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<'SKfulleaJJes the

A&us primi. Scaena

prima.

Enter aloft Julia, end Arvada*

Ow fwect arc things knownc in their contraries

When encly apprehenfion, and ficke thoughts

Fofter a gredy longing Amadai
Madame you breath : no couctous hand

Take* the aire from you :no contrariety

Bandy’s againft your reft : as I am modcft,

My fathers feeming harlh vngentlenefle

Is but a mifty pollicy, to br guile feme time#

Then be your felfe and Jomtadi

Jttl. Yctwhyihould I repine.

At thismy foret refttaint ofliberties

O ur life is but a fay ling to our death,

Through the worlds Ocean : it makes no matter then

Whether we put into the worlds vaft Sea,

Shipt in a PinafTe or an Argofy:

Amad.No Matter: whenw e hope for changeofreftcls Ladye
And in that hope beguile your palTions

:

Giuc your fight freedome o’re the citty walls

And fee what worthic obieftsmectc your eyes:

Seewherctwo Dukes5 eachlikeagod ofwarre,

Lye both cntrench’t againft the gatesofFlorence

To gaine your loue : on the weft fide,ther’$

Tertara hangs his fcarlet enfignes foorth

And wooes in blood: thenfrom the Eaftbehotild

B
. U



Mulicafles thtTur^e.

In a white enfigne fil’d with ftarrcs ofgou’.d,

Burnesthe Venitians lcue : the morningSun

Courts not the world more amorouflv : heismild

As Aftrrbas boyedoth proue that lou’s a childe.

Not techy if not vrrongd. Ti e other like Mars

Harms in his Venus in his arnies of ftetle.

Enter the DuketfFerrara at one doo>e and the Duke »f

Vt•-.nice at ana: her door: and mrete

at lit midft of theftage*

And vowes a conqueft : Sc where they appeere:

Madame your leue, which hand feraDukedomci

Were I an Orator l could praife Ferrara,

He like the marble ftatueof foroe God,

Carryes commaund in his proportion.

In him lotic feemes a warrior for thefire,

Oft eft affeftion burnes in hot defire.

luf. An d y et m e thin kes th e fmoothVenitian

Should more contenta Venus:

In him louefeemeth ashei$,C3lmeandmild,

Pleafmg and fportfull :things rough and violent

Dye like abortiue fruit before perfeftion

.

Th'arc purfy and fhort breathd : th’ardor oftruc loue

Burnsin a calme breaft : in himaffefiions

Are not like tempefts raging :
yet offorce

Like an enen gale ofwind to bcare loues fhip

Vnto thepcrtofhappinefte: his fire

Burns, and confumes not ,
but maintain* dtfire.

Ven. Giue o’re my claime tthat ihould argue,

A too cold temperature in lou: : belies

It would di fable theVenetian power

Not to makegood hischalenge : I dare not.

Ferr. Why fheistnineby promife.

Vex. I grant, that

'

Borgias her Vncle and Prote-ftor

Promifd you that which he canaotrperformc.



TVlufleaues theTurkf.

But know Ferrara that my claimc takes rootc

And growcjvpontheproitnfeofcheStacc,

I by the Senate Was aflur’d her lone,

Andon that ground thejufticc ofmy caufe

Pleads. Thus in armcsagainft the citty'walls.

Ferr. Herein you erre : for know the Florentine

Dying a Prince power full and abfolute

(Not countermanded by a popular 'Voice

Or by th’ambitiousfa&ions ofa Senate)

Leaues the Protcttor in his daughters nonage
Freelike himfeUe, andabfolute : ofpower
Topromifeandperformc ; on hisaflarance

Lines my loues right : then were you both

Dire&oppofersofwhatl clayme,by heauen

And by that influence that made me great

I would perfuc my chalenge through your bloods.

Ven. Giuenotfuch piflagetoyourheatmy Lord
Ferr: Then giue my power a paflage tomy Lone:
Ven: ThacI demaund ofyou.

Fern And Icomtnand:

That withoutftay yow raife your powers
And leauc this citties fledge vnto our armes.

Or what we aimd at them wc’le turne on yon.

Ven, Although your powre we’re equall with yourpride

Iwould dare flay Ferrara, and prociaimc

Thy title weake ,thy claime litigious:

Mine onely iuft,apparant, righteous.

Yet let not fury fo empeach our wifdomes
Toiarrefor her another doth poflefle.

And make our folli es laugh ter to our foes

:

Will then Ferrara make hispaffions fubieft

To an indifferency that I ihall propound?
Fer, Ifthe indifferency you ihall propound

Dcuidesnot mefrom In't*:

Ven. She’s the maine claime ofboth our armed louesi

Fen And with out her thcr’s no indifferency.

B 2 Vert. Y’are



mu i anes tne i ur/^e.

V. w, Y'arefriuolous:

Why k >o v Veyrara,thy prer^gatiue

Extends no further then thy fvord c?n reach:

Then when thv conquefis hath confinnd thy will

Thou tTuirt capitulate with rude c tnmaunds,

Ti;l when proud Prince, ftoupe at imperious chance*
For did no other title then my (word
Make my daune righteous

:
yet the donbtfull lot

Gallon rhe ends ofwarie,carriesn)y fate

Euen wiih chv pride : the Lady as mine ownc
Torticwean eniinrncetbato’relookes thy hope,
I chalendge and auerrt the right cfwane
Du t to my (word.

Ffrr. Vnfheath it then.

Vets. Yes at thy bofome. Sound Cornets : theyflay*

Ter. Whatmeanes this fuddaineparley fromthe walls?

Iul. Whatarc the Dukesatoddcs?
Am. Harke Madam from the walls——Sound agAttte.

A fuddaine parley fpeakes vnto the Dukes
Iul. Was that that ftaid their fwords,

Amad. 1 woud faine haue feene,

how like E,fopswarriour they could haue fought.
For that a third carries away.

Somcnew datifeofpollic) hathcaufd
This vnexepetted change: not Ion g fince

It was refolu'd in councell to nuintaine

The fiege againft the hotteft oppofition.

Iul. Did I not thinkc my fortunes ebbe at lowert?

It might amaze roe.

Amid. My libertie

May foonc giue notice to you : then lets away:
ASunncmay nfe to mak’ta happy day. Exeunt.

Sntep



Mui eaffe; tlitzTur\e.

Enter Aloft 'Borgiae and

the Senate*

Fen. Towhome fpealces 'Borg ias?

Her. Dukestoyou both.

Thcprefcnt and vnlooktforcaufcofgriefe,

That now hath tookr pofleffion on our brcaftsj

Cuts ofthe feeling; of all outward feare:

0 ui priuate gricfes were defperatetdid there not

A pubike tare cfothers burden vs

We tbirkeyou wrongd,! and theSenatehcere,

Caufes cfboth thenonfuitesofyourloucs.

Appeals? vntoremiflion.

Fir. But whether bends your far-fetcht Oratory?

R eflore th e Lady vnto me : and on my honours pawnc
llefrcc your Citty from the armesot/^«*ee.

Fen. benarc.and you on whofe authority.

And pawne of honor 1 engagde rov louc,

Slau’d my affeftions,and did proftituce

Thefreedome ofmy foule to Julia:

Sleight not your wifedomes and your worths in counfel,

To Itruc the ends ofhidden pollicy:

Make good your words cngagde,and as I Hue
A Prince vnftamdein honor, I will free

Your Citty from Ferrara! hotteft fury.

Borg. Alas roy gra tiou s and rcnc wncd Lords,
Igrieueto fee yourp fTions,

Emptied ofth’obicOsthar they wroughtvpon:
1 am theEmbafljdorofheauy newes.
To you I am furc as heauy as to vs.

Fen. Speakcit.

Borg. O it doth prefTe the Organsofmy fpecch,

And like a lcthargie doth numbe thole motions

fhould giu; it vctcrancc*

Ferra. HUd the Protcffor thcic from falling#

B 3 Some



Mulieafles the Turfy
~

?>omc Ihwdersby hclpe to vnlade his burthen.
The Camel clfc will finkedowne vr.der it.

Bo*g. Scoffc not my gratious Prince: the griefe I fee?

Will he as hcauy on thy now light head,

Astis on minetthc Lady whomeyou loue—
Ferr. Why what of her}

Vtn, Where is fhcjfpeake:

Borg. Singing with Angclsin the quire ofheauen.
The Requiem of Saints.

Ferr. Slice’s dead!

yf». Sbcc'sdcad!

Borg. I Lords vnto vour loues.

* cn. O my Loues hard fate.

Ferr. Dead!
'Borg. And now my Lords.feeing that ihc is dead.

For whonieyouraifdthefcarmesagainft our walls,

I hope your furious angers liue no longer,

Ferr. We arc appeafd:&> <•*«•< I thusfalute thee,

and reconcile my fury in thy artnes.

S’dcathdead?

yer. Difcend Protestor,with her cur artnes arc dead.

Ferr. Iam ama/.dtpofRlTeine patience, 'Difcend*

Credulity Ferrara is a vertue,

1 bekcucit:i?0>-jp<w: oh my fplecnc,

T hat he /nould thinke me fo rediculous,

'l o L>{fcn any faith on pollicy,

The ffatclicft gcrerall prop is icalouhe,

On ail men & their adqons: I know it not*

V?». Should I thinke her murdred, or that flie (Fill doth liue?

And feedc feme hope by dreming him a villaine.

That fooths thisfbrrowfull newts into our cares?

1 might herein feeme polliticke }and nurfe

Some mifehiefe in my bofomc for rcuenge,

O

/

1hat wherein 1 but fufpe cl a wron g.

The eritkes of State,mcules that works vndcr Princes,

Are at the beR, but like the vipers young,



Mullealles the 7 ur^e.

That hoW-fo>cre prod igious an d hurtful

To many open and fecurcpafl'cngers.

Yet do they ncBcrliuc:witho>utthe death

Orhimthatfirft gaue motion to their breath.

This keeper mebonefl dill,the beauens and fate

Are the belt guardians to a wronged date.

Ajkortfisttyiflto

Enter Bereiat and the Senate.
£>

'Bor*7. Laying afideall feareofwhatyoumay.

Thus to your powers vve do txpofeour lines,

Your wrongs we do confdTe might fpeake reuenge.

Did not this flood ofhidden griefe, take vp
All paflion in it felfctfpeake mighty Dukes,

] iues Florence in ycurloues? vntki lulias death

Dies the memorial! ofyour former wrongs?

fen. I f rget them all.

Vcrr. Icakenopleafjrein reuenge.

Berg. Then are our Ciity gates ope toyourloues>

And bega fiuiour due veto the dead

:

Th is nigh 1 1 h e fu r. eral 1 h ca r fc ofIhit a,

(! know that name is decrevnto you both)

Returncs againe to her creation.

This night the rauenous mother of the world,

(T he a! 1 corrupting earth that eats her yong)
Sw aliow eth th e bod y ofyou r Ialia.
This night /he takes a farwell ofvs all:

Then let it be a witnefl’e ofyourloucs.

To giue her hcarfe an honor with yourprefcnce.
Ferr, Should wenotgrauntthis,wcmightbetaxt

Ofmuch dishonor.

Vcn. I were not worthy that it’Oiould be laid

1 leuyed armes lor loucofInha,
Should I deny my prefence at her hearfe.

Berg. My loucj the neere alliance to her blood,



iVLulleaties the furf^e.

Thedeere remembrance ofmySoueraigne dead,

Whofe louc committed her vntomy care,

Makes me accept this honor done to me:
Andlftand bound in bondsofgratitudc

Toboth your princely worths:inlicu ofwhich.
Let my cniboldned weakntfle mighty Lords,
Prefumt finuite you to a funcrall {upper*

A banquet forc’d by ceremonius cuftome.

As a dueobfequy.
Ten. 1 lie loucof/i//.j

Exacts from me all rights ofcuftottie.

Ferr. I yeelde my prefence.

Borg. Your guards dull be my honor for tbisnight,

Ycitr fcucrall armies during your flay in Florence>

Shall be maintained at our Cities charge,

Jurccompcnce oflouc to Iuha.

Ten. Wcthankeyou.
Fer, WethankeyouS
Borg. Nor giue we expeftation ofproud pompe*

Offhewes, or Pageant*, far your entertainment:
Ourbels ring forth our farrowes in fadpeales,

Nopleafant changesto giue Princes welcome.
Our Churches {land not garnifhed with piflures,

To p'cafe deuoted fuperfiition with,

Butmourneinblacke.OurChurch men
LeauethcirchauntingAnthearm.&their daily Mafic*
T o fing continuall requiems to her fouie.

Sorrow fits fad and weeping in our ftreetes,

Alleiessre wet with tearesjfauethofe where griefe

Hath dryed all raoyfturc vp.Our fucking infants

Are pale and leane with hanging on the breafts.

Of griefc-fpent mothersrlfthefc may welcome you,

Wee’le giue you prodigall welcome to our Citty.

Ten. Such welcome fits the death otluli<*.

For. So fliould all mourne and weepe for Juliet,

Borg. So doe we mourne and weepe for Inlm*

Lead



Mullcaire,s the Turfy .

EeadonvntotheCitty:howflowepac*dis forrow?

Gricfe is aTortoyfeto the nimble fence.

And chili theirmo tions,tbe officers of lone*

Lmc at our funcrall, and in death do mouc. Exeunt.

Scacnafecunda.

Enter Amada& Eunuchutl

Ama. Eunuch#*

*

Eunu. Madam.
Ana

.

What folemnity is that the Citty celebrates!

Eunu. ThcDukesofVcniceand Ferrara,

Arc with your father cntred the wall

Vntothe funerals ofluli*.

Am4. Why, is Iulia dead*

Eunu. I hope your Ladifhip-

Ama. Icry theemcrcysthc remembrance ofher .

Makes me (fill thinke flic liues.

And thats the caufe they parleyed on the wals,

Eunu. TrueMadam,
Ama. Remouea while.

Eunu. Ac your feruice Lady. (tandajide.

Ama. Iulea giuen out for dead,

Andliuein durance atmy fathers will!

Tis ftrangenhc Dukes in uited to her fuunerall,

Morcmifts ofpollicy?O fimplicity

!

Theclue ofreafon cannot guid the fate.

OfthisDcdalionmaze: wer’t not prophane
Inme to queftion nature for my birth,

And quarrcll with tn> ftarresfor being daughter
To him whome I fufpeft to be a villaine:

Some infpiration ofreligious though ts,

Make nature IciTc in me,and beare my duty
Euen with his awe whofc vncontrould coramaund,
Frees our obedience from our impious parents. ''



MulIeafTes the
(

T'ur%e.

My father BtrgiaiXcft incharge with me.
That I fhcitld keepefairelu/ta: I am her laylor.

To whome,both he and Ldo owe allcagiance*

Diftra&cd du y .how thould I beftow thee?

On the right owner, Iuflice I adore thee.

Enter 'Bergtat.

borgt Amadct.

Am,*. My loue and duty.

'Barg. Alone?

Amu. My mothers Eunuch:

Barg. How fares /#/m?

Ama. Liucs as you c6manded,vnfeeHc & priuate.

Burg. Thy mothers dead.

Ama. Defend it heauenst

Berg. Dcad:no more : Eunuchuti

Etinu. My lone and fcruicc.

Borg, You gaue it out laft night all commaundcd
Timocleaxay wife was fickc*

Emu. I did and t like your grace*

Borg. When fctstheSunnc!

Euttn . Some fix houres hence* .

Borg. To night wiibeto foonesto morrow morning
Rumour’ t about the Citty, my wife is dead.

Say abroad Hie is dead.

Emu It fhall be done.

B o*g. So fhall thy duty keepemeboundto thee.

Amadm foire thing more I haue to fay.

Prepare for marriage.

Ama. For marriage?

Qneftion me not.thou muftbe married,

Muller.ffei isthy husband,my word hath fcaidit.

Be Bill my Aran r, and keepc Iulta.

Death to my foule!'£«»«fW

Canft thou vnknowi>e(to any fauethy feifc)

Poy fon a groorae to ftuffe a coffen with?

Bunn, I can to plcafc your Lordfiitp;
*

' Barg. O



Mullfses the Aurkc.

Boro. Othou (halt pieafcys highly ll hauc great vfc

Offuch a thing, I prethce
doit

:

My wife 1 aft night was poyfoned,her body

The world belecuesis/a^'jfuppofcd dead.

Now forthcfecond funeral 1 ofmy wife.

Hercoffin muft be fild vp with fomc flaue.

He fhall be honowdprinedy to hi* graue.

The funerall flaies my prcfcnce : Amada

See to my /»/<<*,ifMullea^es movie

)

Be kinde and gentle to his proffered loue* Exit'BorgUt,

Ama, Hecre’s a diftrafted laborinth ofwit,

Julia aliue,and yet her funeral kept:

My mother dead and neuerSicke:tis true:

To roanyidcath is fuddaineand vnlooktfor*

So’t was to henahdin the midft ofdeath,

I muft be married: death take me to,

Let me not Hue to fee thofc tapers burne.

That leade me to his bed: where's fantfti ty£

Religion is the fooles bridle,wornc by pollicyj

As horfc wearc trappers to feemc faire in fliew.

And make the worldes eye dote on what we fecrac«

Be filent yet for duty flops thy mouth.

He in to/*/i4,’tis£hcand l,

Thatmuftbe C6*r«; in this Tragedy. Exit Amada*

Euntt, Hcwfo’cre my fortune* make me now a flaue

1 was a free berne Chriftians fonne in Cyprus,

When Famagufta by theTurke was fackt:

In the deuifion ofwhich Citty fpoy les,

My fortunesfell to\Afu!l;a(fes lot:

Nor was it Tyrannv inough that I wa* Gaptiuc,

My parents robd of me,ana I ofthem,

But they wrongd nature in me, mademe an Eunuch,
Difabledofthofe mafculinefimftions,
Duefrom our fex;and thus fubie&ed,

Thefc fixteenc ycares vuto the vilde commaund.
Ofan imperious Turkclnow am giuon

C 2



Mulleafles theTurkg.

To feruethe hidden fecrets ofhis lull,

Vnto T»«»w/:4,ihe wifcof^or^/W/,

Vl'hrfe priu ate mixture* I am guilty of:

Betwixt thefc three I ilandasin amaze,

In cg’dto al theirfinncs,andmadeabaud

Tolufland murder: MutteafJ/s fit ft

Giues me vnto 77ww/e<*,chat without fuff c£i

I might procure their loucs fecurity:

For which they promifeme my liberty.

EutBorgias whether iealousofhis wife,

Or reaching at fome further polhey,

Bindes me with golden offer* to his truft,

And firft comaunds mentmour it abroad
7*

i

moclea his wife was fkke.vvhen at that infant

Shcwras in health and dauncing with hrrTurk?.

Now I muftfecend that report with death,

And fay abroad Tmtoclea\% dead:

Short warning for a journey vnto hearten;

But (which amazi.th moft)I muftprouide

The body offome groome to flop a coffin with.

Thisisa riddle offomc Sphinx.let Oediput

Vnfold themeaningrl lcaue ittoth’eucnt,

Andthinkemofl fafety in not knowing it.

I mu(t prouide fomc groome,rhatsmv commaun J.

Profper meSaturnc,and tho'c ftarresoffinne,

Whoie influence makes villaines fortunate.

,^Hc krls by law that kilsmen for a date.

Enter Bordello& Pantofte his Page,

But who comes heere? oh my fpruce he—letcher
That makes his boyc faue him the charges o£a bawdy boufe,

Fore Mahomet an excellent fei^ovy for my Lords coffin:

Affiflmepowerof wit.,

Herd, Pantofle.



Mulleaifes the Turfy,

Pan. Atyourplcafurcfitf

Bord. Thou haftbeneatmy pleafure indeed Pantoflgy I will

rctresteirto the country, hatethisamodfous, Court end betake

my felfetocbfcurity: I tel theeboye Xwit- returne by this Circjan

lile without transformation fincc£/#£ebath difeoucredher fecrets

I will curne Jupiter, hats the whole fexe of women, and ontly

embrace thee my Cjuntmede .

Pun. Sfoot firyou areaspaffionate for the difloyaltyof your

Sempftrtfle.asfomc needy knight would be for the lolled (orne

richmagnificoswiddow : doc you notice how the fupportcrsof

th c Court
,
the Lady ofthe labby gape after your good parts like

fo.many grigges afeerfrefh water,and can you withhold the detv

ofyour moyHer element?
Bore!.. Xtel thee fhculd the Lady lulu when fhe wasaliuchauc

proferedmehercheeketokilTe, ] would not hauc bowed to that

1 painted image for her who’e Dukcdome: Mercuryhad no good
afpe ft in the horofeepe of my natiuity : women and lotium are

reciprocal!, theirfauour is noyfome,
Etm. Why hcr’s a^Iaueinfo!iovvillfcemeto^lightthcloucof

,

aPiincJTc, whenhcwculd willingly fpend his talent on an oy-

Ocr wife.
r
Bora. S i rra Puntop trulle vp my wardrobe:but withal publ ifh

nay de < arture,! would willingly put my creditors to thechardge

cf gardmgroeoutoftowne.
Pan. It willmuch fcandalize ycur reputation for to depart

indebted: you will bccurfed hcauily.

B*rd. To depart indebted boy,is theonely way to be praid for,

feeingthey knoweifismy profperity and welfare thataiuft

make them fatiffaftion.

Eunu. Before heauen an excellent reafon.

Tanr. Pray Sir nuke cnen With your Taj lor > he is

poore.

Bord. Moftwfllingtyjforl amnotpolTeftofapcnnikin, and
if he be not before with ire, 1 take it w.c are cuen,andmay waike
to campage. Ptrttofle vaniih,

C s Bord, Ihsue



M ulleaffes the 7 ur^e.

P.wt. I goi Sir.

Eunr. Ihaucitj thankcs fwcete Thahu, thou haft begota
child cfmirth in my brainc , 1 will put it to this creature ofFlo-
rence to nutfe : Saucy Seignior.

bird. Enn:ickns, Venus reftorc thee to thy generation : what
doings are now m your quarters *

Esn Doings: in faith courtly and weakc : Cupidhclpe the

.poore Lndyes.

Bord. you are abouemc,I meant not their ingenys or vpper
-galleries:

Eun. NorIneither:andyet Ifpeake oftheir vnderftandingi,

which byreafon of a gencrall fpring>halt and debility in their

harnms
(
hcauens know ) are mofl fai tcringl y feeble : but to pre-

sent the meflage l am fent for :to your worthieft fdf,frotn my La-
dy and miftrcflc thcprotc&ors wife: you arc intelligent?

BorA. The beauteous Timode*. r
Eun. Hcauens grant flic may haue the vertue of attra&ion:

for ftiehath laidcpen, the luftcrofberbeft partstoyour grace

Sir: nay make not retreate Sir: fheknowes you difdainc her

lone.

Bord, The truth is I am earthly, and like not to participate

-with the element ofthe firergood Eunuchuscommend me to your

Lady, and tell her by importuning my affc&ion, fhe f. ekes the

fall ofan innocent.

Eun. True Sir, but with a fame beliefe ofyour riling a-

gainc.

'Bord. I feeno hope o fit.

Eun. The harder is her fortune : butheare me, methinkes

reward fhouldprickeyouon with more courage,tofuchan hono-

rable encounter.

Bord, Faith Sunuche I hauc made a vow not jto vneafe my felfe

toanyofthatfexe.
Eun. It may beyou grounded your oath vpon the vncleane*

ofyourlhirt.

Bord. Verily finccthcrclapfcofmy S«npftrefle,Ibaue not

addi*
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admitted my felfcto thatneat & cleanly carriage

Eun. Sfoot I thought fomefoule caufc or other, ioterpofedit

felfe tvvixtyou andmy Lady? But fir, lie fire all wants fupplyed,

thy debts fatisfied, thy fortunes eternally mounted: onely bee

tradable to my poorc loue-fickc Lady and nnfbrefie,iuft and lo-

lling.

Bard. As I am/o fate* afliftme : and Eunuchns berc’smy hand
thou (halt hauc ample Chare inmy fortunes.

Eun. By this liand fir but I will not : doe not faile fir at eight

oftheclocketomectcmehere,wherelledeliuer you the key of

my Ladyes chamber: with further inftruttions in the bufineflcy

and wi thaflurtdnefle of preferment and promotion.

Bord. Deere Eunuch let me hugge thee: how l iong to nia-

nifcflthy feruicetomy Lady Ttmocka.
You will me clef

Ew. My band andpromifeforit.

Bard. It (ball fufficc.

By womenman firft fell, by them lie rife. Exitl

E#>». Hahaha: Prote&orjhere’saflauc

Shall fhiffe thy coffinrhim thou (halt facrificc

Vnto Ttmoclus ghoft , whofc humcrous foule

Shall in hispafiageouer Aeberan

Make Charon laugh , and the fterne judgeof hell
Smile at his foby: this is the fatall key
Condu&s him to thofc (hades by Borgias hand.
Thus foolcs rauft fall , that wife men firmcmay (land.

Scaena, 3,

EnteraVner,after him a funerall in Vehite , and hearers in

white, after them Borgiat , then the two Duties,

after them the St natt.&c,

tyfftlemne march.

B«r. C Et downethat heauy load ofmifery,

dO would the eafing you, might eafemy heart!

C 4 Pure
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Pure virgin HearkesO let itnot impeach
The grauity ofage to let fomc tcarcs

Fall at thy tunerall : true rclique ofthatloue
1 did inherit from thy lathersmouth.
When to my charge he left his hciteandDukedomc
In thee 1 am depriu’dofallthat honour
1 Hiould hauc purchac’d by that thankefull care
Was due vnto thy fathers memory:
Did notmy griefcload all my powers of fpcech,

Oh 1 could fpend my » ge in commenting
Ofthofc true vertue* dyed with him and thee.

But forrow lliutsmy breft sFrier, thineofficc.

Fry, B> thatgreatpoweris giuen tomcc
The gates of heauen 1 ope to thee,

When mongft the Angels theu fhaltfing

Thefong ofSaints before a King

,

That fits foreuer on histhroane.

And giuelh light to cuery one:

To him thy foulc we doc bequeath*

Thy body to the earth beneath

:

And fo wc cbfc thy tembe againe,

And pray thy foulc be free from paine.

ZJcn. Lookcfrom thy holy manfion facredmaid

Andfeehow proflratel adore thy blifse:

1 hefe armes in hope ofcouqueft ofthy loue

T hat rould thcmfeluet in ftccle, fiiall clafpe theatre,

A nd in their empty foldings liueflill barren

Ofali the comfort my youths hope didptoscife*

And fincc thy death takes myloucs ioy from me,

llcdica virgin-Sair.tand liue with thee.

F er, Fcannot ventmy breft in louc ficke tearmes,

Nor call to record all the gods ofleue

Formy integrity : norproftitute.

An oy ly pafiion curioufly compofd

Of riming numbers a;my miftres hearfc:

Or tell lur dead trunckctny true loueiavearfet
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But fince by death hcrloue I am dcnidc.

To fay I loud her is Ferroraef pride.

Bor(r. My honour, and that wcalce abill'.ty

Our flute affoords ,to doc your graces fcruicc,

Licsat your princely feetc,for this ycuriouc

Done to the dead; now is /«/'<jftiut

Forcuer from your cyes:fauc that iheliues

Like a pure rclique of fome holy Saint,

Shrind in our breafttfor euenlet me now renew
My fitft requeft,to fup with ys to nighty

A ceremony due at funerals.

Soihall you double honour vntome,
Indoingdouble honour vnto her.

Vtn. lie do all honour both to her and you.

Ferr

.

Ilebreakenocuftomc.
Borg, l humbly thanke your graces.pleafc you lead?

Hcerc liues a lulling memory ofthe dead. Exeunt.

tsfJoUmneworth.

UWonet Borgiot

Thus far my pioning pollicies run euen.

And Ieueil withroy aymcs:/#i;<» liues.

And in her hearfe Trmodeo my wife,

Deludes the credulous Dulcts: poyfoncdlaft night

By (JMolleojf/, tomake way for me.
To marry Ialiamy brothers daughter.

For which the Ordinall ofAnion my kinfraait

Sollicites daily with his holinefTc,

For difpenfation with our bloods alliance:

As forthefe wcake men, w hefe purfuits in loue.

Dies with mv ftrongauerring of her death,

1 can commaund their liues.and then mainraine

My adions with the fwora;for whi«.hiheTurke
By Mul/eaffes made vntpmy purpofc,

Oflfersmc forty tb inland larularies

To bemy guard, gait. ft torraigne outrages:

An !
'**e*le in-ke me king ofItaly,



Togiuehimbntcommaund vpon thrftreights.

And land his force on this fide ChriAcndomc
And I will doit:on my faith to God
And loyalty I oivcvnto theftarres.

Should there depend all Europe and the ftates

Chriftened thereon: Ide finkc them all.

To gainc thole ends I haue propofd my aimes.

Religion (thou that ridft the backes ofSlaucs

Into weake mindes infinuating feare

And fuperflitious cowardnefle)thou robft

Manofhischiefc bliflebj bewitching reafon.

Nature at thefemy browes bend : thy my Aeries

Wrought by thine owne hands in our a<Aiuebraine$,

Giue vs the vfc ofgood : thou art my God,
Ifwhat 1 haue ofthee,or wit or art.

Or Serpent Aiding through the mindes ofmen,
Cunning confufion ofall obAacles,
Be they my childrens liue^mydcereft friends

May gainc me what I wifh,I Aoope at thy renown
And thinke al’s vacuum aboue a crowne.

For they that haucthe foucraignty oftbings.

Do know no God at all,are none but Kings. Exit*

F'mis AftttsPrimi.

A&us 2. Scaenai.

JMulteajft;tfdus*

CMull. TJ Ternall fubAituts to the firA that mou d

jJ,And gauethc Chaos forme.Thou atwhofenod

WholcNauonslloopt»and hold thee ftill a God:

Whofe holy-cuAomd-ceremonious rites,

Liuc vnprophan’din our pofterity;

ThouGod ofMecha, mighty Mahtmtt)

ThusMullets at thy memory
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Difcends: accept his prone humility,

Grear Prophet; let 'by influence be free

Vncbeckt by danger;mewnot vpmy foule.

In thepentroomeof confcience;

Make me not morall tJEib#)?/,coopt vp

Andfcttred inthefoolesphylofophy.

That points our attions vnto honerty.

Giue my plots fortuncslct my hope but touch

The iiiaike I aime at:thcn the gazing tune

Shall in the prefent hide my former ill

SuccefTe \ikcletbe to hcfoulcs in bliiTe

Wakesmen forget things paft andcrovvnes our fins*

With nome ofvalour,be we impicus.

af SceluiftUx ft; les vs vertuous.

Enter Susuchur,

Emu. MyhoeourdLord;
Muit. What diucll interrupts tn?

Emu. My duty.

Mull. Your duty is too dilligent that dares

Pt ere into my retreats: now fhould I kill thee«

Emu

.

The Lord Prote&or Borgias my roaifter—-

•

Mull, Ageand dTcafes breed confumptioas

And rot him. What craues hc.?

Emu. Yourmftantprelence.

Mull. IhaueinftantbufinefTe whofehighimport
Dctainesmy fpeed:know you the matter?

Eunu. A tumult ’mongfl the fearefull multitude
Caufo by an ominous terrour in the heauens.

Is as I gelTcthe rcafonofyourtvant.

Mull. What heauens?what terror?

Emm.The Sun cn fuddaine fctlcs a darke ecdipfe
And hides his fil tier face behinde the moone,
Asloath to fee fome prodegiesappearc.

Mull. Make thatecclipfeetcrnall Mahomet•
D i ' Rife



jVJLuifeattes the 7 mg.
Rife,rife yemiftic-footed lades ofnight.

Draw yourdarkc millreflc with h< r Cblc vayle,

Lilcea blackc Ne%. oinan Ebone chaire,

Athwartthe woildseie: from your foggybrcaths

Hurlean Egiptian groflenes through the ayre,

That none may fee my plotstHaft any greater newest

Eunn . T he daicscycsoutja theufand little ftaries

Spread like fo many torches, about the sk ye,

Make the world dew like Churches hung with blacke.

And fet with tapers at fome funeral!:

Amongft thefe fbrrcsdireftly from the Eufl,

Afirymeteorpointsaburning tod

At Florence,

Mttllc. Perhaps tis thirfty for the Mood ofPrinces,

Blafe out prodigious flart e.and let the fire

Dart foule amazing terror to all eyes:

Be like the Bafiliske fatalltc beheld:

lie fattheflimy earth more then the plague.

And from her bofome fend the blood of Kings
Stildintooyly vapours 5c borne on high,

To expiatethofe flames thatelfe would die.

Etinu, What anfwerefhall 1 returne vetomy Lord?

CMnlle. That! will fee him prefently,be goi)c: Borotatt

Thou artnotutord Pollitition Exit EnnttcX

To lay another in thy boforae.

Know aftatovillaineTruftbe 1 ike the winde,

That flies vnfeene yet lifts an Ocean,

Into a mountaines height. That on thefands

Whole Nat iesmay befphtin their difeent.

1 Hand aboue thee,and as from a rock e

Whofe eminence outfwelics the raging flood,

See thy hopes fhipwrackt : O credulity.

Securities blinde*»uffe:the dreameoffoolcs;

The drunkards Ape,that feeling for his way
Eiien when he thinkes in his deluded fence,

Toinatch at fa£ety,fals without defence.

Tftiee
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Twife hath the Nemean Lyon breathd, forth fire,

Aid made the fealded Dogge-ffar pant with heatc.

T wife the day es planet through the burning fignes

Hurred bis fierie chariot fince thetime

I cane to Florence in exchange for In Ita.

The fonne of&orgtat here tolearne the tongues,

Thefafhionsand t’neartsofChiiflcndome:

Now by my fly andaffjblcintrufion

] am made intimate with Btr/uci

He think tsmy thoughts are Ofiars to be wrought
In any forme : the Dukes (that claimd

The loue oflulu

)

he hath deluded

Ey a fain’d rumour ofa fuddainedeath;

Her he detaines vmill he fits hi* time

By murder ofthe Dukes to be fecure,

Inhis owne power to dacke his marriage:

Timoe)ea his w ife (the death ofall his plots

If fhc furuiues) he row beleucs is dead

Poyfond by me: in liewofwhich he grant*

His daughter slmada to me for wife:

Asifmy Hopesflewnotashighashis:

Now to fecurc my flight and make my wing*

Stronger thenhis that meltedin theSun,

His wife TtmocleA iues within this tombe
Made Teeming liuelcfle by a fleepy iuyee

Ihfufd in fteadofpoy fonin her cup:

Here I muft wake her and inhcrftirvp

Reuengc gainft BsrgUs.
Image of death and daughter ofthe night,

SiftertoLcf^eallopprefling fl epe,

Thou that amongfta hundred thoufandd^eatres

Crownd with a wreath ofmandtakes fitft as Quecne*
Towhomea million ofcarc -clogged foulcs.

Lye quaffing iuyee ofPoppy at thy feete,

Rcfignethy vfurpaflion,and diflod :e.

Hang on the cy esof floih andmake them fleepe-
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Whofc hearts are heauic * or whofe forrowes wcepc »

Giue way to motion :and thou whofc blood

Stands in thy full vaincs like a charmed floud

Recciue the aire againe : furuiue his hate

That cn thy grace againc climbeshigh toreach hisfate.

Ttmocleuri/eth in the tombe.

Toko, Whofpeakes fo lowd ?

Mul. He that fpcakes life Tmoele/t,

Tima. You wake me,

Mul. S u ch pow er 1 chalenge Lady in my voice.

To wake you from your graue. i

Ttmo. Where ami?
Mul, In your graue.

Ttmo. Hah,my graue!

Alul. Be not amafed madame: you are fafe.

Tims. Whofpeakes vnto me? oh forbearci

I am not for your prefence : feemy bed

Lyes much vnfeemely t who attends me there?

VVhatrocanesthisirapudcntintrufion?

Mul. Taketitneto your amazement: know where you arc

Tis Mullea(fes fptakesto you:hiuiyouoncelou‘d:

Tis not now time to feare.

Ttmo. I know your face and yet I feare my being
Giuescaufe offeare.

Mul. Giue your felfe, tome and on thofe rite*

Due to the fwcets oflouc, here is no daunger.
Time. Accept me in your armes.

Sec where you arc
,know you this place?

Ttmo. Some Church I thinke.

Mul. Andthefethe Tropheyesofyour Anceftours.

Thisis the buriail common toyottrblood.

Ttmo. Oh free me from atnazement,what ftrange accident
Broughtmc fomcrc my death? Iain now my fclfc

And truely capable ofa difeourfe.

Mul. Then know madame your life hath bene purfued,

And my felfe brib’d to be your poifoner.

But
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But that my loue turnd death vnto a flecpe,

A nd brought you thus aliue vnto your graue:

T'imo Say on my deerelt Lord, who brib’d thy louc?

Whatbarbatifme ,orwhatdefertofmine

Mou’d this attempt againft my life?

CMhI. Mv foulcdurftiuftifie your innocence,

But that defeafe that bred in Paradifc,

Swelslikethe Prcfterspoifoninourvaincs

(To which al men arc heirs ambition)

Defirc to be like God : t’wai that corruption

Gaue me occafion thus to fliew my louc

On your lines fafcty:

Time. My loue and life are thineifpeakc openly*

What breft could befo cruelly ambitious?

Whofe honor or vvhcfe fortunes couldmy life

Ecclipfeor darken?

zJlduli Firfl madame you mull fwcare.

By life,by loue,and by that happinefle

YourCoulc a (lures you in thefaith you hold

With me, this night toprofecutc reuenge

On your Hues enemy.
Timo

.

By life,by louc and by that happinefle.

My foulc allures me in the faith I hold.

By that which binds me more 'by this kjjft hinta

I fweatc this night to profecute reuenge

Onmy lines encmie.

tsMul Enoughtthy refolutionlikea fire.

Makes my warme bleed boylc : Hotgins*
Time, My husband.

Mul. Your husband j ftart not Lady,

Twashe that by a promife ofyour daughter
Thefairefl: Amada tome for wife

Made mv tongue fay , that I would poyfon you:
Silence deere Lady : choke all paflion.

Andfeminine complaints in thoughts ofvcngance*

D 4
" Forget
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Foi-gctyou area womaniandbelikcyourwrongs '

Full fwolne withdeathrlet yourinucntiucbraincs

Cairy moiefate in thcirconception,

Then Hecubai wornbe to Troy :nry plots arc yours.

Are you reuengefull?

Tirno. As lull as Iealoufie: or the wife offafo*

Rob’d by the faire Corinthian of her lone.

UMul. Then thus wefealeotirrefoluiion * kijje

TI us I afcend,and from proud Fortunes wheck.
Pu l my owne fate: forgiuenes Mahomet
My hopes make me propham$andray proud thoughts

Vfurpc aboue fhv greatnelle : Apprchcnfion?

Thou that giutftfoode vntothefouleof man,
T he beft companion to relieue the mindc.
What fvvccte fuggeftionsofmy future blifTe

Plaue I from thee?O I am tranfported

Beyond the power ofreafen! the prefent time

Cranes a more fober temper. Madam this difguife

Muft carry you vnknowne vnto my chamber
Where we haue much to doaxlcafc your thoughts,

Giue freedometo thofc faculties ofnature.

That made your fexe firft dare to reach at pleafurc.

Be proud and luftfiill,let ambition fway

,The power ofaftion in you:murder and blood

jAre the two pillars ofa Statcs-mansgood.

Seena 2.'

'Bargiatfolut*

Torg* A A Pollititian Proteus-like muft alter

jt\ His face and habit,and like water feeme
Ofthe fame colour that the vcflell is

That doth containc it,varying his fortne

With the Cameleon at each obieits change,

Twicekkc a Serpent haue I caft my skin.

Once
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Once when with mourning fighs I wept for IttlUf

And made the two Dukes weepc for Iulutt

That coat is call.- now like an Amoriffi,

I come in lowing tearmesto court my /«//<*,

And feemc a louenhut of all lhapes

This fits me word: whofe conftellation

Stampt in my rugged brow the figncsofdeath,

Enuy and ruine : ftrong Antipathyc

J

Gainfi loue and pleafurejy etmuft my tongue

with paffionateoathesand proteftations.

With fighes,fmooth glanccs,and officious tearmes.

Spread artificiail mifisbefore the eics

Of crcdulousfimplieity:hethatwillbehigh3
Mull: be a Parafite, to fawne and lye.

Enter Arvada,

Arvada.

Ama. Yourpleafurc.

Bof-jj, How ftand your thoughts affe&ed to the marriage

Ilately did acquaintyou with, are you refolu’d?

Ama. IamiRathertodyethenliuctofcethathoure afide*

Borg. I would fee InUa, pray her company ?

Ama. I will. Exit Ajnada*

Enter Afu/leaflet.

'.it r

Borg. Yourprefenceismoft welcome:
Mull. Whatbufincffeofimport?
Borg. Nought for the inftant but a wooingfccane^

Prepare your wit my Lord to fight with words.
The Champions lhaight approch, but two to two.
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Enter lulia and Arvada.

Bergtas courts InUu^and MulleaffesAm& da,

glancing his eye on lulia

.

Mull. My lou’cl decre Lady.
Eorg

}
Beauteous Madam.

"Mull. Faireasthe morning;
Berg. Be as thy beauty feemes,propitiousjouinp-:

Mull. AttrattiueSunlhinerallaffeftionsmouing.

Berg. More then a fubiett,and more humbly bent.
lul. How fupple feemes ambidoniVncle y’ar too low:
CMull. Dcuineft faire to whome all hearts /bould bow.
Amu. Fit attributes for heauenrmy Lord, my feature

Is but earthmould, the weakc frame ofaature.

Mull. Yet grac’t with hcauenly vertue,it feemes deuine
Berg. I know your lights aboue me.yet let it Ihinc

Like the daiesbeauty on the lowly plaines.

Inli. Subicfts are no fit loucs for Soucraignes.

Berg. High comets fromthc earth draw vp then nurture.

Jul. Yet from the Sunne true ftarres haue all their luftre.

Mull. True fiarreon earth:

Ama. Youflatter,pray’forbeare.

Borg. Loue Madam is importunate,you muft heare:

Yourniccneflc makes me be abrupt:! loue

And muftenioy you.

Mull. Hell to my loue: BorgiasYlc preuentyou.

Jul. Imuftbe plainer loue you me my Lord/
Borg. I by that power that made me.
luli. Reftorc then that, that you hauerobd me ofj

My honor and my life: for I am dead,

Sothought ofinthe world: givieme whatlam:
Rcturne the title due vntomy birth

Dutchcile ofFlorcnce4and thy Soueraignc.

Make

V
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Make trie as free as I was borne, and giuemyloue
The liberty ofnatureithen iball 1 beleeue

Andthinkc you loueme.

¥>org. I will reftore your honors and your life,

I will returne chedutiesofyour birth:

Jj ucc htfle ofFlorence and my So ucraigne,

TheSoueraigne ofmy heartland kneele to you,

And make my thoughts as humbleasmy knees:

Sec: I am not ambitious, tis not a crowrie

The gorgeous title ofa Soueraigne,

Makes me fo euil in your thoughts:the poize ofloue

Whomefomc terme light, and giueshma wings
To foarc aloft in me is but the fame

Andmakesmcfh opethuslow to IhIU.

lnli. Vnclelama'hamMthatanybloudofmine
Should harbor fuch an incefh you hauean cafier way
To gainc what you defireimake good the fame
The world is now pofltft of: murther me,

Then are you heire to Florence: tis no t halfe fo ill.

As this incefluous mixture you fo plead for,

Gainft nature and the law ofheauen: but on,
Vfe your vfurped power, be dill a villaine:

My lifeisthevtmoft.andyou may commaundit.
But my bloods veflcll giuen vntomy foule.

As a pure manfion to inhabit in

Shall while 1 am and breath, be vnprophan’d.

11c be more chad then Lucrece,dye vnflaind.

MhU. You are a woman Lady, and wil change:

The Protedor’s at a nenfuit in his loue.

How nowroy Lord?

Borg. Thuscrodby fuperditiousebdinacy,

He vfe the power I haue.andmake How thriues your fute?

Mall. V nthriftily like yoars:we are no Venus darlings.

No delight for wetnen: (he cannot loue.

Berg» She cannot loue?your reafon Lady

Is your blood holy? are youafanttuary

E 2 That
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That none may violate. What eafeofconfciencc

Kcepes you vnprophand.?knc>w that religion

Bmdcs your obedience minion to my will.

Loue him or lie hate thee.

Amt

i

. 1 tender vp the duty of a childe

And y eeld a fathers high prer 'gatiuc

Orewhat I am:ycf for that affection

That you would haue me captiue in his bread.

Know it is prifoner ai fo deere a rate.

As all my flrength can no way ranfomc it.

Borg* He vfeno rhcthonque Lady to your eares:

But hearewhat 1 coiximalmd, and do my will,

Orthou fhalt hearewhat will dtfplcafethy will.

~Mh\1. Be thefe the precepts Chnftiansgiue their children?

Borg, But Madam for yourlouc.

M»/. I would for fake a God.
Bor a. A niorefoft ftyle befeeme s a fnbiefts tongue,

Ilebenohigherthenmy felfeiandnot commaund
Whats in tny power. VVill you refigne your loue?

lul. I to that God that thou hail fo prophand*

Detcfted Atheifl. ’
.

Borg. Be religious Madam dill andraiienot,

Thinkeofmy honed fute: and thinke what power
This hand doth gripe; we are troublefome

And lea ue you to your thoughts: thefe fits mud end.

Trees are as eafie broke that will not bend.

Extant atftiterall dores.

>

Scena. 5 .

Y.unuchu;fo’w*

Emu. *T" His is the hourc I Should meet my catamite Signing

Jl Bsrdella : 1 cannot but laugh to fee thcflauc make a

lecherous progrcfFe to Lucifer. The moral! will hold rarely ; he
iliall haue his braincs fly about his eares in the hight ofhis vene-
ty t this inflead of going to Tjratclea dull conduct him to the
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ctl of ^ whofe waking p!otts& ftatevoIuTjoS,?liC

amorous youth mufl needs be harfyly welcome; for mine o jvi e
part, my handfhail bedecrc from the blood ofthe goate.&yct I

could account if happiiiclTe to be Within earc (nor ofhisdcpar-
ture,to here how lamentably the coxcombe would figh out 7y-
tnoeleajbutthe befi: ^neither Courtnor country wol much milTc
the fooic ; there are elder brotheis inough to fupply his roome ;

EmerTjodela.
And fee where the Cocolorb appeares : he palTeth asifhewould
fteale to hell withoat company; wluif Sigtuoc.

Fiord. Eunuchus?

Enm. Thefametnowl fee thou wiltftand to thy word.

B or J.Thy Ladie llaall fee that in rny deeds Eunuchiu if all the

fweetmeatesin Florence be prouocaiiue.

Enn. 1 Sir,but Lad) esarcofthe nature of Idols and will be

fe; usd cn your knees.

f\ord. True, were I not amanofwarre whofc vallourSc mag-
jnammious courage is not to be deieded fo long as his weapon
holds.

£uku. Thenlpereeiueyou w 11 fhortly be at my Ladies mercy
Bord. If Ifhould.doubt nothergratious hand inm y erediont

but gentle£«»»e«/,thclfeythatopcnsto thzVi i U3sa‘.

E’inn. Fltcre Sir,and iooke your entrance be wstie, foftand

circumfp'id.

Bord. Ihadthought an entrance rough, manly and boiftrous

hadbenc more plcaling to Lady es:

E/iter Madam Fulfome^

Bu* fee Eawtchns I fhill be troubled l fhall be tormented

with this court owle ifyouafhil me not : sfootethe flefh-ffy-

hath efpied me, fhe will ncuerlinne fucking at me fo long as I

haue any matter for her to worke vpnn

.

Eun. Who,Madam Fulfome the (jouenujfe ofthcmaidesjfhcis a

good creature and very maficall ; flic Lets mote inftruments a-

workc then a Fidler : thou mull needs loue her if it were

E 5 but
tj
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but fcrhcrhumilitie: fhe will bendherfelfe to the meancft page

of the Scullery : and lhc hate* the pride of the flefh cxcedingly,

and is knowne to be a moi tifier of carnality.

BW. I verily beleueit, for her very countenance and com*

plexion fhswes ihe is able to allay any mans courageliuing with

a breath.

Enter tveoLafyet and’Thegoa CcntltmM

VJher

.

Falfens. Phego doe you efpk no motions behind the arras, no

fquals,nnifHings, or pages Banding fentinelUorbecaufe our head

the Lady luha is dead, areal her feruantsthat is her members in

the fame predicament?

Fhego. Surely 1 fee no body Birring Lady: it is (upper time

and eucry man ispreuiding for the belly.

Ful Ic will be fhortly time for eucry woman to prouide for

the belly too, P ego a word with you.

Ford, What is that Pkgo Eunuckus doe you know him?

Emu. How, knowhiiii.canlmiftakebimiir, t'natisneuer

lioodwinckt? he is an extreme enemy toHaberdafhersjaffedhng

no blocke,but that which nature bellowed on him : and of that

he hath bene fo curious that it is net a haire amifle: heisfirthe

prcLce te your compoundrefle ofmans flsfh, and Vfhers her to

imployment: and is a creature of lingular patience j contenting

hiusfelfe with the Theory, vvhenothersarcthePradHque. In his

pace he imitates Fenfers
,
and {l ands much vpon diifanceiHe is

partly an Aftror.otner too, being much giuen to obferuation of
iignes:forwhentheSunneisin(Jew»i the Dog.ftarre attends

without doores: he is a great friend to Ariesbut naturally hates

Pifees for it is a chill ligne and codes his toes ouer-vchcmently:
in bnefe fir he isa GentlemanV(her.

Phegojalutes Bordello.

Ful. SureP^othatlhouldbe (i*rsiov Bordello: Iprayyouin-
treatc bis approach? of all our Courtiers I louetnenofhiscoun*

try and breeding, they are the louingft, belt fpoken, well gract

creatures
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crcaturcsin thcfc parts extant : I thinke it begiuentothofethat

be borne vnderyour northrenclyme ,tothaw andmelt away at

the Sun-fhine ofbeauty : you lliall readinvery late flories chat

manyofthemhaueloft their beft members in the feruicc of La-
dyes and diftrefled wayting Gentlewomen.

r
Bord. I fhould account it none of my neereft rrifhnps,

being interdiifted fo worthy a prefence by more then vrgent

affaires. Sweet Sir bcare my excufe with all refpeftiue defire of
pardon.

Fu'. "Whether Signior bordello in fach poft-baft : you
forget yourold friends : when you came firft to Court, yon and

I were more inward man.
Btrd. Beiagvponmy departure Lady ,

lam inforced to fee

to the conuaying ofmy goods , andthetrufling away of my
bagage.

Fnl. And that word bagage(I will bcfwomc)had bene an apt

phrafe for his bringing in , but you purpofe not I hope fignior to

depart Florence altogether.

Eun. Oh no:his flight Lady is like the Raucns,that hawing fpied

afat carckafe,romes about to calmore ofher fdlowes to the prey.

Ful. But fignior, haueyou fo fully furnifhedyour difeourfa

with obfciuation, as with fo flight a view of our Gentlewomen
to make a departucefindeedfigniour the Ladyesofyour country

wiliexadtfome obferuatiue relate of your trauelsvpcfn yourre-

turne.

Bord, For our Ladyes Madam they arc few or nene,our coun-

trey men are not foaddifted to titles ofhonour : they vfe knight-

hood as rich Iewellcrs defire Iemms rather for traficque then or-

nament.
rphego. Isthercanycommoditietobehadinthe purchafefir?

Bord. Great Coramoditie, and that is the reafon fo many mar-

chants and yeomen fonnes hunt after it.

Ful. Belike this is one ofyour obferuationss pray fir be more
open : I lee you haue profited much fince your comraing.

Hard* For the bettringofmine inward parts* fomc few notions I

hauc committed t<?memory.

£ 4 Ems. Impart
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thcfe La i) cs will not difcouer vs for intelligencers : they arena*

turaily giuen to theconcealement ofpriuate aftions.

Boyd* Since my camming to Florence I haue feene ignorance

in the fhape ofa Citrizen mulled in the fcarlct ofmagiffracy that

'could not write his ownc name. Generally 1 haue nored through

ti e whole Country great enmity betweene wittand clokeslin’d

through with vcluet randyetbeggers 5c gallants agree together

very familiarly. There is no thriuingbut by.impudenceand pan-

darifme the that is furnifhed with cneofthefe two quallitics fhai

fcegg more ofa foolifh Lord at amanbonebreakfaft,thenaU the

Poets in the whole cowne fhall rime out ofhim in an age:

Em. Tut thsfe are but petty obferuations : I haue teenefi nee

my comming to Florence the Conne of apedier mountedon a

footc cloth : afellow created a Lord for the fmoothnefle of hi*

chinne; and which is morejl haue feene a capp moll myracu-
loufiy tnrndmto abcaucr hatt without either trimming ordref-

fmg.

Ful. That is flrange indeed :Shnior and Emuchus, we are to

prefl'c you to a further curtefy in meeting vs in the lobby fume
two hoores hence at a poller.

'Bcrd* You fhall finde vs as forward in ashotaferuice in the

Lobby or elfewhere at your Ladifhips appoint, but

Fuh We muff haue no denyall.

Emu. CanO not fay the Court-gracefpromifetnan promife.

our

JPhe. So long as my ham«fhings hold. Exeunt.

Bord. You fee Emuckur, familliarity and curtefie hath eit-

wraptme intheknowledgeofthefemcanefl vafsclsof honour:
but henceforth my countenance ibalbc eflranged,and Iwil bury
my acquaintance in faience.

Ettnu. I thinke the Cuckoe forefingshisownedirdge:Signi-

or.you need e no further preferiptions: in the carvicreof

your delight,vouchfare a thought of you conceiucme
Sir,

born. Your Ladilhip fhall nndevs ready toputin——
fpoones.

F is!. Till then adiew Sijnior and Eunitchut. Pheooiorwai
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Sir,tnanifefl my fcrmczXoTiftteclea.

Bord. I were inhumaine if l fhould forget you the lateft mi-

nueofmy life: pray heauens my Page Pantoflt hanc procured in

my abftnce the embrodered fhirt I gane dire&ions for vpon

both our wardrops: that careonceouer,I fhal neuer henceforth

tafte of lowfie nnffortune.

Venus fupplying what B irdello mod lackesj

Courtiers and Porters liue by ablebackes. Exemt

Scena. 4.

Emeu
J..
Tapers borne bp 1 • PaireSyBorgias ênict-^Vlorerney

Jbful/edJfeSjPruJiaSyPhi/enz.o.

Borg. ’T'Hus our prefumption hath prolongd your flay

A Atacheape banquet:did not the rites ofloue

Exaft your prefenceas a debt to Iulta.

Our boldnefle might haue wanted an excufe

Thus to detaine you.

Ferr. You are too full ofeeremony my Lord,

Knowing your welcome prodigali.andfuli offtate,

Andiuch as firs our mourncfull accidents.

ZJen. Thebettcr part ofloue due to the liuing.

Appeared in friends euen when their friends are dead.

And thinke my Lord Protettor that our loue.

For which we came in armes againft your wallcs*

Would not be wanting in one ceremony
Du e vnt > Juba at her cbfequy.

is Prufias re tin ne t from our Campe?
P?u. I my ; rations Lord,

Vcn. Doth our Liefetcnantkecp a careful watch
Arc Sentinels fef out?

Prttf. They ai " and ir like your grace.

Finr Where is Pbrer.zei

Phi!. Fleere niy Soueraigne,

F«r. Ate all infafety at our Campe

5

Phil. Safe
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Phil. Safe and in quiet.

Ferr. The nightis old.

And dio a fic fleepe hangs heauy on our ties:

Conduct vs to our reft.

* Borg. Neuer till now was Boroias fully bleft:

To lodgetwo mighty Princcsin one night
Vndcr his roofe: where my f< nnes fonne may fay,

TIcere might v V ’nice and Ferrara\zy .

My Lord diefeTapersleadyou toyour chamber,
Thefe great Ferrara vnto yours.

Fen. Reft to you all. Exit.

Ftrr. Good night and fleepe vnto your forrovves. Exit,
Borg. Sweete quiet be a guard vuto you both,

So may you fleepe for euer. Emacbur.

Remoue with our attendance front our eares.

,
Exeunt all but Mullcaffes.

Now my hearts treafurer: what now remaines?

My refolution holds to murder them.

And with that force the towne may now affbord,

Prattife fotne fuddaine ftratagem on their powers.

Mull. That were too violent: things done for ftatc,

Muft carry forme, and with an outward glofl'e,

Varmfhand coucr what would elfs feemc grofle.

Should they be murdered in their beds, or die,

Hauingyour promife for their guardjth’effence

Could haue no fafety but in violence.

No let them fleepe fccure,and this nights fafety

Will make themfeareles, cafieto be trapt

Jn atnorecunningnet.

To merrowe at a banquet they Hull drinke

A drugge, vvhofe working in their breaftfhall fleepe

Twice fifteens daies, vntili their abftnce hence

May giue you colour from fufpition.

But then difloluing like a ficr that’s hid,

Spreading a burning poyfon through the blood,

Itfcalds the heartland through the body runs*

T T urncs
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Ttivnes to aliot quotidian and, doth lcefe

Although ofpoifon in a mad defcafe:

So dying.no impute can touch yourname:

Things arc vndone thatarc vnfpokc by fame.

Bor^. My fortunes on thy counccll noble Turkc.
We’leclimetogcther : my daughters heddy wili

Shall ftoope vnto thy pleafure : as for Julias loue

She muft or yceldor dye : hethat is wife.

Will tread on any thatmay make him rife. Exeunt,

Finis A&us Sccundi.

Aftus 3
Enter Ttmocleahke

T imo. TTLufh not thou chafl and modefl Queene ofnight^
iJNor hide.thy filucr crefcent in a clowde.

To fee me thus ~Rj>ammJia like attir’d:

Stare on ye Argus eyed heauens and fe a woman
More full ofvengeance, then your iealous Qucenc.
Medufa fometime the loue ofNeptune,

(But after for thy lull tranfformd a monfter)

Lend me thofeferpents that about thy head
Curlevplike Illfe»knots ,at whofe horrid fight

T he Sun may vani fh or fland ftill affright.

Or you you Furies minifters offeare,

(That at feet lye bound in fnakes

Attending her iuft fentence tobegin

Terror of confcience in the breff of fin)

This nightbepowerfull inme andinfpire

My face with feare,my heart with rancke-fwolneir#.
Venice,Venice, great Venice:

Ven. Wh jfpeakcs to Venice/ within*

Time, lulta thy loue.

Ven. Del ufiuc voyce, why doft renew my griefc

By naming Idi£
F 2 Tim* Bid
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Tinio. Didfl thuti loue Itthai

Ten. Thou wrong!} me to make queftienofmy louc.

Whatfoere thou art.

Enter Venice.

Time; Then fee thy Iulia and reuenge her wrong?.

Ven. Diffolue ye'glafly pearles and melt in drops*

Or with the teare-fpent mother Niobe

Turneinto Hones jfhali Ibele-uemy thoughts?

Andcreditwhat thy fliapeprefents to me?

Thou art the Ghoft ofmurdred luha.

Tirno . I am.

Ven , Immortal! efTence Virgin-clement

So may 1 tearmethy a\ry fubftancc freed

From the grofle mixture ofctir earthly load:

Ohlantthrongd with paffions 5c each craning vent

None can hauepaflage till fometearcsbe fpent?

Fall fall ye bluer pearles, and oft he err .h

Purchafe a foftrelenting at my griefes,

Shouredownclikeraimedropsjand pearcc the Hones
Make them receiue my forrowes,or from mine eyes

Run like to chriftall ri tiers through the world,

Slydeoretheflowry medovves that thcHimphs
Dancing in feary rings vpon the grade.

May leaue their fport 5 and weepe to fecyoupiffe.

Where by thcdolefull murmur as you goe,

The hits may here youmourneand found my woe,
Pardon : if 1 be tedious virgin fpirit.

Or if my gtiefebe too effeminate:

Thy habit is an Index to reuenge,

Which thy wrongs feemc to pleade for ofmy lour?

Speake them,or deale them through the yteidmg aire

Into my e3res ,and they fhall be to me
Like the Herne drunime, cr ro’ifiqae ofthe warre

Vnto the coward, or the fainting fouidiour.

Time. Venic
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?imo. Venice I was murdered,

VtK. Murder is open mouthd ,
and as the Sea

V'hoieconetous wanes inprifond by thy land.

Bellow for griefeand roare vpon the land

.

So from the earth it cries, and like a childe

Wrongd by his rarelclse mirfc will not be flilld:

A re y c then d cafe y ea gods, ye can not hear e i ti*

Oi is iufl Libra falncoutofyour Spheares,

Thar wronged States muff to the earth appeal

e

For iuflice and reuenge. Then tis not prephane

T’ufurpcyour functions: my handfhallbeasiufl:

A s my foule iouirg rand they both (hall lsaue

A (lory to the world ofmy rcuenge.

Morin fucceeding times fhall befoigot.

Venice reuengd thofc wrongs the neauens would not*

I interiupt what that wouldll fay,andfeen'ie

1 ocrowncall vengeance in a pafiica.

Speake but his name.
Trmo, My vncle Bergias,

'Vch, Enough,
O that the genicus that attends on man,
S'iculd bea doubtfull Oracle tothe foule

And whifpeiing to our intellect what fate

Hangs like a falling tower vpon his fiate.

Yet be no more of force tolength our ioy^

Then were CtJJttndras prophecies to Troy.
Difloyall trccherous villaine Borgids,

Seme Hydras poy fon , or the blood ofT^ejfttt

Cleauetothy Helh:

Oh my blood f wells beyond my power : my voyce
Louder then his that thunders through the clouJes,

Shall fpeake this monllrous murder to the world.

He be thy Orator wrongd fpirit and plead
Blood and re aenge for theethough thoubeft dead, ’

Tims. Stay.

Vim: What w ouldfl thou more?
F i Time* Hears
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Tiwo. Hcarcand beatluifcJc*.

To morrow when the Senate fits be there.

And in the cares of the whole ftatcproclaimc.

And iufiifiemy words gainft Borpm:
In this alone I will great Venice proue.
Do it as cuer thou didff Iulia loue,

rev. i will.

Tinto. WhilftI borne vponaire attend ray blifTe.

Vcn. Peace to thy foule: Adieu. Exit.

Time. Remember Julia.

Yet prorperand go on, for Iulias giro ft

JV1y Life fhape takes: th’abufed Duke’s afire,

Through Borguts blood l’le runne tomy defire.

Enter 'Bo'tdellofo/us*

Wbcmc haue we heere?

Bord. Priapus thou womans God affifttne with a Iouiall abi-

lity : this night I may beget a Heresies'. Fortune lmuft con-
fcftethcu haft turndvp thy muffler,andcaftagratiousafpett on
B ordelloi fori am notonely intheftate ofcleanelinnen, butalfo

thou haftiT.adenie gratiousin theeyeofSignior Diafpcrmaion my
Apothecary,who hath furnifhed me with this receipt: heere is a

compound of(‘antbaridcs Die/iterion,marrow ofan Oxe,haires of

a Lyon,ftonesof aGoate, Cock-fparrowesbraincs, and fuch

iike thisafteran houres receipt,bath a fourefold operation : and
lead I fiiould be like aPeacocke all taile and no heart, heere is a

diftillation often pound a pintc, that comforts theinward, fires

thebraines,cheeres vpthefpirit, and makes a man layabout him
likeadutchman. Let me fee.it is more then time that Icomtnit

this deuine pill to his hopeful! working: Icaft myftaffebe out of

the reft when my aduerfary is inthe carrierc. So C'uptds faire

mother be thy midwife rout and alas I am mare rid, whatSom-
nersGhoftor limme ofLucifer, puts poorc inmindeof
pennance before he hath trcfpafled?

Time. I
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Time. I am efpied: his feare doth apprehend me fora ghoff,

Andlrauftfeedit.

Tdord. Se,it makestoward me: infortunate bordello that the de-

uill ihould be an enemy to lechery.

Scania. 2.

Enter Madame Tulfome^Emuchus and
Phcoo.

£>

Ttth Come let vs fet to our bufinefTe, Phego
t *

Lend vs ycur wind to code this poflet.

Tbrge. It is not the firft time I hauc bene conftra'med to puffe

and blew in your Ladilhips feruice.

Fuh Ic hath oft comeinmymindetoknowe the deriuation

and denomination of this wrord poiTet?

Enmt. I take it that it comes ofthe Latin word poffe to make a

man able : and that’s the reafon euer after eatingdiem
, men de-

fire to make experience oftheir forces.

Pbtgo. I rather conceaue it comes of the word pono of putting

together, for that your polTets are the vfuail mcanes of

congregating, putting andcombiningyour Court creatures tc-

gether.

Euntt. And that may well be: for Iremember thatreuerent

pedagoge William Lilly > brings in gtgno, po»o-,cano
t
one in

thejnccke ofanother,^»o t© beget, ponoto putin, andr/z»oto

fing.

Fuh ThatLj/ly wasabeaflly knauetoputpow behind gigno

there is no mufique in it: but all this time wc miflc not Signior

"Bordello

,

it hath not be his cutlome to be abient where his chops
might haue had imployment.
Emu. You fpeake ofthe dayesof hunger, when theflaue was

a ftraunger in the laud ofHauilah : but the word is retrograde : the

laft age is a golden age with him.

FhL Ss
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Enter TSordtlla.

Fttlf. Sec where the fonne ofSaturnc appeares.

Em. Stoot I thought the Dog filh had bene bayting Ccrberptt

ere this time.

Bard. Ladies did you not fee afpiritpafle this way?
Eunu. Thoufcefl. we are feeding the flefh man, what doofl

thou tallce of the fpirit?

Bord. Withoutieft a mtere Ghofi, Handing boltvpright at

Ttmocleas chamber, fo rye Court Incubus on my life.

Fulf. VVsreyou no: much terrified Signior with the appari-

tion? •
,

Bord. How:terreficd.? I no fooner beheld it, but drawing my
better parts together Enter Timoclea.

Helpe, helpci All run outyTintodeafoilowes the Eunuch out.

Scena^.

EnterFerram[dins,

Terr, T^Eare and fu'fpition, twonigh?-waking charmes,

i Bani(h all fleepe, fuggefHng in my thoughts,

Falfehood andtreafon : lam flow and dull,

Difcendinglikethe earth: yet I know not what
Prickes like thethorneofP^i/ewf/atmv breath

And tels raethere isdaungerin myreft.

Semetime I thinke of/*/^j:and that thought
Prefents her loues in a liuing ihane.

When notrem mbring death, I ope my artnes,

To tye a Gordian knot about her waftc

And bid her welcome : but that empty clafpe.

Deluding my falfc hopes with nought but ayre,

Makes,my blood angry,anddoth turnemy paflioa

Tofeekeafubiettfitformy reuenge;

And then 1 cuer thinkq ofBorgtas,
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As ifmy louewerc wrongd by Bvr/rias, A grtningwithit.

What meanes thefc fuddamc tumults in mine cares?

Saue ms eternal! guard of innocence:

Treafon, treafon, villaine thou foalt buy my blood.

SuHttchtis ru/hrtb in : he b}lt btmi

Enter Ttmoclta.

Em. O fpireme.

Fer. Diftraftionofmy braine, what ibape art thou?

Time. In/iai Exit.

Ferr. Juln

\

hah ; (lay tis gone : did I fee?

Or didmy feare and fancy frame this forme?

Vjllaine thou art fomcinfhumentoffallhood

Confeflethy treafon.

Eun. You are fecure : that fhape that nam’d your louc

P Jifued roe through the court , till for my refeue

Feare made me vfe this violence at your chamber.

0 1 amftaine,and dye a caufeles death,

I nere 11 udfalfe to thee : all thou haft gaind

Istrsat my feute dyescleareand lcaues thine ftaind. Hecljet.

Ferr. Todoethcegood my foulc (hall lay as much
And witnesit before the Iudgeof foulcs,

When at the generall Barre we meetc together.

Buflmufl vie thy (bape:this niglulle walke
Hidinthy habit from difeerning eyes:

He pry about the Court., perhaps 1 may
Once more fee Inltat gholfrand lcarne herwrongs,

By them to ayroc aright in my reueege.

My hand firift dyes the (cene j and it (ball fill

Theftage with vengeance :Newe/>>lballwade

Vp to the chin and bach herfelfe in blood,

The dangling fnakei that hang about her necke
Shall fucke like Lethe ofthe purple gore
Shed formy Iultas death,

llcfeaft the rauenous people ofthe airc,

G ' And
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And fill the Iningric wolues with fl.mgh tered men.

Theftreetso-f Florence like tie greets ofRome

(When death S.-jfU raingd)ihall run with blood.

Their five! ling channels with a fcarlet tide

Shall wafh the (lores, and for iny Iulun death

The army gods of wi'ath fhall fimlcaspleafd

To It me fo reuengd : Ete.nf.cbn> thy death

Js bur a prologue to induce a plot,

Mailt thou bcbkflcdph’art not worth my bate

1 mult reach higher, and on thy difguife,

Lay butthe ground-worke for rcoenge to tife. Exit •

Scxna 4.

Enter (JMttHeaJfetfolxs.

Hull. T> E pleas’d ye powers ofmight, andbout me skip

OYour anticke meafures dike to cole oucwntoorcs,

Dauncing their high Lauoltos to the Sun

Circle me round: and inthemidftllcltano.

And crackemy fides with laughter at your .ports.

Oh my hopes fattc me i nor fhall time gro.v old,

Or weary with attendingmy fucceue.

One night fhall crowne me happy t 'Borg'** wife

Appeares vnto the Dukes for Innas ghol ,

To breed fufpinon in them ofher murder.

So that if‘Borgia* chaunce furuiue this mgnt

( Ashe mufi dye ifsll my plots hirsngnt)

The Dukes to morrow when the Senate lus

May prouewhatileaffirtneagainfthis life.

hJor to redeeme hisfaicty fhall he bring

The Lady to difproue what we auerre.

Here will 1 ceafepsnd in fome ftraunge difguife

Keepe till my growing faftion be ot force

Tofecondmy ambition for the crowne.

If1 plot well fairs Amada,mud dye,
A



Mulleafses the T'ur^e,

And by her mothers hand : flic muft not line

To fpeake her fathers 'MXonzp.Timoclea

Thou, thou art next : 1 tooke thee frem thy grauc

Not for the louc I bore Ttmoc\ca,

Buttofuckc from thy vfe the fwccts ofloue

I here to lulu : tvvas lone and ftate.

Gaue thee this time of li fe to ftrengthmy fate:

But blabbe not : fciience tongue : Ihe comes.

Enter Eimcclea.

Timo. My Lord
,
what,drovvnd in contemplation?

Mnllea(fes

:

louc.

Ctoull. Heauenly creation,beauties abftratt, natures wonder.

Ttmo. What meanesmy LordjawakejTjiwe/rvifpcakcs.

KjAlul. I mu ft inioy thee force ofpaflion.

Timo. Ha : Amadai dcareftLord: your fence

And know* me.

Mul. Ha Timoclea: thy loueand pardon.I wasoreborne.

And carried from my fclfe with idle thoughts

Ofwhat fad melancholy fuggefted in me:
What comfort bringft thou?

1

hath thy dead fihape

Bene powerf till vnto feare? flood they amazd?
Then eyes hkefieredflarresfetonthy face?

Their fpeeche abrupt and fhortstheir haire vpright?

Stifle like the quils ofPorcupines ? art blefl?

Ttmo. Iam :ifw hat you (peak may maketneblcfl.

Mul. It makes vs happy
:
giues our hope true life.

“Timo. Neithermy life nor hope to be io blefl:

Makesme fo happy as thy louc deare Turke.

"Were I a^ thou fhouidft bemy Mart,
And I would court thee euen in Phebtts fight,

Although it mou’d an enuy in the gods.
Be Jouial : & like SAmecis

% thy loue
Shall cling about thy necke.
CMull, i amnot fportfull:

Gi Timo. lie
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c
fur/^e.

Tim», lie dance before the? like a faiery Nitrph,

And with iny plesfing motions make thte fpori:

lie court ihee nak’d , as did the Queer.e ofthoughts

Her fullen boy,and all to make thee fport.

M„ll. You are not pleafing.

Ttm o- Norpleafing gentle Turke?

Time hath not fet the caratters of age

Onmyimooth browc ; nay pulfes beate as high.

As jvhen my fir Id youth lifted vp my blood,

I buy no beauty : nor hath nature bene

A niggard in my fucc : 1 am yet yong

Frefh and delightfomc.as the checkerd fpring,

Tlie Lilly and the Rofe growc in my che»kes>

And make abed for loue to reft him on.

tJMfil. But I am rcftles.

Ttmo. Reft thee on my bred.

tJAiiil, No I muft pilgrmc to a loue detune.

Timv. Loue me and vnto loue lie build a ihrine

And on an A 1 tar offer to our loues,

The thighs ofSparrowcs and ofTurtle Doucs.

tJTlull. You are importunate.

T.me. Yeeld then and I haue done.

Mul. No mores
Faire the faint that T adore. Exit,

Ttmo. y//w^jminyonis it you ?

Makes me thus fuevnheard? my daughter Amud*

Haue I in niy bofome nuril a fnake: ^

No fierce- ftreamd torrent,nor no ftorrne at Sea,

Noftepdameis halfe foragingsroy blood was not foltrong,

When thou were got : no vtis like the Sea,

My foule a Barke that runnes with wind and ty de

And cannot flop; the Anchor ofmy thoughts

(Rcafon) is loft,and like the vine-gods pticiis

Running downc N»/<* or from Pmans top, .

lam Viiftaidanddoubtfullinniy coutfe.



Mulleaiies the Tur^e.

0 the flrong power offencesl muft do that

Which all fucceeding times to come fhallfpeake

Yet not beleeuc$ail fay twas done,yetnonc

Say tvvas well dene. LoueisaGod,
Strongjfree, vnbounded,and as feme define,

Feares nothing, pittieth none: fuchloueismine, Exit.

Finis Aftus 3,

Aftus 4, Sccnal.

Enter Ialia andAmada.

Inti. /"^\Hadourfoulcs no deeper fence then flelh.

Were they like waxen piftures formablc:

Obfequioufly to takcimprcfiion

From cuery rude hand,and belike this will,

That wilsvs vntofome deformity,

1 (liould not ^wddhcomplaineof wrong
But make religion of my forc’d reflraint:

I then (nould fleepe and pray: and on my beades

Number deuocion: my enuironed fpirit

Should not thusfwell beyond my prefen tfrecdome:

Whifper my wrongs,and prompt my weaker powers
To prone impatience.

Ama. Madam I am yours.

Let not the name ofdaughter vnto him
That hath confindc your hope, be preiudice

TothofcaffeftionsI beareyour ftate:

He proue’gainlf reafon and rccciued truth.

Like breedcs not like, in breeding eucry thing:

Cleere ftreames may flowe cuen from a troubled fpring*

Inti, I am no infidel to thypofition.

Sad thoughts opprelle me: may I haue no mufique?

Ama* Fes Madam.
Ini. Some
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lull. Some fiy that when the Thracian entred hell*

The tortur’d foulcs enchanted with his tunes,

Tclt not their torments: Sycipbus fate downe,
Ixtms wheel e (rood (till : the thirlly fonne aflour,
Forgat to drinke,and all the n ft did ftand

Catdiing the aire from his delicious hand:

I would i might ptrtake their happincs.

Ama, Madam you lhalljgiuc your eares a while,

And you fhallhearefuch tiiufickeas would make
The greedy wolfe forfakethe tender lamb,
And hften to it: fuch as the fonneofNeptune
Playdtothe Dolphins: when they in a ring

Danct thcircrooktmcafuresbutto heare him ling.

Madam how fire you now i

lnlt. Eucnas the labouring dayman after fl cepe*

Enter Timocleahkf * Cjhofi,

Aftng,

Eefrelht and chetifht ; ha b l't sAmedA.
Amad. Some better Qctttut aftiftmy feare.

Ift'i. What would it Amada^it becktns tothee?

Ama. My mothers troubled fpirit:0 defend me heauens.

Timo. Away Amada.
lulu It commaunds my abfence*

Ama , O for heauens lake ftay.

’Tims . Away.
IuU Something it would vnfold to thcc: I goc. Exit Ialia.

Time. Conteinc thyfeare,Iliue.

Ama. Such terror liues not in a liuing eye.

Death is not lkaiper then thofe pointed beames

That pierce vnto my heart.

Two. Wouldthey wereponyardsdiggingatthy breaft.

Keepeinthy Ihort-drawnc accenc*:letnot tk’ayre

Carry the fofteft clamour to the care

Ofwakinglealoufictif it do —
How Luft and Nature do deuidemy foule?

The
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Theor.e doth plead prefcriptionin my blood,

A nd fees as plaintiue with fuch clamorous fpels,

A s n iaht coniurc the violer. t rape of Lull

To mcdeft continence: O lout it isavice

Sooner cendemnd thenbanifht : eafily fpokc againfi:

But yet thvil! fdvvne as frooothly on our flefh,

As Circe on theCjreciantrauellours,

When Hie detaindthemin thefhapcofbeafts

.

Amada knowell thou sny fact ?

Ama, I knew that outward Chara&er other

That (ometimes I cald mother.

Tym, Doftthinkel hauenolifeJ

Seed notmy blood in a continual! pulfe

Beat through theazure conduits ofmy fiefh?

Feelc how Iburne: what ftar’ff thou on me?
Am ltranfparant.? canfl fee from my heart

Death in the fhapeof iealoufiesftand

Like a chiefe organ guiding all my frame,

Vnto feme tragickc adlion?

Amx, O giucmy fence fomefrecdomc
From feare and terror, that 1 may diftinguifh

Betwixt the credulous rumour ofyour death,

And what I fee.

Tym, I liue, the time befits not inquifition

Oftedious cir cutr. fiance; AmeJalhue:
But thou mull dye, and by thy mothers hand.

Ama, O be not a Medea,
Tym, Why like Cnufa haft thou ftalnc my Iaftui

My Mulleajfss he d_tes vpon thee?

I am debard his bread,

Robd ofhis loueby thy alluring loo kes.

Sad difeontent wound in his folded armes.

Sighs nought but Amada'.bul by my better hopes

My blood fhall like Medttjas firft turnt to ferpetts

And taint thy flefh, ere it lhall loofe that fire

Which makes it boyle and burns in his defire*

Am4. Dc;
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Ant<t* Deformemv beauty. fill my face with fcarreS,

Make me more loathfomc then a dead mans f cull

:

\Vath me with fpider 5 blood, that I may fwell,

A nd be more vgly then a Gorgons head,

Thathemay feareto fceme:onely let me liue.

And fpare me thatthat onely yon did giue.

Ttm9. My pleafuiegaue thee life,and itrefumcs

That life againe, becaufe it kils my pleafurc:

Th’aiclike anluy nourifhtatthe roote

Of feme proud oake : that not content to creeps

Andfccde vpon the fap,but ftretching vp.
Proudly prefumft to ouerlookethetop:

So that the verdure ofthe ambitious impe,
Detaines alladmiration:the Oakcwants grace,

Onely becaufcthcluyisinplacc.

Enter Muileajfct.

But Uedifplant thee for no weedc fhall grow
So neerc the roote fiom whencemy fap doth flow.

She Sfis her.

Jma. Cruell vnnaturalhheaucnmy hopes in thee

Ifvirgin pnrenefTepleafe, accept ofme. montttr

’Mai. What,do you Chriftians facnfice with flefli?

Or like the Laodtceans vnto P.illas
y
offer

The blood ofvirgins?O inhumane deed,

Vngentleraonfter, beauteous u4r»ada \

Tima. It was her beauty that I offerdvp

Vnto thy lone my deereft Mulleafis.

Mull. Worfcthen aCatrmel in her timeofluft,

Cruell vnto thy ehildcdoofe thy fnaky armes

0 thou haft done
Titno. As Lucius Catalline

Romes terror did for Orefttlla,kild

My childe: no more: for Mutha{fes loue,

1 wouldontgoc examples,-and exceed
As



As in defire.all Others fo indeed,

Mul. A.nd yet 1 loue thy cruelty :for thjs night thou inu$
Difcard the timorous pitty ofthy Sexe;

Be a Semirarms : let thy husbands death

Giue thy hopes lifesfccdjfeed vpon his blood.

And let thy vaines fwell : now he prepares to bed
Be thine owne ghoft : and like the apparition

Of his be'eeu’d-dead wife call for reuenge:

Incite his timerous confcicnce to defpaire,

Speake ofdamnanion : let one word containe

A hell oftorments. But time fli fes.

Ttmo. I runnc. Exit. ,

Mul. Mucherethemorningiifethmuftbedone,
lie beare this body hence : ha ha ha,

O now metbinkes I gin out-reach my felfe.

Now like fame huge Co'ioffus cold I Brut,

And Bride tl at Oke ofMahomet : that: beares vp
The ponderous center : w hofedcuided homes
Meafuring the paffing ofa thoufand yeares,

Touchat both Polles , and tofle the maffy bail*

JVlakes mounfames nod and curled Cedars reele

On Syrian Lybanus.But foft me thinkeslhearc within ah eh

Some mutinous and diflrafted' tumult.

Enter Borgias& Timoclca after him.

Borg. Gu 2rdmeyeiufl:andintelle£hiall powers
Thou triple & eternall cflence.

Ttmo* 'Borgias*

Borg. What dreadfull fwmmons calls on Borgias? , r
What art thou?

Two. Xtmoclea thy poyfond wife,

’Borg. Whac wouldfl: thou. Hah.

Two. Reuenge and horror,

Borg. Terror to my fouletforbeare thofelookesi

Time. Dxfpaire and vengeance,

H Borg* Maill



Mulleafles the Turfy.
B»>£. Maid thou be peacefull.in mypraycrs i wiftl it,

Letthem expiatemy finnc : if thou be'fta fpirit

Bled and cclediall : change that face offeatc,
Or leaui,1 th'infc«5iious grofncfle ofour aire,

And likean Angdldaunceaboutthe Spheres,

Play with the Mooneand make the Sun thy glade,.

To fee thy beauty as thy bcauypafle.

Or ifthou be’d •

Tim. A meffenger ofdeath.

Borv. Then like a Fury poll to Tartarus,

Fetch vp the fnackic curld E'lmcniJet:

From Orcus bottome where reuengcfull cares

Griefejpalcdifeafes>fad andcroked age

Arecucrrcfident : letthcm and their effect

Let fierce Ercnnis with her brazen feet,

Seize me at once, and (trike me in my fall,

Lower then him that durft afeend the Sun.

Onely bethouappeafd.

Ttmo. Not till I meet thee in the fhades ofdeath.

‘Borg, Which thou denied metfor thy fcares keepe ill

•My trembling foule : it dares net leauc my bred,

Mount to the flaming girdle of the world, ,

And fetch me lightnings I will fwallow it.

Snatch from the Ciclopt bals of Ktnean fire

And I willeatethcm;dealc thunder from the dowds
And dart it at me : cjuaffe Stigian Newcris

I will pledge thee. (fAh'toinghim.

Tinto. He haunt thee to difpaire, Exit fttrgiat.Tfmoe/ts

JVW. Purfuc his feare to fome effsd ofdeath,

Wh lift I like darres that fpred their fparckling fires

Beyond an vfuall light forc-fhewe a temped

Ofthe whole date ofFlorence. Am*Aat temoued

Her neare alliance vnto Iahas blood,

Shall notdidadmy hopes iTimocleat feare

Workcs death on Borotasi vp NltilUaJfd

Sitlikc&rwrwwon tile highed orbcj
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And let {hrre-gazing wizards from thyfeare,

Buzzcfad Aftrolcgy in the peoples care.

Enter Borgias and TimotUa aloft»

Borg, Whatnight or whatdarcke Chaos can conceals

My conference horror J rather let me fee

The fearc ofHtrc*les:Ut the Cretian Bull

Bellow and burft my braincs.-onely may my eares

Bedcafc to thy exclaimes.

Ttmo. Thou artatfarthefl:.

Borg, Then I can but fall. He leafft downed

Tmo, Like Lucifer from heauen. dtfc.ndttTimocleal
Tdttl. Oh now methiokesa Chorusallof Angells

Clad with the Sun and crowndwith golden ftarrcS)

Should make more heauen ly mufiqueat thy fall

Then all theSpheres that dauncc about the ballf

Now ihouldthey poetizcinrerfc for ioy,

Andout-lingf/owrrinthefall of Troy.

Borg, Villaine triumphft thou?

Mail. O y c fhon g power offupcrftitious faith
It reignes on fooies : that men ofwit and Hate*

Men that like Eagles climbc to be aboue.

And T.rowd thcmfelucsbetwcenethc knees of Iom<%
Should beftmkc downeby apparitions.

Enter 'Timeclea.

Tmo, DeluSue counterfeit.

Borg. Conterfeitl

Ttmo. I Valentine I liue?

Andam the aftor of min c owne reuenge.

That cup of poyfonmadeagainffmy life.

Wasbymy deereft Mulleajfet loue

Turnd to aphiltcnand my working fence,

Charm'd in thcfcilencc ofa quiet fleep.

H 2 Shew!
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ahewd asifdeath had lockt my pulfes vp,

But porting time brought motion onmy blood

And now my full vaines li'<e awater-brooke,

Tha' flyding gently at fome proud hils foot.

In pipes oHead are carry cd to the t op,

And the* e in anwvirnus branches fpreading forth,

Courtes thecnrldmountaine thus,eiius,and thus: Jhe kjffes him.

Borg. Lafciuious Trumpet.

7mo. My betoued Turke*

Borg, Inceftuous Phtdra.

hmo. Louc H'polatis.

'Borg, Crucll Medea.

Tinto. My kind Iafen,

Borg. Whirletne yeiufl & moreatifpitious powers,

Atnongfl: the thicke and thunder darting clowdes.

That laeing wrapt in flames I may bethrownc,

Like Aetnean bals from heauen and rtrikeyou downe:

Or would my dying breath were more infc&ious

Then halfe rotte bodyes digd vp from their grauej

,

Or then thofe mills felt by thefoules ofmen.
When they defeend to Acburufian fen ne.

It fliculd not ftriue wi thin roe, or be loth

To leaue my body mightit blaft you both. Hefairies to dye,

Timo. So with tby death the Embrionofmy louc

Takes perfect thape. Nowlike the Sejluw maide

May I court Lsander fwimming inmy armes,

And with onr pi cafing motions mocke the Teas

That rofe and tell to wanton wit bids thigh's:

Now ther*s no Hellclpont betwixt our loues:

Iam not italous : lAoamrmnons dead,

And ClitemntftYA with Aegsfihus plaiesj

Pleafureisfree.

Mul. Come ther’s nopleafureinyouj.

Tare a luftfull time fp/nt murderous (Trumpet,

Theproftitution ofyourknowne Bordellos ,

Wberccucry itching 1etc her vents his blood,

Is
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Isnotfoloathfome.

Tm. You fpeakc not like a louer.

MulL No, for thou haffkild my lone Amadaz
And now thy hufbands blood bids me beware

Of fomenew luftand third adulterer:

Such is yourlcuc to me.

Timo.Oh flop thofe killing accents,be more mildis

1 dee forgiue what you did fpcrtke:andaske

Buta kinde thought for all my louingttiske.

Thefeeieshaue(ecneyoufmile:lookegcntly on me,

A nd ! e t me read fom e mil

d

e ch araclers

:

CMull. HcncevviththvSt p nt twines.

Timo. lam no L no L iflvtvcW)

Nohigh-pnzdZ- >o:ra;thou Jhmildft efteeme

Repertarce pinch ifd at too deerea xt. e;

Kings (hail noteome to Corinth where houmaift.

No’ with acorrmor EphereumimlU
Purchale a minutes pUafures but with me
(Asfaireb tyetm ^rechafteby farre then /he)

Spend ycaics offlveetc content.

MhU. Syren mne cares are llopt Twill not heare thee

*

Ttmo. Ch would I had a Syrens charming voice,

1’de vfe no incantations but to thy eaies.

Or were try tongue like 0>phe»s golden lyre.

To which the windes werehufht and heard it play.

It fbould be filent butcopleafe thy eares,

Or like the dying fwan, woul d I might ling

A funerall elegy to my parting fotile,

So that themufique might but pleafe thy eares:

Whatfhould ] fay?

Mull. Bedumbeand leaueme.

Timo. Not till thoulouc,or elfc oflifebereaueme. Sxautt.

Borg. Ha,
Are ye gone! all cleere

5
damnation ccafeye,

I.aknowne pra&ifdc polhtitian,

And thus outreachuO my /hailowe braines.

H 3
Tell
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Fclll fohighfwctdd I had fallen frem heauen:
SojItkcaT' haetor>\ had fir’d the world*
Or likcafiafh oflightning on your head?,
Confumd you for thefc tnekes: I dyed in time,
Like a true coward, counterfeited death,

Forfcarc to die indeed : well then for my life

I am beholding yet vnto.my wit:

Butfor my legges I know not how they ftand,

Are my boucsliiffe ftill, not broken?

enter Mallcaffts*

Ha?
hefats ctgaine.

bit'll lam at lad freed ofmyluftfullloue,

IV! y hope is yet difpaire will arme her hands

To her ownc death, andfauemy fword a labour*

Ifnot 5ti$ butthetakmgbackeofwhatlgaue,
And fend her once againe into her graue*

Now formy Julia, fhe is the maine cfall

,

Her will I ceaze and keep»vntill theFlcctC

Now vnderfaile forFlortncebcariu’d,

From the grand Signior fent to make me ftrong.

And get commaund vpon the flraightsthowlbcrc

Twas promifl B9rgia* to makc flrong his part,

Agaioft the Dukes: flic being had.

My title’sfirmc for Florence,thcirclaimc’s bad*

Eunuch*

EnterTerrora dif«uifdt

Terr. Yourpleafure.

*JMul, See you this body?
Terr. I doe.

cJMul. Conuey it to his bed there let it lye,

Themurther Tic tranfport vpon the Dukes,
Or on forne treafon by their meancsconcriu’ds

Secitbedonc.
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Ferr. It flialb

*JMhIL Now vnto/«/M,on her lies my Rate,

I ffbe contents :why fo ; ifnot I know
Death and commaund makes womenshcartstobowi Exit

Ferr. Thedeathof flauespurfuethcc.hih Borgiast

Protcttor: true truer clap clap yefuries,

Dauncc your blackc rounds,and with your yron whips.

Fetching cternall ladies as you skip

Strike a loud founding mitficke through the ayre.

And make the night Queene paletoheare yournojfe.

Be peacefull wronged Ghoft where foerethou bceft,

Poft to the blelTed fields where forties take rcR:

Drinkc Lethe freely for thou art reuengd.

Come thou inclofureofa damned foulc,

llcbcobcdientbearc to thy bed,

Then inmy clumber laugh that thou art dead.

Ferrara takesvp BorgiatjBorgiasdrawes out Ferraras

daggerand(labs him Witbit.

What fuddainc painc a(fruits my ycclding heart?

Borg. Ha ha,ha, youle bearc me to my bed,

Then in your chamber laugh that I am dead.

Ferr, Liueft thoudamna villainc?

Borg. 1 liuc,and laugh vildeflaue to fee thy fall.

This ischeinclofureofa damned foulc,

Villainc thou fhalt not breath another word.
Ferr. Stay but amiuute longer, knowthat I haue

Thy premifeandthy oath to be my guard.

Thy flaue I murthcred and affmnd his fhape,

I am Ferrara.

Borg. Ferrara, ha? true true, clap clap ye furies

Dance your blackc *-ounds>and with your yron whips,
Fetching eternall laities a? yeskip,

Strike aloud founding muficke through the airs
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And make the nights Qncene pale to heareyournoifw .

You iiauc my oath and promife for your guard;

So wife men promife fooles, but their reward
Like thine F.rrara is the Ioffe of breath.

Lm-, Iuftice lthee implorejeuenge my death maritnr,

Borg. A'luihaJJa thinkes me dead,and in his plots

Goes on fecurely : llereturne hispollicies.

And vpon him tranfport Ferraras niurther.

My wife he hathforfooke; tharfweetcnsdanger

That 1 butliuetofcereuengcon her.

JVly weakeforoe built vpon the Tutkifh fleete,

I fee is ruind,and I but vndermined;

No hope is left fane in mincownecommaund
And power with the flate:whofe light credulity,

I eafely did delude with luhas death.

But yet TtmccUa liues,and may perhaps

Efcape her falfe loues h ate:w hich iffhe do.

This blacke nights horror falls like thunder onme$
She muff not hue till day; beeuerdarke.

Stand night vpon dienooneffead-.andartend

My fates fecurity : ifetier biacknes pleat'd

Or deedes to which men may tefemble rbee,

1 urne then thy foots horfe }and with their feete,

Beate at the riling morne: & for, e the Suune,

Forbearehis luffre till this black deed’s done. Exit.

Finis A&us quart.

Aftus 5 .ScenaI»

Enter Timocleafold.

Tinto, f
*

? Ell and ye furies wherefoere you be,

Li fhow me your tort: res ,and prelent your felucs

Or let the burning monarch ciadin flame,

Make an infernall eccho tomy name.
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I know not what I fay ,* 7‘tmoclea wrongd,
Loue-flightcd and contemned;0 my wilhl

That like the crofle-cyd witch ofTheflaly

My voice could through the riucts of the earth

Hollo and call reuengc tor rather : what?
My dangerous ghoft attir’d I ke 'Nctnefts

About her middle for a virgin Zone
Girt with a forckt-tooth ’d ferpent, vent atmy breft

That did exceed a ffepdamein my luft.

Forbcare yet gentle rnaide
; thy fathers foulc

Kneels at the brazen Throneof%adamanth
And craues that office ; Whither am I borne £
Difpaire, thou art a falfe glafle to the foule.

And in the conscience dazcld with thy guilt

Ofmany finnes, doft vary formes of fcare.

I not belicue thy forc’d fuggefiions,

I am feduc’d by paflion: death and terror.

'Borg. Error, mthin.
Timo. Falfe aire thou lieft T erre not :my loues wronge

Ilctearcoiit of my breft : forget thofe hopes
5

Made my hands bloody j I am cleare svnftaind:
"Borg. Staind;

Two. Forbcare thy thunder gcntle.gentle voice,
Beatenot my confcience torments gairdf the walls/
To make the Court ring with thy clamorous anf worst
Hcaucns let my teares redeeme me rnto life.

Borg. Life.

Two. Ofmy terror : I defire not: fpeake ofdcath,
Borg ue&th.

J'*'-
Ofmy daughter : howeafie through thcairc

Our finnes are hurried: thou canft cell ofmurder.
Borg. Murder.

nJtmo
:

husband : night thy cole-black cwingsThough darker tnen the Meones ccclipfcd browe
Arc not fit Canopicsfoxfinnc.

I



M ulleafles the

Enter 'Bergiat.

Berg, Tiwoelea.
hmo. Difhaftionofmy foulejwho breathesmy name?
Borg. The airy breath of him that fometime liu'd

A tenant in thebreftolBo giar.

By thee driuen out theframcandhoufeoflifc.

Yimo. Byrne
Borg. And now like one whorcic flerneoppreffionthroweS

Nak'd out ofall he did pofTelTc : being robd and fpoild

Ofthe warme couert he inhabited,

1 figh my helpelefle wrongs,and in the aire

Counting all hope I had, find all difpaire,

Tim*. Difpaire.

Borg. And empty longings for an end of paine,

Which I ftill wilh and crauc.
_ ^

Tinto. Butneucrgainc.

Borg, Neuer.

Timo. Forgiueme.
Berjr, Aske it of the heauens,

To whommy blood with ceaffelcs clamours calls

For Iufticeand reuengc.

Timo. Iufliceinhtauenislikcmyfin gainftthec

Ctuell: and fooncr may I wnh my knees

Eate through the center : from thcfepcarly eyes

Should there fall downe more team ofpenitence

Then the clouds drop topurchafea newefpring

1 could not be forgiuen

.

Borg. Death is the winter dotrbd vnto thy foule

Difrobe it ofthat warme and wanton flefh.

The mouth oflufticc bids Ttntoclea dye.

Ttmo. Be thou then iuftice executioner

Heuengefull fpirit : in this flefh ofmine

Catug thy reuenge in carradlers ofblood

Blaft



Mulleaflestlie Turtle,
Blaft me : or from the centers hollow deepc

Letloofefomeconiur’d tempers: whofelowd ftorme*

Driucn through the ayre fings horror to the world.

And let them hurlcmegainft the labouring clowdcs
Sinke to the brazen-gated deepe ftAbrffe,

Where furies fit curling tiicir fnakesin knots,

And pull a viper From AleSlos head,

And on the fe breafts that in thy heat oflife,

Hauebcne as pillowes toaduance thy lull

Letit fuckefrceiy: theJEjripttan Queene
Nerc dyed more daring.

And to the fternecomtniflloncrs of blood,

Be a &\&d fJermu : tell them, Timoclea

1 akes vengeance on her felfe.dull Element begone^
Borg* The mornings faffron horfe breathes from the Eaft

Their fpicy vapors, fuckt from th’ndian plaines

And throughthc gentle ayre hurle their perfumes.

I heare the Suns ueedcs trot towards the milky way.
And in a Coach offlames draw vp the day

:

Aurorat vfherto the ftarres ofnight,

Tels the approching ofthe God oflight:

They gin to twincklc and take in their fires

At their ecclipfe we fpiritslcauethe aire.

And in a difmall vale ofdarkenefle grone,
Vnder the burthen ofa thoufand chaines:

Itnuflaway,thou onely doftdctayncmc.
With want ofvengeance,which thy death tnuftgaiae me«
Tm. lc/hall,itihall:

Hard hap ofmifcry,it hath many hands,

Thatlikethewindingsofalaborinth,

Leads the defpayring wretch mtoamaze:
But not an Ariadne in the world.

That lends a clew e to led vs out the vy ©rid.

The very maze ofhorror.

Ceafc thou that Hands firft mouer ofthe Spheres
I » , Froni



MuSleafles thtTur^e.
From whofe high concauc all infcriour fires

Deriueluccefiiue motion.

Stand ye night-wandring planets in a maze.
And from your hollow Fabricks veweTi^of/'v#,’

Or tlfe ye heauens pot in your flaring lights,

Andon yonrazure-leiled arches hang
A rauen.blackeCan»py ofcongealed cl oudes

That you may feemea Chaos to the world,

Andboadeetcrnall darkenes:thou wert not made to kill,

Look?son her haire difpUjed.

Nor was the Diademe ofher Ponticke Queenc
Made as a fatall inllrument ofdeath,

Andyctitwas the engine flop her breath

As thou muftmine. Soule of Borgias

Thus to thy ghoft Ifacrificemylife,

To buy thy requiem,

Borg. 1 accept itwife.

Hefirangles her with her twnc

haire.

And thusreturne thefallofBorgiat.

Nay nay repent not deerc Ttmoclea,

Y’are caught in faith : then like a Lyoneffe

Snar’dinthc wary hunterstangled toyles,

Grinde the thin airet fwell higher till thou burfl:,

And let the breath that like a vapour prefl:

Struggle within thy bofom?,hurlethe vp.

Soft 'the time fpendsfsft,& I hauemuch tothinkeof

Before the tell-tale god difplaies his light,

To fhewe the world the horror of this night.

Firft for thy death the luftfullT uike mufldyc,

Myriuall intheloueof/#/*.*.

Him lleaccufcforsnurdring thee. TheDukcs
Bccaufe his claime may alienatemy hopes

Him inmy accufation ( willioyne

As ioynt coagent in the Turke deuifes

As foe that rumour offaire IhUas death.



Mulle afles the Turke,

Pie firflprodaime her lifcrand on Mul/eajfes

(Who now detaines her) will tranifer thefalfehood,

Asifmyfelfehad bene by him deluded;

Thefc mazes when like Thefeus 1 hauc trod

,

Fortune /hall fpread her wings to make tncfaileS)

And with a flrong ay re cut the angry tide,

That into tnountaines fvvels to flay my pride,

FLhl what heauy noife bcates throughmy cares ?

Hang heauy Morpheus ontheeiesofmen.

And make fufpinonfleepe.

Enter Pbtknzo andPbego .A

Phtlen. The rumours flrange I pray poflefTcme with your
propper knowledge.

Phigo. You fhall vnderftand Sir,that according to my fund,
ion, giuingncerc attendance to my Lady, ihebeing feruently

imployed in the Lobby, about a mixture or compofure of (as w«
vulgarly tearme it) apofTet : vpon our firfl entrance, ere we had
rdifht thefwceteofher fweete, that is the fruit ofher labors, we
were fuddainelyafTayiedby a fhe-goblin : todefcribe it Sir I am
not able, for my eyc-fight turn’dinward to lookc after ray heart

that was running from my heeies, yetthankesCothelantkncfle
ofmy calfe they made reafonable hafle.

Borg. Heart of all mifehiefe fee the Court is vp.

Hell and the darkeneskeepe me from their fight.

Philen. At midnight didFermvi lcauc his chamber,
Heauens be his fafety.

Phego. A ghofl a ghoft. Exit 'Borgia}

Phtlen. Purfucit where it goes; fearefhallnotflopme.

Foliow e me fi r, II c fpeak e to 1 1, though death
'

Ceaze on my life*, it lhallnotloofcminccies

VnleflcitfiRckcinto the earth. Exit.

Phego. S'fbotmy office isitalianatcdjlamfaincto come
hinde.



MuIIeaffes the Turfy.

Enter ¥>ordello.

BW. Was euer man thus diftraftcd betwecnethcfielhand

tht fpinr ? s'foot this Pillhachfo fierce! my manfion tbatvnlcfTe

3 lighten fome water-worke, I dull loofe the raines like a fecond

Pbaetou ,and btirne my Fabricke. Surely I am thac Tantalus the

hungry Poets talke of, and am as dry as an Eele in a fand-bagge,

and yet want waterfor the reaching: Letmefee, why fiiouldl

fearclpirits thathausraifed vp fuchan ableoneatmypleafiire,

fnat’iicca bold Orator ftands on tip-tocs to fpeakc in Barre;

Slid yet me thinkes helhould beno good pleader , he was fo

fuddcnly deieftedandout of countenance with an apparition*

I would the cafe were laid open, that Imight feehow my young
mooter would beffir himlelfe : Ha : who is this? no more ghofls

Ihopc : ifit be it is the more womanlicoftbe two* Shdyes as

iflheknewe the end ofher creation. On ray life fome wayting

maydethathatha Court EpilepGe come vpon her : lie fee if

ihefonicat theinouth. Out & alas, the heauens hauc confpircd

poore bordellos ouerthrowe. Thevertuous Tvnoclea wretched
and rooftaccurfed hands* thathauetruftvp my fortunes in thy

Elfe>knot*

Scaena 2.

Enter Duke of Vimice , Lord Prnjiat

Attend*

Lord. 'T'Hefc apparitions doeimportmore weight

A Then our diffrafted judgements can yet poize*

Yet mighty Duke fufpend a while all feare

Ifboth my power in (late and worth in honor

M*.y be fufficunt gageto beyourguardc

Then shinke you are in fafecy.

Ven. Sir we tfiankc you : neither is there one
Knowae



Mullcafses tlic 7“ur%el

Knownevnto v j in Florence,on whofe worth,

I dard adore fuch fafety as from you,

And to that end I brought this gentleman.

As will to acquaint you with this deepe occurrence*

Thatmuchconcernes your prefent ftate,as crane

A guard for our fecurity gainfl daunger.

Pruf. Refpt ft you r guard great D uke. Vill aine what art thou

’Lord. A rood deiefted parcell ofmans flelh.

Prttf. Lend your eyes and fee

A deede as blackc as it the time that hides itt

A murdered gentlewoman.

Lord. Ignoble villainc, could thy coward-arme
Prcfumc the lead wrong to her feeble fexe?

r
Bord. Wrong : hcauens knowe I meant to haue done her as

much right as could haue bene done to one ofher fexe.

Ftn. Death hath notchangd herformetfee her face*

You may difeerne her by her charafter.

L trd, She bearcsthe image ofTtmoclt*

*

Wife hnto Horgias*

Vcn. Soulcofdclufionjinthisvery fhape

The ghoft of Iulia was prefented vnto me.
Lord. Amazement and the giddy thought offeare

Run an vnfteady circuit throughmy brainct

Thy feareand trcmblingdoth proclaimethy guilt.

Bord. Alas Sir my fluking proceedes ofa (landing ague 1
Jiaue had this two houres.

Lord. The time importunate* and craues fuddaine counfell.

Guard ceaze him fafc,fomc heart this body hence*

Wee'levntoIWfpAf chamber,him wee’le wake,

Acquaint himwith the ground of our fufpitiont

Meauc time befafein me rnorlouenor lite

Shall turnemine honors current; He be your guard:

This hand feemes your perfon, or my fword

Shall in theTraytours heartmakegood my word, JExcaxtl

Scena 5 *



Mulleafles tRe T'ur ke*

Scena 3,

Sntet {JMulltajfet& Julia &ct

lull* *|F thoubeeflhumane,thenforfakcthy fute

iYour words arc ftrange tomejmy virgin cares

Nereknew fuch found: defiftl will notbowc.
Mull. Weloofeall plcafurethat we do notknowe

Then like Pandorav'icw thole heaucnly guifts,

TheGodshauedeckt thee with: See but thy ftlfc

And taflemore pleafurefrom thy proper good
Then from the full home oftheProtcan tloud:

Elilhim is in thee,and 1 implore——
lull. Syrens haue left the Sea and fing on fhore*

tJWulU Could I out-fing thofc Syrens lultaj

Or were my voyceas tuneful] as thatharpe

That now vies muficke with the harmonious orbes.

To which each learned Sifter naild a liar,

Thou mightft with fafety heare me:thy Vnclcsloue
Cold as the white head ofthe Afer.nine

feeies not my fire : ambition of rule

Tuinesal theheateis left in hitntoincefl.

Ifthy warme blood (that dallies in thy vaines.

And through thy flefh like wanton riuilets plates)

D efirtswith Nyle to rife abouc her bankes,

And vent in plcafureon the neighbouring plainest

A carpet richer then the breaft ofTempe.
Or Tagus yellow channell, fhallbefpread

And prefl with Juliasweight.
Nor the blew Sea-god when in {formes hetreads

On pearles as Oricnt as the ryfing Eafl,

For which the Coyling Negrodiues in vaine,

Areboafled of fuch wealth : thy bed as loft

As downe feathers pluckt from Ledai fwannes.

Shally eeld vnto thy dalliance.



JViullealies the l ur/^e.

A hundred boyes like winded Cherubinj

As fait* asPftches loue *T»all

luiia. Enough,too much :Iaru not fit for pleafure

Or if I were thy Mermaid eloquence

Sounds harfher in roy eares thcn^//4rJ dogs

Vnto the frighted Sea-nun.

THul. Lady.

Inita. Heathen prophane.

Mull. Be gentle Madam.
Iulid Ifthou beef! gentle leaue me Mahomet

Our loues likeour religions are atwarres

And I difdaime all peace.

Mull, And I a louers fmoothnes
:
your Vnckles dead

His power is mine,and you muff goe

.

Iulta. Souicofwrongs: whither ?y*are both to wcakc
Ther’smorethen woman in me: villaine,flaue:

Mttl, You vrge me vnto violence come to my chamber^
Iulta. In hell or in my graue : a rape,trcafon: treafon.

Lord. A guard,a guard.

Death ofroy hope the Court is v p.
Enter Lord,Z)en<cc

t
and attendants : wtthBordello bound.

Ven. From hence the voyce was heard,be circumpeft.

Julia. Treafon, treafon*

Lord. Who fpcakes that word? .

Iulta. IuliAjouv goueraigne.

tJMul. Scilenceorrhou dyeft*

herd. Error ofdarkened*: in what Labirinth

Our foules are plunged :rai£e the Court xlultal

lul. J.

Vin * Iultaand cMulleaffes?

Mul. Iulta and Mulleaffet fond Venitian
Preuerted at the poinr ofhapines

:

Ven. Tnuslrcdcemeher.
Mul. And like Ceybalus kill thineowne Procriu

lul. Ssucme.
Lord Thy deathfliallbeherfrcedomcinfidell*

Mul. Why flop you in your courfcs fhott breathed Chriflians?

K Nayl«



Muiieaiies the 7 Wke.
Nayle vs together.Mow me thinks T (land

Lik. a proud Lyon with a richerptize

Then Tfejfus would liauc ftclne from Hercules

And dare your enuies : my death vntoyourftate

Shalbsas ominous ashis poyfondfhirt:

Your falfe Proteflor's dead : l emocktycur griefes

And roads you wet peat luliasiu nerall,

Whole hope I vnderwroughf,3fid now had worne

The wreath of Florcnce:Loueand ambition,

Kindledmy cold braine from their mutuallheate

Sprung my afpiring aimer norlliall it finckc

But in thedeath oflulia: fincc 1 cannot

Quench my hot this ft of Lull,and coolc the heat

That hotter then the coalcsofParta

Burnt in ray liner: like the fnowy Dragon,

Tangling the Elephant in his fnarled orbes:

He dy em the pur fuit ofmy defire,

Andmixe our bloods in death to fate my fire,

f en. Holdmonfter.

Lord. Damnation on thy foulc.

"Ven. Thy death fhall ranfomeher.

Mai. Death double thy feard force, and it fome forme

Affright pale Hecate darken the Moone»
Hike the Sunne,backton tb’Arcadian beaft,

Whenin his burning progrefl’ehedid findge

tAdorits gardens : from my fonles fairelight

Chafe cloudy fcare:andhke7'AAr fonne,

When he was oynted with Ambrcfia,

Am more then fire.proofcdiues lulia yctr

yen. She Hues darn’d villaine and out-liues thy hate.

Mull. Death had bene kinde in her: with her! rcught

Vnder the coole (hades ofEli/ium

Played before Plutoand made Preferpose

Asiealoas asAw ofmy loue

But fincc I muft not

Enter 'Berlins Philenaco,Vheco.

IBorg. Vp from the darke earths exhalations

Thicket



iviuiiccuscs ±

Thicker then Lemas foggy miffs and hide me:

I cannot loofe their fight,bel of fcare!

Phil, It flies our eager ffeps: follow,follow.

Lord, Whatmcancs thele clamours; BorgLsi

ALtl. U.ah t
'B»rgiai\

Borg, Horror of foules lain furprizd.

CMull. Illufiueayre.falfeffiape ofBorgiar,

Could thy vaine fhad do .v wotke a feare in hitn

That like an AtLs vndur Went the earth

"When with afirmeandconftanteyehe fawc

Hells fifty headed forter : thus I’de preue

Thy apparition idle; rur.net at Borgias*

Borg. Treafon:lliue:Deuils and Furies lam flaine.

Lord. Wonderofadrmrafion: what diffraction is this?

Mtil. Ha ha,ha:climbc high my mounting fpkit

And when thou haft afpird to thy full bight

Lskea Cclloffiisona bafeof cloudes

Stand and applaud thy fortunes:Be?g/W

Borg. Grin’ft belli (Ti Anticke?

Mul. Should the Cecropian theefe ftretch ray totnc flefh

Kackton hisbedofftsele sifon Caueafnt

My growing liuer were expofd a prey

To raueningVulturs : I would ftill laugh

To fee thee like a falling P/»«wmreele
In a rough temped:.

Borg, Hold vp ye broken organs ofmy foule

Carry me high and make me ftand as firroe

A s Oakes on OJfa : that aduance their tops

Euen till their rootes break e.Ttdioclea

CMull. For loue ofme kild her owne childc

Thy daughter Amada.
Lord. Amazement!
Berg. Blcftfi tes I thank«you:Ifhal dye reueng’d

Fly
r
Iotte lou’d Nemifts and at luffice feet

Shake thy triumphall A!h; l due Ttmoelea

CMnil. By thee before thought dead

K 3 I tooks



jlv cue i m
I rooke her from the hearfe ofJuh*3

When in the hebitofamurdred ghoB,

This night (lie appeared to the Duke, to breed
Sufpeft in them ofthee, and arme their hate

Vmo my plottc d faftion.

Ven

.

Danondillunon,

Lord Where is Ferrarai

Phil. Heauens be his guard.

Berg. So they are. He kild my flaue

And in his habit by this hand he dyed.

Phil, Falfeperiurd villaine. He runs tit him.

Berg. Sin kejfinkeCy/Aww,high Pull netreaible

Greene Temps wither,and with me forgoc

Yourplaceandbtingjthis whole worldofflefh

With fatal! earth- quakes totters.

Falfe Turkcchy fate bebut as cruellas isB^ia/hate. moritur.

MuU Stoope down thou Lydian mount, bend thy cold head
Andh ide i t in thy brackilh fathers waues

That as thou BirinkB,thy Barry lcade may nod
At ALulleaJfeshW : or euer fliroude

Thofeioyfulfbonfircsina mourning cloude. moritur,

,

Ven. luff end of treafon.

Lord, Madame our duties ioy your life

A nd wifli your happinelfc.

Ven. As the iufl reward ofdaungcr*

My Lord I c! dmc her loue.

Lord. Not without Infhcebrauc Venccian
She isherfelfe and free.

,

Ittiitu And thus I giue my felfe.

Lord. Heauens fealc it for the the good of both our Bates*

Ven . Philenzo:

We can but grieue atgreat Ferraras Ioffe:

Embashtdour* from vs fhall plead our forrowes

Euer, to you* Senats t meane time his obfequics

Sh ,[1 want no hotter : Signior Bordello

Tv'e giue you liberty : w hat remaines vndone

Shah by the Senate be confirm’d : leadcon.

FINIS.



I
Scald by th’indufh ious hand of art & merit,

Me thinkes appeare tranfparant (as the minde

By fence were bounded and might feeme conftud
'

In th’externall eye) nor fhail our tragicke- nusfe,

(If ftrong hope fade not )need a coynd excufe

But to thofe marginallnoates ofyours do brine

(In following nombers from the learned fpring)

M atter inftrudiueto inrich their parts

Where knowledge raignes crownd with it own defart$ 3

Let Inch with ferious and impartiall hearing

Sound fence,quicke fight and judgement neuer erring:

Suruay and cenfure the minernall frame

Gf his elaborate worke: and ifhis name
Merritregard,andyouvouchfafe to grace him
With eminent loue,ormongftthofelawreats place him 3

That with the magicke offweet poefie3

Tranffer Vernajjus into Brittany,

He fhalldigeftthe Chaos ofhisbraine,

To tunefull order and acquire a ftraine,

Neere to the muficke ofthe heauenly fpheres, 5

To fit Times guard and rawifh choyfeft eares.



Epilogus.

F
Ame and Opinion like the two wingd cap

On Hermes head, do life all Poets vp:

Some,though deferuing,yetabo rethe Sphere
Oftrue impartiallcenfure, whofe tun’d care

Liftens to all and can with iudgement fay,

Others fingwell, though Thracian Orpheus play.

Our Mufe aflfe&s no excellence : ifFame tell

And through herfhrilltrompeattheMufes well

(Where the thrice trebled bench of learning fits

In find examination ofothers wits)

Sound ours, thogh humbly llraines,whofe infant growth
Nor dares,nor will,with times hugd darlings quarrell.

Nor Hand the lightning with the facredLawrell)

We reft content: yet thus farre may conceipt

Carry each labouring Artift, where the weight

Ofhis oyld taske is oner, that his tongue

May like a father ofhis tender young
Speak natures lauguage and not be w'ithftood.

When with ourMufe he faith, that This isgood.

F JN IS.

This Epilogue fhculd hatie bene printed at the end of the

bcoke, but there yvas no fparepiace fot it.
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