhood. Fare thee well.

Know, many glorious women that are fam'd

For mafculine virtue, have been vitious
;

Only a happier filence did hetide them :

She hath no faults, who hath the art to hide therrv.

Vlt. My foul, like to a fhip in a black ftorm,

Is driven I know not whither. Fla< Then caft anchor

:

"Profperity doth bewitch men, feeming clear •

iC Bur teas do laugh, fliew white, when rocks are near.
u Wv ceafe to grieve, ceafe to be fortunes (laves

;

< f Nay, ceafe to die by dying. Art thou gone >

And thou fo near the bottom ? falfe report,

W"uch fays that women vie with the nine Mufcs*
For nine tough durablelive$ : I do not look

Who went before, nor who fhall follow me

;

No, at my felf I will begin and end.
" While we look up to Heaven we confound
" Knowledge with knowledge. O, I am in a miff.

Vit. O happy they that never faw the Court,

J'Nor ever knew great Men but by report.

K a



Vhtoria CorombonaySzc,

An^L"^r fpemtaPer' f0rafl^

An eVeriaiting cold . I .,ave loft my voice

Letnotarlh&tringBaSSd^ES^P""-
Strike thunder, and Itrike loud tomyWl t V
f,. FT, «d Giovanni
f fc- This way, this way • break mm ,k« j-^L l-

Ha, are we betray 'd
>

'
P " the doprs

'

: thlsmY:
Why thcn fet's inftantly die all together

.

And having fimftt this moil noblfdeed,'
Uefie the worft 0f fate, not fear to bleed
£h.. Keep back thePrince : fhoot, (hmuJ^od, o, I am wounded;

irear ifhaHbeta'ne. <?,„. You bloody Villains

ThU^^V i
,ave y°u commitrW

'

Wt^m ?

.^J?* mine
- Tnine J Gaf Yes

And thy moft noble Uncle, in
Was laft nightm thy Court. Glo. Ha I

Away with them to prifon, arld to torture •

All that have hands m thhOM tarte our JurticeAs I hope Heaven. Lol i ^ R(ory vet
•>
JIClce'

Thar I can call this aft mineo,™ • pL- «

**gmhj.m»rt*<mber, their I,UK. d^s '
' ' ^ohWnfvv, VVo Uwflcmtches, mad, of.JUndtirttt,.^ fe« fiS^r,* 11$;; .r :s ,f ]

Htcfuemt tiobhfrxmia, fiplaevi.

FINIS.




