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2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman here i
Florence, of a moft chafte renown, and this night he flefhes his will
in the {poil of her honour; he hath given her his monuments]
ring, and thinks himfelf made in the unchafte compofition,

1 Lord. Now god' allay our rebellion! as we are ourfelyeg
what things are we ,

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors: and as in the common courfe
of all treafons, we till {fee them reveal themfelves, ere they attain
to their abhorr’d ends; fo he that in this a&ion contrives againft
his own nobility, in his proper ftream o’er-flows himfelf,

1 Lord. Is it not moft damnable in us to be the trumpeters
of our unlawful intents? we fhall not then have his company
to-night ?

2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted to his hour.

1 Lord. That approaches apace: I would gladly have him fee
his companion anatomiz’d, that he might take a meafure of his
own judgment, wherein {o curioufly he had fet this counterfeit,

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he come; for his
prefence muft be the whip of the other. '

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of thefe wars?

2 Lord. 1 hear, there is an overture of peace.

1 Lord. Nay, I aflure you, a peace concluded.

2 Lord. What will count Roufillon do then? will he travel
higher, or return again into France ¢

1 Lord. 1 perceive by this demand, you are not altogether of
his council. |

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, fir! fo thould I be a great‘ deal of
his a&. '

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, fome two months fince, fled from his
houfe; her pretence is a pilgrimage to faint Fagques le grand;
which holy undertaking, with a moft auftere fan&imony, fhe
accomplifh’d : and, there refiding, the tendernefs of her nature
became as a prey to her grief; in fine, made a groan of her laft
breath, and now fhe fings in heaven.

2 Lord, How is this juftified ?

1 Lord, 'The ftronger part of it by her own letters, which mallies
er




