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The Perfons NAMES.

ME N.

Mariana,

Efcalus.  Chief Miniftcr under Angelo
A Young Nobleman, of an Ancient Fa-
C!audio,%

mily, but Decay'd Fortune; one th?‘%Mr. Verbrugen.

Behav’d himfelf well in the War, pri-
{ vately Marry'd to Fulietta.
Lucio, SMr. Baile,
Two Courtiers.
Balthaza, e\Ar Pack.

Fryer Thomas,

Provoft, Mr. Freeman, .

WOMEN,
Sifter to Claudio, a Young Votary, de %

J[:bella,g fign'd, for want of Fortune, to aCMrs. Brucegirdie,

Nunnery.

A Lady of Confiderable Fortune; but
left in the hands of a Covetous Un-

Fulietta,d cle, who is 4 Hypocrite, and will>Mrs, Bowman.

give Confent to none, that he may not
part with it,

.Mari;m.z% 1y'd to 4ngelo,

SCENE Turin,
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TBe Duke of 5avoy - Mr. Arnold,
Angelo his Deputy %Prwately Marry’d t°§ Mr. Betterton,

———Mr. Berry.

A Lady of no, Fortune, fecretly Mar-}Mrs. Prince.

7% Nicholas Battersby, of the Inuer-
Temple , Eiq;

S TR, oy
Will not fo far Rail at my own Praétice, as to Exclaim
againft Epsftles of this Nature, to People of the Firft Qua-
lity, from Perfons below ’em: However, I think, *tis
much more Reafonable, to Exprefs our Gratitude toa pri-
vate Priend in the beft manner we can; than Court one,
to be fo, who values neither the Man, nor his Dedication »

farther, than it Flatters his Vanity. The duthor i5 not allways
Guiltlefs of this Weaknefs; To f(hew that he is Acquainted
witha Man of Note and Dignity, he fhall Confefs Favours ke ne-
ver Receiv’d ; and, more often Petition for *em, than he [hall
ever Succeed. *Tis Pity, indecd, Men ot Generons Education and
Sentiments, fhow’d be Expos'd to fuch Mean Things, as to have an
Occafion to Complain, that therc are in Exgland ( the Nobleft
Nation of Europe) a People, Wearing all the Marks of Grandeur
and Magnificence, whofe Souls wou’d, much better, Agree with
the Good Husbandry of Amjfterdam and Genevas. A People, Pro-
fefling a Value for the Mufes, and fuch as Belong to ’em; while,
in the Little Care they take, to Incourage their Studies, we Dif
cover their Concern for the Siffers and their Sons Confills in
nothing more, than Promoting their Interet, and Humouring
their own Conceit of Infpiration. Praife is cvec Wellcome when
it Cofts Nothing : and if a Good Word, or a Fair Promile, will
Engage a V/Vriter to Speak Well o one that wants it the Bar-
gain is Cheap enough, when it can be fo eafily Purchas™d.  Tho’
a Little VVarmer Affiltance, wou'd, fometancs be neccilary :
Yet this is the Entertainment we have Generally found. And fince
the Parrons are of {uch Milerabie Difpofitions, I fce no reafon why
we fhou'd not Prefer the Frienas we Converfe with, and who are
fond of Serving us, beforc fuch as T'eat us, like their Domesricas,
in every thing but Promoting us.
v Expc-
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-rather than Terror. be . me
and thofc that aim at Ruining another, feldom fail of deftroy-

The Epifile Dedicatory, &c. .
ionce tells me, there are many, whofe NVames are not o
oftE: Prb;r;l)e';ted, nor their Liveries fo much feen, who Deferve as
well to be Remembred, as thofe who Affet to be Popular, only
by having it in theic Power to do Good, tho' it is never in their
Natares. A Free, Eafic Converfation, a_Pleafant Temper, and a
Readinefs to Oblige o Friend, in Every Thing that a Man is able;
are Qualities, which will Eternally Render fuch a one Happy
Himfelf, and all thofe Happy who know him. .
That you Poffefs thefe, every body, of your Acquaintance, muft

‘Confefs; tho’ no Man has had more Temptation than you to Ac-

cufe his Stars, ard confequently to be allwayes out of Humour,
and Help tomake your Friends as uncafie as Himfelt 5 as 1 have

“known fome Perfons,with whom the VVorld, being with Juftice

difgufted,endeavour to make thofe they Converfe with, as wretch-

ed as themfelves, in their perpetual Spleen and Vexation. The

Perfecution of a Father is fufficient to give a Manan Ill Opinion
of Mankind in General; but, as yours Is no more your Rg-
lation, than the Law of Nations has made him, you have Learn’t
to Treat him with the fame Indiflerence his I# Praé¥ices have ac-
quird from the reft of the VVorld : A Man muft have a great

cal of Good Nature, that can ftand out again(t the Injuttice and
Oppreffion of thofe, who, in Duty, are bound to Protet him.

But there arc fome Men, fo Awkard in their VVicked Aétions; -

¢ they make themfelves Ridiculous, when they aim at being
tIl;zrleagllfS\%" ail]d, like the Perfon you deal *with , provoke Piry
: Folly being generally its own punifhment :

ing themfelves. I would not fay fo much of this in fo open a
place, buc that T belicve there are many Labouring under the
fame Inconvenience, who have not heart to Dilingage themfelves
fo well as you, from the Trpubles of a Marry d.Ln:*e_ and a Famf-.‘
ly; and, to appear as Gay, 10 the midtt of Difappointments, as if
you were the Mafter of your Vows and Fortune. I beg youto
accept this Prefent, as a Hearty Rerurn for the many Civilitics I
‘have Receivd from you: and, fince tis much more Shakefvears
than Mine, to make it a part of your Diverfion, in the Long Re-

tivement of a Vacation. y ,
I am, Sir,

Your Humble Servant,
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THE

" PROLOGUE,

By Mr. OLDMIXON,
Spoken by Mzt. Beiterton.

A O pleafe this Winter, we all Meanes bave us'd ,

0ld Playes bave been Reviv’d,and New Produc'd,
But you, it [eems, by Us, wow'd not be Scrv'd
And others Thrive, while we were almoft Starv’d.

Our Houfe you daily fbun'd, yet Theirs you Crans'd,

And Flock'd to fec the very Plays you Damn’d.

Invain you Praisd our Alfion, and our Wit 5

The beft Applaufe is in a Crowded Pit.

- Invain you faid, you did their Farce defpife ;

Wit won the Bays, but Farce the Golden Prize.
But that next Tear, we may with them, be ev'n,
We thefe Infiructions to our Bards bave giv'n.
Firft bid Defyance to all Senfe and Rules
We Live not by the Criticks, but the Fools,
Let Noife for Wit, and PPhim for Humour pafs,
Andrife an A&or from fome New Grimace.
No more Jet Labour'd Scenes, with Pain, be PVrought,
VVbat leaft is wanting in 4 Play, is Thought,
Let neither Dance, nor Mufick be forgot,
Nor Scenes, no matter for the Senfe, or Plot.
Such things we own in Shakefpears days might do ;
But then bis Audience did not Judge like you.
Good Senfe was well recciv'd from Honelt Ben
V'V bile none wos d fuffer Flecknoes Irifh Pen.
Tet, in bis Son, Slecping Monarch Reigns,
And dreadful VVar, with PVit and Senfe, Maintains.
Study the Smithfield-Bards, and him, with care ,
Like thofe PVrite Non-fenfe, and, like thefe, you'll fare.
By this you may, the Towns Refentment /a!c;tb -,
Or, you muft Starve,and we (hut up our Booth, [Going,Comes Back ;

Hold 5 I forgot the Bufinefs of the Day ;
No more than this, ¥V, for our Selves, need Say, }
“’Tu Purcels Aufick, anq, tis Shakefpeavs Play,

THE




Shakefpeares GHOST,

Spdken by Mr. Verbruggen,

By the Same.

Nough >your Cruelty Alive I knew
An‘gl 1r%¢ﬁ I Dead be Ferfecuted t00 ?
Injur’d Jo much of late upon the Stage,

' My Ghott can bear no more 5 but_comes to Rage.

My Plays, by Scriblers, Manghd I bave feen s
By Lifelefs ACtovs Murder'd on the Scene.
Fat Falftaff herey with Pleafure, I beheld,
Tofs off his Bottle, and bis Truncheon meild -
Such as.I meant him, fuch the Knight appeard;
He Eragg'd like Falttaff, and, like Falftatf, fear'd.
Rut when, on yonder Stage, the Knave was fhewn
Ev'n by my Self, the Pi@lure fearce was known. |
Themfehves, and not the Man I drew, they Play'd ;
And Frye Dull Sots, of One poor Coxcomb, made.
Hell ! that on you fuch Tricks as thefe fhowd paf,
Or 1 be made the Burden of an Afs!

0b ! if Machbeth, or Hamlet ever f.’cas*d,

Or Defdemona ¢'r your Paffions raisd .

If Brutus, or the Bleeding Cefar ¢

Infpiv’d your Pity, or provok'd your Fear,

Let me 10 more endure fuch Aighty Virongs,

By Scriblers Folly, or by Actors Lungs.

So, late may Bettevton forfake the Stage,

ind long may Barty Live to Charm the Age.
May a New Otway Rifey and Learn to Move :
The Men with Terror, and the Fair with Love
Again, may Congyeve, try the Commic Strain
nd Wycherly Revive his Ancient Vein :

Elfe may your Plealure prove your greateft Curfe s

- The Epilogue.

Mealure fo2 Mealure, s
—

ACT. 1. SCENE I
A Large HALL in the Palace.

On one Side Enter Zucjo, On the other Balthazar.

Lucio, | Hat, Balthazar Returnd from the Wars ? |
. Bal. Ev’n as you fee, Friend Lucio, {pight of
Now Mars is gon to take a Nap till Spring; ( Bullets
Love, 1. I, that hate:Idlenefs, feek other Warfare ;
Wil é"'ea my Lucig, Love 3 this Winter Seafon
A\ ud me Work ; and, if there are, in Trin
ut Eyes, of any Colo i ?

or - :
My COurage will Attac'l(,’g:’e.w’ Gray, Black,

v Lucl; Hold! my Friend .
ou that go a Volunteering to the Wars
G;lk(xl rather than ot Fight, feek Forraign,QuarreIs
A €n your own Prince has none, muft go feek Love
n other Countrys too, if you’d be fafe, ’
f:hb.o ia,fee fure there are yet fome Sound in Twrin,
Vo e. oh! you miftake me, Sirs but were there none,
At\wlg;grt tb(l';‘gnl;g);unﬁ. 'tig)ac g/lifchicf for fome Pain -
) a Limd: but, as things go
Your Neck, or nothing, Segnion i do
faltb.“l;aichee be plii’n.egmor, now will do.
us, y thus it is then, mind ne «
Our Duke is gon, 1 ito, to Travel
BaiThat ncognito, to Travel,

ave h .
Is Tofe his.Deput ;. card : And that Lord Angelo
Luc, Right, Sir; And whether

The Novelty of Po

: ; ite dully, fHll Write worfe. ' : W’r thus turns his Brajn -
- And thofe who now Wr1F€ dully, f | eV MPealure Or, that the Body-Politic’s Horfe, Brain ;
; ' B i
I\ ~ R Rld
:a .
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id by thé Governour ; who, newly feated,
%e(:sbx% R'rait feel the Sput, that it may kaow
He can Command-; T'll sot decide y but-he
Awakes thofe Drow{y and Negle&sd Lalws,
Whofe Grinding Penaltys has made ’em Sleep
“Tkefe Nineteen years, to get himfelf a Nan}e}
Balth, What's'thatte.Love, ¥Nend Lucio? -
Lute tient : . - _
A’L\Lx“l“i;nga'?icrd Angeld's a Many whofe Blood

“247 ¢ "Is wory Snow-Broth : one, who never feels

i i ft
‘. -anton Stings, and Motions of the Sen _
;g?ef?o‘m thofe L%ws, has now g}ck’d out anD‘:ath
That Dooms unliccus’dLl;:'v& tr; en,téxgg;% D th.
Ial. iithere’sa ’ \
I{u‘? Iil):ft:}; ';;K(:)ld State- éuckolds,formal Hypocrites,
And Unperforming Husbands.-
Bal, Suretis for Tervor, it
And empty Threats alone that he has rous ?1 .
‘He has made no New Examples, has hgfyech., .
7ue, 1 cannot fay t‘het; yet liS (f!x[\\l? difpach’d 5
'y Prifon inthe Town 1s ‘
%“flg\fg Pl’zmlg;d] A Vthoring Soldiers, like your Felf, Sir.
.Andtt‘m:dio, fo fam’d. for every N_oble-ertu.e, .
Thai proves-him svorthy his lllu’{trlops Race ie Man
Young, Brave, and Learned, tho’ heis a I\)Igb .
“This Claudio, 1:fay, ands-now F}onéemn |
{1pon‘this A&, and muft to Morrow Dge.. "
g4k, You:fure but Rally.; Pray be Serious.
‘Lus. “Why this-is .kr!%wn go all the City,
How-con'd it mifs your Ears? ' o
m%??i“’? :\tx(‘t“ ﬁiéhted,‘and came to-Pay rry Court to the Depiity.
izmc “hisis a certain Truthyand all his Friends
Have been-Repuls’d ; nay, the Lord E!satu:,
Tz naxt-iniDignity to himfelf, has Su'd,
Hnvrain, for’ Clgudio’s‘- Pardon.
iBal, 1If tis fo 5
’ ‘-Hc:l‘j:‘l 'cag"this‘sgw’r‘Govemom; be.plezgd ?
AWVith Molick, Shew, and Opera’s l! dthq.
*Seldom pleale, where Cruelty preft ?;.l "
“and-yer, fince’] have come into the:Palace, "
Pre heard the Tuning of various Inftruments,
~Amd:the ree Ning of foft Melodious Voices,
 Luc. "Thife the'Good Efialus prepar d;r "
in‘fh0pes 10 -melt, and fweeten his Sour --_lcmpg 3
~E¥atvwhen the-Power of Harmony: prevails,
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His Soul may relifh
For fo he calls th’
But that he ma
He devides the
But fee they come,

Mexrcy, more than
Extreams of this W
y not tive him wich this Mufick,
ainment into .Four.

.o

Enter Angelo, Efcalus and Attendants.

.. We muft not make a Scare-crow of the Law,
g it vp to Fright the Birds of Prey,

ir Pearch, and not their Terror,
» and rather Cut a little,

0 death : Alas, this Ge
had a moft Noble Father
And has, himfelf, perform’d moft Noble Deeds
To {erve his Country, and declares he’s Marry'd.

Ang. He that contemns his
His faireft belt Pretence of
For Paflions more, than Vir

-Hot Youth to fignalize the
Then for his vain Prete
An Old, a Common Tr
Or, if twere true
That it deferves t

Till Cuftom make it the

Efea. et it be Keen
Than fall, and bruife ¢
Whom | wou’d Save,

Countrys Laws, Sir, lofes
ferving her :
tue, oft In(pire
mftlves in War.
nce of Mavriage, ‘tis
ick, t’evade the Laws:
» it was fo Clandeftine,
he Fate He now fhall meet.
. What thall 1 fay to Yulietta’s Friends ?
- Whofe Injur’d Honour calls u
Efea. Whofe bafe Hypocri
Under that Name : They wo
Did they not hope, by Claudi
Julietta’s Wealthy Fortune f
Since the fime Law
Condemus the Wo
To end her Life withi
Ang, No more

on my Juftice,
1€ conceals their Malice,
u'd not prefs you thus,
o's Death, to fave
r themf(elves,
» that-Dooms the Man to Death,
» after Publick Pennance,
n a’‘Monaftry,
, §00d Ffealus 5 nor let
Betray you to abufe the Pious Pe:
your felf then in Clandio’s Place 5
y, Confent, and Boyling Youth,
your ‘Time, at leaft Alarm’d you?
you to the like Tranfuvefion ?
g to be tempted, Ffialus,
: ’tis no Excufe
, that Thave my Failings 3
let me be Sentenc’d.

your Fri¢nd(hip
Efea, Set but

Have they not, in
If not Compell'd
+ng., "Tis one thin
Another thing to fal
For his Tranfgreffion
Yet, when I fail fo, ft
Ha! Belthazar | 1 faw you not,
Bal, But juft alighted, Sir 5 fo
To kifs your Hands, forbid De
~Ang. *Tis well 5 no Flattery,

How long Arrivil?

lays of Drefs,




-

A . - '
| = (4) - . (5)
_ i Ja, Youcan then if you wouwd.
Ei Enter Servant. ;}ngaYThat wh;qh ldlhoiu‘d ngt do, 'l'cannotl;do.‘ ,
N , My Lord, hereis .. a. You may, Sir, do it, and not wrong the World,: -
| coz;rtvmg:&io’-s Sifter, defigns Accefs, Oh! that tPe foftnefs of my Heart were ygom-s, v .
! Ang. Admit her—his Sifter Efvalus, if Ang. He's fentenc'd, tis too late. ‘
' 1 miftake not, left without a Fortune; Efca. You are too cold, .
“Tho’ Beautiful, and Young ; defigns to fpend /fa. Too late ! I who have fpoke a Word may call
Her Life in the Blefs'd Refuge of a Cloifter. ... The meaning back ; no Ceremony, .
Efea. She does. my Lord ; but €' fhe go, I hope No Ornament, that to the great belongs ;-
She may do this Good Deed, to faye her Brother. Not the Kings Crown, nor the deputed Sword :
Ang. Do you then think my Purpofes, like Womens, The Marfhals Truncheon, or the Judges Robo,
‘To be diffolv'd by Whining Prayers anJ Tears? Becomes them with fo beautiful a Grace, " ‘
: el - As Mercy does. If he had been as you,
Enter Mabella, X And you as he, you might have err’d like him,
She's Beautiful indeed,  Your Will, fair Maid But he, like you, wou’d not have been fo ftern,
Ifa. 1am a Mournful Suiter to your Grace, Ang. Ha! my Soul ! how near fhe ftrikes on Truth. L afide.
, 1f you'll vouchfafe to hear me, 1 pray begon. :
: Ang. Wells Your Suic? . Ifa, Oh'1 that you were Jfabella Suing,
; Jfa- 1 have a Brother that’s Gondemn'd toDye: And I invefted with your Power, you {oon
= 1 do befeech you, let it be his Fault,. Shou’d fee the Sorrow of a.Sifters Tears
And not Himfelf, o Shouv’d cleanfe; the foulnefs of a Brothers fault,
. Efea. Heav'n give thee moving Graces. , Efea, That's the Vein, touch it boldly, Madam.
Ang. Condemn the Fault,and yet the Adter fpare 5 . <ng. He's forfeit to the Law, you lofe your time,
Why every Fault’s condemn’d e'c it be done. a. Alas? alas! all Souls were forfeit once,
Mine were the very Cypher of a Fun&ion, And he that might the vantage beft have took,
To fine the Faults, whofe Fines ftand on Record; Found out the Remedy. - What wow'd you do, -
And fet the A&or Free. : If he, who on the utmoft top of Heights, -
ifa. But, Sir, my Brother . On Judges fits, fhow’d judge you as you are,
. 1s by Misfortune, more than Guilt> betray d | n‘g. Be you content, fair Maid, it is the Law,
: To the hard Cenfurc of the Law. _He’s Marryd, Not I, condemns him, if he were my Son
But wanting Witnefs of the Holy Contraft, He dy’d to morrow. ~ ;
“The Blind Dead Letter claims him as a Forfeit, Ifa. To morrow ! he’s not prepar’d, fpare, oh1 fpare him?
Anz. Be not deceiv’d with vain pretence of Virtue; Let Mercy fpeak, Oh! give him time, the Guilty
. How cafic *tis for Criminals to efcape, In this are Numerous, yet none have dy’d.
If we Believe but what they dare Affert, And if he muft, Oh! et him dye Prepar’d.
Jfa. Allow vs Time then but_to fend to France, Ang. That none have dy'd, has made the Law contemn’d :
Yor the Good Father that ho Names. The Number of Offenders had been lefs ’
Ang. Delays, Had the firft fuffer’d.
Are what he feeks to avoid the Stroak, - Ifa. My Brother has fome Plea,
By fome Sinifter means. No ; he.muft Dye. For he i$ Married ; not like others Guilty,
Ifs. Mutt he needs Dye ? Save in Appearance.
.Ang. There is no Remedy. L _Ang. The Law only Judges
Ifa, Yes 1 believe that you might Pardon him, . Of things as they appear, and then he’s guilty. :
And neither Heav’n nor Man Grieve at the Mercy, Ifa, You fhowd inftrud thelaw : ‘Oh? fhew fome Pity,
A Ang. ¥ will not do’. | ‘ .
it
Lj;:\";_._” -  —— e e N S S N R L A S .
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i (6)

| Aug. 1fhew it moft of all when I'thew Juftice,” .
For then I pity thofe I do not. know, .. :

! . \When Pardon’d Crimeés, might teach emto offend, L.

Be fatisfy’d your Brother dyes ta morrow.

Ifa. So you muft be the firft that gives'this Sentence, ‘

And he the firft that fuffers,
Efea. That's well.urg'd.
Ifa. 1f Men cowd Thunder ~
As great Jove does, we ne’r fhow'd be at quiet,
For every Cholerik petty Officer . . :
Wowd ufe the Magazeen of Heaven for Thunders
Nothing but Thunder : Oh! Merciful Heav’n!
Thou rather with thy fharp and Sulphurous Bolt,
Doft fplit the Knotty and Obdurat Oak, '
Than the foft Mirtle, Oh! but Man, Proud Man,
‘ ( Prefsd in a little Breef Authorityy
‘ Moft ignorant of what he thinks himfelf
! Affar'd ) 1n his frail Glafly Effence, like
An Angry Ape, plays fuch Fantaftick Tricks,
Before Bligh Heav'n, as wou'd make Angels laugh,
If they were Mortal,and had Spleens like vs.
Efca. To him, he will reledt, | find him coming,
Ang. Why fhew you all this Puflion before we?
Ifa. Autharity, tho? it may eri-Jiks others,
Yet has a kind of Medicine mn idselt. - ,
“That skins the top of Vice 5 knock at.your Bofom,
And ask your Heart, Sir.,if,it knows no Crime .~
That’s like my Brothers, if it does, then letit

My guilty Soul, — farwell.
Ifa. Ha, my Lord turn back. . ‘
Ang. 1 will confider —— come again anon,
Efea. Away, enosgh. o
1fa. Al Bleflings on your Excelience.
At what hour fhall 1 attend you, Sir ?
Ang. Soon as the Opera 1s over,
172, Angels Prefevve you. '
Ans. From thee —— ev’n from thy Virtue,
What's this 1 feel ? Is:it her fault or mnc ?

The Tempter, or the Tempted? Who fius moft ? Hal

- Not She ; nor does She Tempx, but it i§ Iy
That lying by the. Violet; in the Sun,. -

L But Ripen not like the Flower into Sweets.
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- Ne’r give Seatence from your Tongue qg,'ainlt his Life, - .
Ang, Ha! She fpeaks fuch pointed Truths, that wounds

2ANN

Corrupt, like Carrion, by his friendly Beams,

Efea, He's grown ’fhou htfal, I h ,
Ang. Can Virtue win usgmore' to \("F e he's wop,

¢, than Vice ?

Is it herVirtue th
“Thoo falfe and & -

Of Virtues fhape, leadft us thro” Heav’n to 1%

No Vicious Beauty cow’d with Pradtisd Arr.
?

N N T4

Oh! fiel fiel fiel ixmat doft thon Angets s’

1 uloviit 2 ‘oh1 no!
alfe ard teluding Guid;‘e;,whg irf 3?‘6

il
ell !

Subdue my Heart like Virgin 1 v - Lafde.
PIl think no more on'e but rih Mufck chat

Away the Guilty Image, )

Mufick they fay can Calm the ruffled Soul;

. * Pm fure a mighty Tempeft :
My Lord, if your Diverfio y peft roffles mine,
1 ag,f difpl:,s,g to oo "6 mr.l ns now are ready
2/c. Pleafe you to fit, they wait but your'
Lyc, Begin the Opera: the Deputy att{énd‘;.‘;: ommand.

The LOVES of Dido and zﬁnm,l a MASK, in Four :

ENTERTAINMENTS
The Firft Entertainment.

. Theyalifit
MUSICAL

Enter QUEEN DIDO, Belinda, and Train,

Belinda S/ NG

‘Bel. SHake the Cloud from off your (;?ff;w

Fate your Wifhes does Allow 5 .

_Empire (.rowing, T
ot Pémf;{res Flowing

ortune Smiles, and [o [how'd you,
: Shake tbe Cloud fromfoﬂ‘ your]Bro,w
"Cho. Banifh Sorrow, Rawifb Care, ‘

Grief (how’d ne're approgeh the Fair.

-Dido; #b ! Belinda I am pref,

With Torment ot to be Confeft:
Pcace and 1 are firangers gr{)fn, ~
I languifh till my Grief is known,

3 . Tet wow'd not bave it Gueft, ’

‘Bel, Grief Encreafing, by Concealing,

*Dido, Aine admits of 10 Revealin
"Bel. Then let me fpeak, the ATlrojang :gueﬂ,

Into your Tender Thoughts bas preft.

'2 Woman, The,greateft Kleffing Fate can give, i

“Our Carthage to fecure, and Troy revive,

- Cho, When Monarchs unite, how 'bap%v their State,
eir. Foes and their Fate.

They Triumph at-once.or’e. ¢

L&‘s '!!{ — . | ——a—__+- »

Dido.: Whence



ido. Whenze cow’d [p" mich Vivide Springs
Di What Storms, what Bat\les did be *S'!”f' -
B . - Anchifes Pabur mixs mé ;eﬁus s Charmy,
: ' How foft irs Peage, and yet o Jicrce i Ar ns.
3 Bel. A Tale [o firong and full of We,
) Might melt the Rocks a5 well ag yots -
" 3 \Woman.What jubbors Heart unmovdcidfee, .
. Such Diftrefs,without Pity, ,
Dido. AMine with Storms of Care oppreft,
" Is Taughs to whibout the Dg!rgf:.
. Mean Wretcbe;bfrief c;n /(;ucb,
So foft Jo [emfiblc my Breafs.
Butf {h{ Ifﬂ’ar, I pity bis too Much,

Bel. and theno Fear no Danger to enfue,
the Cho. § The Hero Loves as well as you 3 - Cance ©
Ever Gentle, ever Smiling, ha_mcé 0
And the Cares of Life begugling. this Cho.

| Cupid's firew. your path with. Flowers,
! Gatherd from Elizian Bowers,

: Enter JEncas with bis Train.
Bel. Sec your Royal Gueft appearsy
H)clmw God)-‘like 15 the fo);m;’f;} bears,
JEn. When Royal fair fball 1 be blef,
With cares of Love, and ftate Difircft.
Dido. Fate forbids what g:u Perfue,
En, JEneas bas no Fatc but you,
| Let Dido Smiley and I'll defie,
! The feeble ftroke of Deftiny.
: Cho. Cupid only Throws the Dart,
That’s Dreadful to a Warriour’s Heart 5
And fbe-that wounds can only cure the Sma’t

JEn. If not for mine, for Ennpires Sake,
Some pity on your Lover take. -
Ab\ ‘miake wot, ii3 a hopelefs Fire, ,
A Elero full and Troy once” more Expire, »
Bel, Purfise thy Conquefty Love — her Eyes, ' _
: ' Confefs the Flame her Tongue denyes, ‘ .
? Cho. To the Hills and the V.iles, to the Rocks and the Mountains,
T the Mufical Groves, and the cool [hady Fountains,
Let the Triumph of 'Loveand of Beausy be [hown,
: Go Revel yo Cupids: the: Day 15 your own.
" The Triumphing Dance.
L :
| R
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,;Ing. This-

1

Toexecute its Officé: "and robb

Meafuré for’ Meafure. -

Ang. This Mufick is no Cute for my Diftemper ; -

For, every Note, to my Enchanted Ears

Seem’d to Sing only. Ifabella’s Beauty, ’

Her Youth, her Beauty, and her Tender Pity

Combine o ruin me ' Hay Doft thou then

Delire her foully ? Let her Brother Live,

Thieves, for their Robbery, have Authority

When Judges fteal themfelves. Then I do fove her

'}l{‘hatrl defire t;) hear her Speak again : l "
er Tongue, alas ! will bog Incr ain

Strange Witchery of Love, eale my Pain

We are unealie with-its raging Fire:

Yet feek the Obje& to encreafe Defire

Whofe Eury elfe, wou'd, of- it M, Ex’pire.‘

The End of the Firff ACT.

ACT IL SCENE 1
A ROOM i the Pallace

Entey A ngelo dlone, 2

1y, \ S _ =
ny ’H'Ie‘?)l! woud Pray, and. Think 5 I Think, and Pray -
Y go rcral Objecis! Heavn has my empty. Words

lfabella EngrafTes all my Thoughts. - ]

’ Affair : ughts
Are, like a Gond Thin ool State, of Lute my Darling Study,

. hing often Read,
iAnd, my Vain Gravity, 've bcene?'g’prgggc‘f gfj eious +—
! now cow’d change for idle Plumes thye Wanton

n the Air; and like Gay Youchfu Drefs,

. Enter Servape,
Ser. The Sifter, Sir, of Claud; "
ng. Shew her’the \’Nay, laudio, defices Accefs,

0‘! . .
Thus mofter to my Heart, makiﬂéiii?uf:bféwhy' doeg my Blooq )
ing other parts

Of what, in leffer Rreams, they would make ufefu), o
G




it
;

|
t
o
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10 Meafure for Meafure.
5o deal officious Throngs, with him that Swoons;
"They Flo-k to felp him, but ftop vp the Air,
With which he (hou’% Re;"we K . Anéi ‘i'o%’d

he Namerous Subjets of a King Belov'd,
&}fx thc;r own Home, and, with Rude Fondnefs, Prels me
Jato his Prefence ; where their Untanght Love

Muft aceds appear Offenfive.

Enter Ifabella,
Ang, Well Ifabella. .
"m come to know your Pleafure, ‘
%'g.l”li\‘]hic you did knoyw it, wou'd moch better Pleafe me,
*rhan to Demand what 'tis. Your Brother Dies,
If2. 1f he muft Die, thea I've no more to fay.
Asg. Yet hemay live awhile, nay, as long as
Yee or 1, yeo muft he Dye..
4f+. Under your Senterice 3
. Yes. . .
ﬁ:.g V\},heen 1 Befesch-you ? :that in his Reprieve,
{ Longer or Shorter ) he may be fo fitted,
That his Soul may ‘not Suffer with his Body.
Ang. And yet it were as good to.Pardon him,

*hat has, from Nature, Stol'n 2 Man atready

™Ade , as to permit ‘their Saucy sweetnels ;

3/ ho Coin'Heaven's Image in a Stamp_forbidﬂ;%:. @
Jfa, That is fet down in Heaven 'but not on’Earth,
Ang, How? fay you fo? then | fhall quickly Pofe you.

‘Which had you rather, that your Brother -Dye,

By this Jult Law ? -or elfe, o fave his Life,

Give up your Self to-the fame Blemith, g
Th:"thenow fufiers, whom your.Brother Stglln .
Ifa. Pdrather give my Body thea my Sgu :

Ang /1 Talk novof your Soul ; our compeit’d fins

-§tand more for Number, than Account.

. 5 Sir? ' . ‘ .
j/,f';q,“%ﬁy, ' not'waﬂant'thgt:, bu; Anfwer me.

1 (noi, the Voice of the Record:d'ng,), Life.

“Pronounce the Seutence on your Brother s Life,

Might therenot bea Charity:in S'lln
To'favcfthat L'lge? b Sin o

. If to Pardon him , e
;«ﬂe;[w:.”n,l ler me bear it ! [cfhall be my Pray™,” .0
“To have it added toniy Fanlts, nat yours.

Ang. Nay, but mind mc 3 yoiit Senfe: putTues ot fiine -

s you's Ignorant, o Crafely-woutd'feemtfo 5 . 1

)
[ .
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CE AN

Megfare for  Meafure.
"And that’s not good. Then marke me, Ifabel ;
Yl fpeak more plain—Your Brother is to Dye,
Ifa, True, B ’
Ang. Admit no other way to fave his Life,
( Nor fubferibe I that, but by way of Queftion )
But the Surrender of your Youth zwl Beauty
To the Embraces of a Man,y hofe power -
With me his Judge, cowd free him from this Danger #
What wow’d you do> "
I,/}:. For him, as for my felf :
T Impreflions of fharp VVhips, Pd wear as Rubys,
A,nd fhip my felf to Death, as to a Bed,
E'r I wov'd yield my Honour up to Shame,
<ng. Then muft your Bicther Dye,
Mfa.” And better *twere that fie thould Dyc a while
Then, for his Ranfome, [ fhoy’d Dye- for ever. )
«ng. Then are not you as &’ruel as the Law,
That you have Slander’d fo ?
Hfa. Lawful mercy, Sir, = |
Is not at all A-kin to Foul Redemption.
<~ng. We all are frail., -
/fa. Elfe let my Brother Dye, -
g, Nay —VVomen are frail too.
/fa. Yes, as the Glaffes, where they View themfelves.
VVomen ate foft, as their Complexions ; cafie
To take a falle Impreflion on'their Credulous Minds.
<ng. I do Arreft your Words—Be what you are——
Thatis, a Woman—— If you'r niore, you'r none,

If you are one, as i i
»as your Bright Form aflures, -
Then fhew it now. & ’

/4. 1 underftand you pot.'
<ng. Know then, [ Love you.
Jfa. My Brother Lov'd Fulictta, |
And you've juft told me he muft dye for it.
-ng. No : he fhall five, If you'l réward my Love.
/fa.’ Securely from your Power you take a Licenfe,
To feem what you are not, to fathom others.
. <Ing. Believe me, on my Honour, I do Love thee ;
Nor can I Live, unlefs thou make me happy. ’
Ifa. My Lord, This is too Palpable. '
5 Anér.tBly H?{wen fl
¥y what 1 moft Defire, thy Charming Seclf
Thy Words exprefs m’y Pgrpofe. &>

Ifa. fy my Lord (you Love with Honour

That, I with Honour Ask. ») you will not deny

. C=2 Ang
.

2

1k

. Our
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| 12 . ;Meafure for- Meafure.
1
Anz, Our Conteft is o .
On Empty Names, Grim Juftice, and Stern Honour,
‘ Drive thou that Fantome from thy Downy. Breaft,
| And give a loofe to more Subftantial Joys.
‘ And I will Shackle up Deftroying Juftice,
Atid give thy Brother his Requefted Life.
Ife. L am Amazd. - :
~ing. How can’ft thou doubt thy Eyes,
W hofe warmth can melt Proud Virtue into Luft..
Fire Ages lcy Winter, with Defires :
As Ficrce, and Uncontoulable,as Youth, )
Behold me, Maid ! *Spight of my Rigid Nature, ' -
And the Acgii’d Severity of Cuftom :
Bcfo e thy Eyes, grow foft, as Luxury 5
1) temperate, as thoughtlefs Libertines
Aud Rafh, and Unadvifed, as Youthful Love :
. Yes, ifabells,] that have Condemn’d thy Brother.
’ 1, whom Law binds, to fee him Suffer Death,
_ Sell, for 1 Smile, my Fame, my Honour, Juttice,
Ifa. 1 witl Proclaim thee, .ngelo, look for’¢:
Siun me a prefent Pardon for my Brother,
Or, | will tell the World Aloud, what Man
Thon art. ‘
Ang. Who will belicve you, Tfabel ? ,
My Name Unfilly'd, and my Life Aulteres .
My Word againlt you,and my Place i'th’ State,
Will ftifie all your firgle Voice can Pubilifh.
o And thos, fecure, 1 give Defire the Reins 5
g ¥ield to my Paffion, or, your Brother fhall
’ Nat only Dye, but Dye in Burning Toments.
Jf+. To whom fhall 1 Complain ? If 1 tell this,
‘W ho will belicve me? :
Azg. You have Confider’d right,
This 1» a Day of Joy, our Good Dukes Birth-Day 3
And, in-Complyance with Lord Efcalus,
1 have Dcvoted it to Mirthand Paitime :
) And Love ha. given a taft of Harmony,
*Tiil now ! knew not; If you will partake,
Go with me to the Hall, where now they wait me
1t may difarm you of your froward Virtue,
And make you relifh Pleafure. .
Ifz. How ill Mcn
“Pervert moft Heav’nly things: No ; T'll away,
. And bid my Brother for his Death Prepare.
: Ang. Cenfider onit, and at Ten this Evening ;
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Meafure tor Meafure.
~1f you'll comply, you'il- meet me g¢ the Opera.

Ifa, Oh! let me fly from this,deceitful Worl
To Virgin Cloifters, the Retreaé‘o‘f Troth, i,

- Where Arts of Men are banifh’d from our Ears ;

Remov’d from all the Anxiows Roads of Fe
But to m'expeding Brother firft I’li go, o
And end his hopes an this falfe Angelo,

SCENE IL C_bla';;gg: to the grejat Hall,

Enter Angelc, Efcalus, Lucio, &,
Efe. Y Lord, I hope your Fair Petitioner
At length prevails,, 1 . ;
Ang. Wharyam 1 fo ill known, '
To think I'd barter Jultice for weak Pray’rs
Or fell the Laws for a fond Womans Tears ?
I fear, my Lord, bécaufe | thus'comply,
To wear the Gaiety this day requires ;
Attend your Sports, and liften to your Mufick,
You think my Soul Enervate ! without force ¢
That I am grown a Boy.
Efe. No, my good Lord, :
I have no caufe to Cenfure what [ feek,
Thefe fhews, my Loyal Love prepar’d, and-that
You pleafe to fhare em gives me double Joy
‘The Pleafure’s Noble, as °tis Innocent,. ~
«Ang. 1 do allow it — come let ’em. begin,

The Second Entertainment,

Belinda STNG S.
Bel, Hanks to thefe Lovefome Vales,
B Thefe Defert .1ills and Dales,
Repeat this So Fair the Game, fo Rich the Sport,
Cho, Diana’s felf might to thefe woods refors.
2 Wom. Oft fhe wifits this low’d Mountain,
- Oft fhe baths ber in this Fountain,
Here Ateon met bis Fate,
Purfi.’d by his onn Hounds,
And afser A ortal Wounds,
X Difcover’dy Difcover’d, too-too late.
&n,  Behold upon my bending Spear,
A Monfters Head frand’s Bleeding,
With Tufhes far exceeding,
Thofe did Venus Huntmen Tear.

. [Exit,

Dido

, The




R

2 _ e aj'e m-

;’: ‘Dido. The Skies are Clouded, beark, bow T bunder
|
|
!

‘ Rends the Mountain Oaks affunder 3
! Haft, baft to Town, this open Field,
' No fheiter from the Storm can yield.

| ér.

o [ Thunder.

[Exit..

The Spirit of the Sorcerefs deﬁ'e’mf: to JEneas in likenafs of Merenry,

Spir. Stay Prince and hear great Joves Command. -
He Summons thee this Night away.
| An, To Nigbt ? : e .
;‘ Spir. To Night thou muft forfake this Land,
The Angry God will brook no longer finy.
Jove Commands thee, waft o more
In Loves delights tho/e Precious Flours,
Allow’d by the imighty Fowers,
To gain the Hefperiaw fhore,
And Ruin'd Troy refore.
ZEn. Jove’s Cormande (hall be Obey’d, '
To Night our cncuors fhall be wsigh'ds -
L But ha! What Langua,e can I try, -
b My injur’d Queen to pacify ? :
O No fooner fbe refignes ber Feart,
But from her clrms i'm forc't to pavh.
How can [0 bard a Fate .be took,
One Night Enjoy'dy the next forfook ?
Tours be the Blame, ye Gods, for I, , j
Obey your will ~— but -with mdre eafe tow'd dye.
“¢ Diredt me, friends, what Choice to mate,
“ Since Love and Fame togother prefs me,
- * _dnd with equal Forc’e“diﬁrcj} me. -
R v ““ Say what Party I fhall take.
’ 1 Fr. Refiftlefs Jove Commadnds ——
2 Fr. But Love :

More Refiftlefs then Joves. '

Kn, But Fame Alcander,

2 Fr, ‘Fame’s a Bubble,
Fonour but a Gloréous Trouble,
A wain Pride of Deftroving,
Alarming and rming,
Ayd Toiling and Notling,
And never Ewjoying.

v Fr. "Twas that gave Hettor,

2 Fr. What?

. Renown and Fane,

- 2 Fr. dn empty Nawe,

B And Lumentable Fate.

|4 ’

i
I

v Fr. *Twas

Meafure for Meafore.
1 Fr. "Twas Noble and Rrave,
3 Fr. 'Twas a Death for a Shave,
1 Fr. His Valour and Glory,
ShaBl flourifh in Story.
2 Fr. While he rots in bis Grave,
Zn. Ye Sacred Powers infirudk .me bow to choofe,
When Love or Empire I muft lyofe.
&n.& Cho. Love without. Empive Triffling is and ¥ain,
«And Empire without Love & Pomspous Pain,

Adxeunt.

Epter Sorcerefs and Witches.

‘Cho. Tben fince our Charms bave fped, X
;1 ‘-herlré Da;:ce be led, '
by tae Nympbs of Carthage to pleafe us
They fhall al) Da{we to eu/gé us. pleaf vy
A Dance that flill make she Spheres to VVonder,
Reudiny thofe Fair Groves afunder. _
" The Grove Dance.

The SCENE the Cave Rifis. The Witches appear.

Enter Sorcerefs,

She SINGS.
*Sorc, WEyward Sifters, you.that jright,
N Tie Lonely ‘raveller by Night 3
Who like Difma Ravens Crying,
Beat the Windon. of the Lymyg, ’
<Appear it my Call, and fhare in the, Fame,
Of a A:ifehief fhall mak. alt Carthage Flame,

Entey Witches.

Witch. Say, Beldam, nbat’s thy will ?
‘Cho. Harm’s our Delight, and Milchief all our Skild.
“Sorc. The Queen of carthage, whom we hate
A;r we do all in Profperous State, ’
g r; Sm; Jeét fhalt moft W etehed: prove,
Depriv’d o 1'ame, of Life
Cho. ‘o, ho, o, ho, ho, b,o,{“;(c.f.’ nd Lave.
‘Witch, Ruin'd-c've the for of Sun,
' Tell us bow fha'l this be done »
‘Sorc. The Tvojan Prince-you knew is bound,
-By Fate to fek Italian.Ground 5 ’
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Meafure. for Meafure.
' The Queen and be are now in Chafe, =~ -
‘ Hark, the Cry comes on apace, 4
l:E But when they've dom';) my/_ Z;'uﬁ) Elf, .
L . In Form of Mevcury himfelf, - . L
g As [ent from Jove, fhall Chide bis ftay, * .. \. i
i And charge him Sathtg night with all bss Eleet away. o
. Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, ho, &¢. o
gcl)\roc andy bt 6ré e this por form, - '
. Witch, § W'l Conjurc for a Starm. :
To Afar their Hunting Sport, ‘
And drive’em back to Court. - 3 .
Eccho. In our deep vauited Cell the Charm we'll prepare,
" Too Dreadfu a Pra@¥ice for sbis open Air.” -

Eccho Dance of Furies,
At the end of the Dance Six Furies Sinks.  The four open the Cave fly up.

Anz. All will notdo: All won't devert my Pain,
T he’(‘iloend enlarges by thefe \iedicines, .
: *Tis She alone can yicld the Healing l}alm. d

It This Scene jult hits my cafq s hcr__Blothc_rs anger,
:‘ Is here the ftorm muft furnith Ble,ﬂ: Occahon.;

And when, my Dido, Pve Poffefs'd thy Charms,

I then will throw thee from my glutted Ar_ms,<

And think no more on all thy fouthing Harms,

[}

} Exit.

SCENE Changes to the Prifon.

Enter Duke, drefs'd like a Fr'yé‘r,yaml with bim Fryer Thomas,

ink not P’ve chang’d my Ducal Robes for tl*‘lefe,’
Dut THl;re‘l{aufc I Love — no ’tis a ;aufc mote wrinkl'd
as made me affame this Habic, tho” your Duke,
I\’IIVc have [tri@t Statutes, and fharp Penal Laws,
Which [ have fuffer’d Ninqteen_yeaxz to fleep,
P *nlike an over-grown Lion, in a Cave,
d l’a;‘t ‘goes not om:g to Prey, Buot as fond Fathers
: So long, ftick up the Rod for Terror, that

4
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| The

Meafure for Meafure.
. The bold Child contemns it, fo our Decrees,

~Dead to Infli&ion, to themfelves are dead,

And forward Liberty does Juftice ftrike
As Infants do the Nurfe: Wherefore T haye
Fixt all my Pow’rin dngels, that he
‘May wake thefe drowfie Laws to Execution,
Heyer. Ty’d up Juftice, Sir, you foon might Joofe ;

~:And’twou’d more dreadful feém in you than Angela,

Duke. Too dreadful, Sir, in me sm———r for fince it was
My fault co give the Peoplefo much Hope,
It may feem Tyranny ¢o punith them
For what my own Permiffion bid them a& :
For Pow’r that hinders not ill Deeds, commands them.
Fryer. T am convinc'd.
Duke. 1 have on Angelo impos’d
T’ unpleafant Pow’r of punifhing; while I
In this Difguife may vific Prince and People :
And hear how both approve this means I've taken.
Fryer. You find already how you’ve been miftaken
In Arigelo, you fo long thought a Saine:
And Iam glad I’ve found this way to help
The injur’d Mariana.
Duke. But that fhe told it
In her Confeflion, I fhould yet doubt the Truth
That Angelo is her true married Husband
While he has made his falfe feverity
Bawd to his Fame, and Broaker to his Vice
Of Avarice. This makesme, Father,
gy your Affiftance try (o fpeak with Claudio,
o fift, and know if what Report has fpread,
Be true, of his being married to Fuliersa. _
- Fryer, "Twill not be difficult 5 becaufe we always
Go forth in Pairs, ev’n to thefe Deeds of Goodnefs ;
But fee the Provoft.

Enter Provof. >
Duke. Hail to thee, Provolt, fo I think you are.

Prov, 1 am the Provolt : What's your Will, good Fathers 2

.- Fryer. Bound by our Charity and holy Orders,
We cometo vifit the aflited Minds -

In Prifon here ; Do us the common Right

To let us fee ’em, and to tell their Crimes,
That we may minifter according to their nature.

Prov. T wou'd do more than that ;g more were needfuls

»

This,



Meafure for Meafure,

vc e Clandi -
This, Sir, is Clandio Enter Claudio.

tes to morrow for uncereain C.rimeg s
- ggngnocence that wants 2 Proof, is Guilt.
: Duke. Muft he chen die 2
;' Prov. 1 think to mor.row.E +oreacions
’Illeave him to your pious Exh ns.
' ‘g;ztzz l}).l'herc n)s( no lp{ack {o painful in this Prifon,
As that which (tretches me "twixt Hope and Doubt, |
Duke. Bleffings on you, Son , I've heard your Fortune:
And asthe Ducy of my Orders bid me,
I wowd exhort you to a true Repentance.
Claud. O Fathers, I rejoice at you: Arrival :
Fcr it will eafc me of my greateft Pein.
’ Duke. This pious Difpofition’s a geod Sign
| That you repent the Sin that brough: you hicher. .
Cland. *Twas not my Sin, but Folly brought me hither:
And yet it was a Sinto wifh for ought
Beyond Pofieffion of fo purea V;rtst:g.ry .
& You fay youare no >tranger to my Story :
: You chnyhave heard too of a Lady’s S’uﬁ' rings,
Which I thro’ Avarice, alas, have caus d.
That, that, my Fathers, is the Sin that racks me ;
o That hatints my Confcience ; and,thatonly you
d Can c'er appeale: For oh ! a Lady’s Honour
! And loft for me, isa morecruel Murther,
! Than if I'd ta’ne her Life. ,
d Duke. Have Comfort, Son ; for Heav'n,
Indulgent to our Frailty, is content
i To take our Penitence, if it be true,
Fer our Tranfgreffions. .
Claud. Oh ! Heaven is merciful;
Becaufe *tis wife and juft, and knows our Sorrows
But Man by Ignorance, jealous of our Hearts,
Or elfe by his own Paffions, led from Goodnefs,
Still deviates from the beauseous Paths of Mercy,
And feldom keepsthe roble Tracks of Juftice.
i Oh, hear me then : 1 look on you as Heaven : —
I (For weare taught you reprefent high Heaven
: By Delegation too pofiefs its Power of Mercy)
| My Birth was Noble, tho’ my Fortune {mall,
| Which is a Clog upon a generous Soul,
| That might excufe the Caution that{lous'd,
| When to fecure the mighty Dowr of Fu'=s
|
i
i

Exit,

[Kneels.

1 married her iff private.
Duke, Then are you married?
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Cland,

N

i 1 Mesfure for Meafure,
Claud, 1 call all Heav’n to witnefs that we are;
A Father of your Order joyn’d our Hands.e e
Fryer, His Name, my Son.
Claud. *Twas Father Pierre, not long
Return’d to France to his own Monaftery,
I’ve writtohim ; but the too cruel Deputy,
Prefs’d by the barb’rous Avariceof Pedro,
Will not expe& his Anfwer.
Duke, Rife up, my Son.
Claud. No, my good Father, till I have your Promife
To juftific immediately Fulierra’s Honour.
Duke. We promife our Endeavour, Sir, to do it.
* Claud. Avouch it as my dying Oath, by all
My Hopes of Happinefs hereafter,
She is my Wife. There being a doubtful Claufe
In her Father’s Will in favour of this Pedro,
Her Guardian, we conceal'd our Wedding,
Till being out of his Wardfhip , and poflefs’d v
Of all her Fortune, fhe might own it
Without {o great a Hazard. But oh ! that
He had taken all, had fhe but efcap'd
This hateful Scandal, that 'm fure muft torture
Her nice and vertuous Soul.
Duke. Whois this Pedro 2
_ Claud. 'The Deputy’s Privado, his Right-hand 3
One that by well-acted Piety has gain’d
Trufts from believing Friends that think him honeft
To ruin their Children, and enrich himfelf.
And thus he hopes by pufhing on my Death,
To have her too on the fame Law confin’d
Withina Cloyfter’s Walls during her Life,
And fo fecure bimfelf her wealthy Dowr.
Duke. Son, Put your truft in Fléav’n, that can relieve
When leaflt you hgpe it, T'll do my endeavour
To help your Fortune ; but if my Pow’r’s too{mall
T affiftin chac, I will ftill help your Seul.
Claud. 1thank you, Fathers, and defire your Prayrs.
Duke. 1 am confirm’d he’s innocent of this,

-Tho’ his moft watchful Foe has taken thistime

To make him fuffer: '
Enter Provoft and Julietta.
But who is this ?
Prov. The Lady, Sir, with Childby Claudis,

But by ftri& Order of the Deputy confin’d

From farther Commerce with him;  Your Advice
Z

[Rifes,

(Exiz,
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ay fteed her much, good Fachers. o
Mliake. Repent, you Fair One, of the Sin you carry..
%ul. 1 dorcpentme of my Sins, good Father:.
But fure the Bleflings of the Marriage-bed -
Can be no Sin. .
Duke. You may amufe your felf, ‘ ’
Wil the firm Vows of him you call your Hisband:,
His fecret Contradts and his plighted Faith ¢
ut thefe, my Daughter, will not falve the Sin:
They’re oft the giddy Rafhnefs of hot Youth,
Which it repents, and'breaks without a Pang.
“ful, *Tis true, L ama Woman frail and ignorant : .
But yet my Honour and Religion joyn’d, .
Have taught me the full Knowledge of this Point ;
And we are marry’d with all thofe holy Rites
The Church ordains ; :Ille,pxous Tather Pierre .
Of your good Order, joyn’d our Flandsia private:
*Tis true, for worldlyﬁCaufc s land for that Faule. .
isShame muolft patiently. ] o
! ti;)k:k:.l“Can you forgige the Caufe of: this your I’nfamya 2
3 Can you love ftill the Man that feems to’ve wrong dyou
G Ful. Yes, as I love the Woman that wrong d him,
R That hasundone hin:, tafl:cnlaway I:ns L‘ftec;o
| ’n ! prevent his Fate, or take metoo. |
Oll)—fz: rﬁeﬁgn your felf o Heav'n : If you're . Innocent,
Be fure of Help. We'll to your Partner.

“

ul. Muft die to morrow ! Oh, injurious Love!
& That doft the Life of my {ad Life remove, .

7 Vet doom’ft me ftill to agonizing Breath, b
i And bare’ft me from the {weet Retreat of Death !
- O, Heav’n ! my Claudia to thefe Arms ref‘tore;

: @r, when he dies, O let me be no more

The End of the Second A,

[ Benedicite.
[ Exit with the. Fryer..

i; ACT IL
l ’ SCENE I The Prifon.
FEnter Duke, Fryer, and Claudia.

- Claud, r ;
|§ 1 hope to live; but am prepar’d to-dicw

i

J - sou ftill hope a Pardon from Lord Angelo?
Duke THEN ) m’i’l\; Mifgrablc have no Eafe but Hope..

| Duke,

Id
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Duke. Be abfolute for Death, for Death or Life
Will fo the fiweeter be — if you lofe Life,

You lofe a thir;_g, that none but fools would keep :
ubj

A Breath that’s fubje& to a thoufand chances,

Thac hourly pains ev’n s that wow’d preferve it.

We are deaths Fools, whom while/we ftrive to fhun

We haften to ; .Cowards, we fear the tender fork
Of a poor Worm ; the beft of Rett is Sleep;
That we provoke, tho grofly fear our Death,

Which is no more.

Fry. Happy we’re not,

For what we’ve not we vainly - firive to gain,

And what we have, forget; tho’ rich we're poor,
For like an Afs, whofe Back with Ingots bows,

We bear our heavy Riches but 3 Journey,.

And Death unlades us.

Duke. Friends we’ve none

Our very Off-fpring curfing our Diftempers -

For endingusno fooner. We have not Youth nor Age, .
But as it were an after Dinners fleep
Dreaming upon both ; Youth has no thought,
And Age no heat or tafte to relifh Life.
Yet Lite we cherifh that’s chus fill’d with woe; -
But fear kind Death that makes thefe odds all ev’a. -

Clau. To fue to live, I find I feck to dye,

" And fesking Death find Life.

Enter Ifabella.
Ifa. Peace here, and Grace.

Duke. That wifh deferves a Welcome.
Clau. Sifter. .
Duke. E'r long, my Son; again Ill fe¢ you. -
Clau, Moftholy Sir, I thank you.
Diuke. Father Thomas, - '
Let us retire, I wou’d ¢onceal’d orehear 'em. .
Clau. Well Sifter, what’s the Comfort?
Ifa. Why as all worldly Comforts-ufe to be -
Lord Angelo having Affairs to heav’n,
Inctends you for his {wift . Ambafladour; -

Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed,
To morrow youfet out. '

Claud. Ts there no Remedy ?
Ya. Yes, Brother, youmay live. "
There is a devilifh mercy in the Judge,

[ Exitwith Fryer.

‘That will if you'l imiplore it, free your Life.

Bug feteer you till Death, _
¥,
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AR Claud. Derpetual durance?
; 1fa. Tis worfe, more painfal too,
For ’tis a rack of Mind.
K Clas. But of what Nature? .
5 Ifa. “Tisfuch, as fhou’d you give it your confent,
Wou'd leave you ftript of all your wreaths of War,
And fhew you naked to the fcornful World.
Clan. Let me know my Doom.
Ifn. I€I cow’d fear thee Claudio, I (hould weep,
Lelt thou a fhameful life fhould'ft now prefer,
And fix or feven fhort Winters more refpect,
Than a perpetual Honour. Dar’lt thou dye ?
The fenfe of Deathis moft in Apprehepﬁon,
And the fmall Beetle when we tread on it
' In corporal Sufferance, finds a pang as great, |
( As when a Gyantdyes. .
Clar; Why give you me this fhame?
! Think.yott I can Refolution fetch
i From flowing tendernefs 2 1f I muﬂ‘dye,
L T'll welcome Darknefs as a fhining Bride,
il And hugitin my Arms.
; Ifa. There fpoke my Brother,
i Sent forth a chearful Voice, yes, youmu
- ~Thou art too Noble, to preferve thy Life
: l By fuch bafe means. This out\:vard rigid Saint,
Does in his gracious Looks difguife_the Devil,
o His filth within being caft, he wou'd appear
i A pondas foul as Hell,
g Clau. What Angelo? ,
¥ Ifa. Oh! heisuglier, than a Fiend confefs'd :
Speak Claudio , cou’d you think it, you may live
1f to his Luft I'd Sacrifice my Honour. )
Clan. Tmpoffible! it cannot be ! —-Hypocrite.
Ifa. Yes, he that wou’d not hear your Innocence,
Would quit you now of the moft horrid Guilt,
Give you a Licence toSin on fecurely,
; Wou'd T confentto be more black than he is.
! This Night’s the time that he would have me do,
' What I abhor to name, or eife you dye
ToMorrow. )
L Clau. By Heavn thou fhale not doit.
i Ifa. Oh'! were it bue my Life, dear Claudio,
: I’d throw it down for your Deliverance,
Without the leaft delay.
Clau. Thanks my Dear Sifter.

there my Fathers Grave
dye;

than Racks and Tortures,

Ifa,

Meafure for Meafure.
Ifa. Since nothing but my Honour can Redeem you,
Prepare to dye to Morrow. >

Clau. Hah'!— to Morrow ?

But abella'

Ija. What fays-my Brother ?

Clau. Death is a fearful thing !

Ifa. ButInfamy more hateful.

Sure you have ftudy’d whatitis to dye.

Claw. Oh! Silter, tis to go we know not whither
To lye a kneaded Clod in the dark Grave, ’
And have this fenfible warm motion end,

Or gotting get another of crawling Worms
That fprings from every part.of our Corruption.
The Spirit perhaps muft bathe in fiery Floods,
Or fhiyer in fhrilling Regions of rib’d Ice:
Or be imprifon’d in the viewlefs Winds
And blown with reftlefs Violence round about
This pendant World, orif condemn’d like thofe -
Whom our uncertain Thoughts imagine howling.
Oh'! ’tis too horrible, and the moft loath’d Life,
That Age or Ach, or Want, or Imnprifonment
Canlay on Nature is a Paradife,
To what we fear of Death.
Ifa. Alafs! alafs!
Clan. Ah! My Dear Sifter, I would live!
Ifa. Ha! Live d’ye fay ? O you bafe one!
O! faithlefs Coward, O difhoneft Wretch,
Wil thou be made a Man out of my Vice ?
{_“s’t notha kind osf ﬂInce‘g to take Life
rom thy own Sifters fhame ? But fure thoy art
My Brother! Dye, Perifh, if but my word et
Would fave thy loathfom Life, I wou’d not fpeak it.
Tll pay a thoufand Prayers for thy Deaths,
But not a word to fave thee.
Clau. But hear me.
Ifa. Oh! Fie! fie! fie! how can I think
Clau. Your over-nicery of Honour feeds

23

thou art Innocent ?

- Your fancy wich ftrange ugly forws,

That have no real Exiltence §
But by excefs of Vertue you offend.
Ifaid indeed, that I wou'd Live, what then ?

Is’t not the Voice of Nature that abhors

"The fatal Separation ? Then where’s the Crime ?
Ha. None but inliving by a Crime.

Clas,

Nm o e o
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Claud. You're right ; but eagerly you cut off halfmy Words,
Which had imply’d that Truch: No, —my Sifter,—
1 have no thoughts of living on your Ruin.

My Honour’s not fo fhrunk with my low Fortune;
And what Ihad to add, was for m?' ‘:fuliet,

That if you c'er did love your haplels, Brother,
Have any fharein our dead Mother’s Pity 3

You’d take the tender Mourner to your Bofome,
And comfort her {ad Soul for my Misfortunes.

Ifa. Firlt, I muft ask your Pardon, injur’d Claudio,
For this Offence of Jealoufie of Honour.

And now I do moft folemnly affure thee,

I will invite her to my Breaft within

A Cloylter'd Shade, where we with mutual Grief,

Will mourn in fad Remembrance your Lofs.

Claud, O rather teach her to forget that Lofs.
Remembrance will keep her Griefs ftill waking,
Bear her this fatal Pledge:of our firft Vows.
Tell her how hard I think the Tyrant’s Will,
That will not let us take our laft Farewel:
Tellher, I have no Pang to lcave this World,
But that of leaving her: That fond Defire
Of her, fo heavy fits upon my Soul
It cloggs its Pinions, and retards its Fitghe.
Tell her; But oh ! I never fhou’d have done,
Shou'd I purfue the Dictates of my Heart;

Which, oh! is full of tender faithful Love.

Farewel — to happy Cloyfters, both retire;

[(Gives a Ring.

And there —— O, may you everlive above
The Rage of Pow’r and Injuries of Love. [Exit.
Enter Duke and Frier.
Y. Farewel, my Brother ; noble Youth, farewel!
And with thee all my Cares of earthly Things. (4 going.

Duke. Vouchfafe a Word with you, good Sifter, but one Word.
Ifa. Whatis your Will 2 *
Duke. What T hope will be yours too.
Ifa. My Sorrows, Father, haften me from hence.
1 beg you wou’d be brief.
Duke. The Hand thac made you fair, has made you good.
Th® Affault that Angelo has giv'n your Vertue
Chanceto my Knowledge brings. I have o’er-heard you,
And am amaz’d at Angelo’s Hypocrifie.
Ifa. How is the noble Duke deceiv’d inhim 2
If he return, my Injuries fhall fpeak:
To him I will difcover the Impoftor. D .
' uke,
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Duke. That may do well ; I evade ¢ '
By vouching it a Tyrial, or d’er?yuxtngill'l t.avade the Charge,
But hearken to me, will propofe-a way .
Shall fave your Brother and not injure ydu
And geta Proof that will confound his Cunnj
If you will join and do what I propofe. e
Thf/a. O, let me heal you fpeak, I wilt do all
Bt Virtue will permit.  Good Father, fpeak
¥ g:ke. Vertue is bold, and Goodnefs never fe:;rful
w?]uo ve;:” l}::lz:ri;l o:} Mgriarm, Frederick’s Sifter :
, with her Br F
o Yk b B ?:t g;; loft her Hopes and Fortune.

or I mi
Duke. Ev'n fo. -—--Tt’:is Ang':;;,ﬁake.

In Frederick’s Abfence won thi then but low in Fortune,
o Andfearing Frederick's Averﬁ]c;; ?ga:]?etﬁdic:x him.

Shou’d hinder him from doing w { is’
Marry’d her in private, nonegbeil:;;t l:l; 4 promifd,
But his own Creatures: but that fame Day
News came of Frederick’s Skip being caft awa
And with it, him ,and all her Hopes of Wealt)f,x’
%TL Tléustfar !:_owblike my Brother’s State!

e. Butno farther. This fordi avey'

Away all proof of what was 'don(‘ll,d Man convey'd

And thus has left h )
Maid and Wifi.c er a poor mournful Widow,

L Ot
Soyousgin hn oLoxd
e fhllontyyoun s e AR

I B et

e Lo s, K o™

Duke. Hafts you to him ; and from hi
You'll indus a¢ St, Luke's at th’ Moated Grange,
With poor dejected Mariana. - pised Grange

II?.,E Y%uhr Bleflings, and I’'m gdne.
uke. I have not patience of Conceal ]
I?et: I muft ftay to fee the black Eve:: :ment tonger
Aut Lhave fent him Letters of my coming,
Nnd that at Noon to morrow I reach Tirin.

ow, my Good Father, let us hafte to Muariana.

E

(Exit.

s

[Exeunt ambo.

Scene
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Scene changes to the Fall in the Palace,

)
Enter Angelo, Efcalus, and Attendants.

Efe. All the Duke’s Lettersare contradictory.
ey In molt unev’n and Jiftracted manner:
His Leteers thow much like to Madnefs.
>ray Heav’n my Fears prove vain.
I E;nyc To mor?low Noon will fhew ic.
My Lord, if we have not tird you to day
With our harmonious and officious Love,
T hope you will partake this laft Lffort, -
That may compofe your Thoughts for pleafing Slumbers.
Ang. 1 amnot founjuft, Lord Efcalas, .
To flight my Fiiends Endeavours to delight me. .
Befides, it is my Royal Mafter’s Birth-day ;
And that excufés this gay Loofe of Pleafure.
Let them begin: —— No Jabella yet 2 .

(They allfis, and the Third Mufick. Bejoré tis quite done, 1{abella enters.

The Third Entertainment.

SCENE, TheShips.
Enter Sorcerefs and VVitches. Enter Saylors.

. Ome away Fellow-Saylors, your Anchors be weighing,. *
ore C Time c;yml Tide wiyll admit no delaying.
Takes Bowze fhors 5 leave your Nymphs on the Shore,
And filence their Mourning
With Vows of returning,
But never intending to ifit them more.

The Saylors dance.

Sorc. See the Flags and the Streamers curling,
Anchors weighing, Sails unfurling,
Pheebus pale deluding Beams
Gilding more decéitful Streams.
Our Plot bas took,
The Queen forfook : Hoy ho, ho.
Elifa’s
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Elif2’s ruin’dy bo, bo, ho. Next Motion
Muft be to ftorm her Lover on the Ocean,
Erom the Ruins of others our Pleafure we borrow
Elifa bleeds to Nighe, aud Carthage flames to morrow.

Chor. Defruction’s our Delight, Delight our greateft Sorrow :

Elifa dies to Night, and Carthage flames to movrorw.

[A Dance of Wizards and VVitches.

Enter Queen Dido, Belinda and Train.

Dido. Your Council all is wrg'd in vain,
To Earth and Heaven I will complain,
0 Earth and Heavenwhy do Icall 2
Earth and Heaven confpire my Fall,
Zo Fate I fue, of other means bereft,
The only Refuge for the Wretched lefr.

Enter ofneas. -

Bel. See, Madam, shere the Prince appears,
:S;ucb So:';l'ow in bis Looks be bears
s wou & convinice you [Fill be's trye,
m:}{ ng /Iu;ll lop /%ﬂeﬁ b?
0ws Royal Fair, (hall I impart 2
The Gods decree, a}ltld tell )mﬁ we muft part,

Dido. Thus an the Fatal Bank of Nile

Weeps the decsisful Cracodile,
Thus Hypocrites that Murder ait,
Make Heav'n and Gods the Authors f the Facl.

An. By all that’s Good, )

Dido. By all that’s Good no move :

Al that’s Good you have forfivore.
To your promis’d Empire fly,
And let ﬁ)rj}zken Dido dye.

En. In [pight of Jove's Command I ftay,
Offend the Gods, and Love obey.

Dido. No, faithlefs Man, thy Courfe purfue ;
Lmnow tefolv’d as well as you : ‘
No Reventance [hall reclaim -

The injur'd Dido’s Jlighted Flame :

For ’tis enough, whate'er you mow decree,

That you had once a Thought of leaving me.
An. LetJove fay what be willy T'll ffay.
Dido. Away.

To Death Tl fly, if longer you delay;
E2

{Exeunt.

[Cxit £

Bt
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But Death, alas, I canmot [lwm,
Death muft come when be s gone.

i Cho. Great minds againft themfelves Confpire,

And [hun the Cure they moft dufire.

i Dido. Thy Hand Belinda, Darknefs fbades me,
On thy Bofom let me Rift,

More Iwoyld, but Death invades me,

Death is nww a welcome Gueff,

M oen I am laid in Earch, may wrongs create

§ No Trouble in thy Breaft

Remember e, but ab.! forges my Fate,.

Cho. IT5th dvosping Wings yow Cupids come,
Soft and Gentle as ber Heart,
Keep bere your Watch and newver part.

! Ange. 1 fee my Evining Star of Love appear,
", This is no place to try my laft Effort; !
1l 1 fo defire, that Force, if fair means {ail,
! Muft give me eafe. Wou’d you ought with me #
] Ifa. | come my Lord on the fame humble Suit.
! Ange. This is no place to hear you ; follow me.
! Now my kind Stars aflift my fierce Defires
f I ask no other Influence from your fires
O! Love! how much thy borrow’d fhapes difguife,.
Ev'n to themfelves, the Valiant and the Wife,

* The End’ of the Third ACT.

[ Exeuns Omnes.

ACT 1IV.

Enter Angelo and Ifabella.

Aug .HAd you not fear’d your Brothers fate, I had
Not feen you now, fair Ifabel, which thews,,
That you can pity him tho’ you flight me.
He may that pity thank, but I your fear.
Ifa. My Lord, Ihardly can my felf forgive,
That I ftill fue to you to fave my Brother.
But that I hope to wake your Virtue
To fpare his Life, and to Reform your own.
4ng. How defp’rate all your hopeful Vifits are 2.
You bring me. Counfel fiill inftead of- Love,
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And wou’d in forms of Paffion make me Wife 5 .
Pilots as well may preach to ftormy Winds,

Jfa. And yet as Tempefls are allay’d by fhowr’s,
So may your Anger by my Tears be calm’d.
Ang. You muft by yielding téach meto Relene,. -
Make haft, Night’s ficeting progrefs will be done,
And then your Brothers gloomy Racebegins.
Ifa. Then he'l convey your unjuft doom on high;,
Before that Judge whofe pow’r you ufe fo ill,
As if twere fubje@ to your Will like Love;
Where you will tremble to approach, My Lord.
The cruel here fhall with they juft had been,
And that their feeming Love, had not been Luft,
Ang. Thefe ufelefs Sayings you from Cloiftersbring, -

But cannot teach fo foom as you were taught :

You muft example tomy Mercy give,

Claudio fhall live if you firft fave my Life.

Ifa. Have you no words but what are good alone,

Becaufe their ill is quickly underftood ¢
Let Claudio dye, while cruel you feem dead, -

By being deaf to all that ask your pity
Till by long cuftom of forgiving none,

To all forgivenefs you are grown Averfe,

That in your own behalf, you fhall refufe
To hear of Abfolution when -you dye.

Ang. How can you rifeto fuch outragions Storms ?

From fuch a modeft calm of Bafhfulnefs,

That fuppliant Saints to Heaven did emulate,

Sure you have other Paffions which provok’d
You can asill repel. Oh! for the pow’r,

The Charms of Youth, and of a graceful Perfon,

To ftir your Blood; and roufe up your Defires.

Ifa. This my Lord, is from our purpofe.
Ang. Stay.

19

[G’Wlﬂé »
(He takes a Cabinet off the Table.

‘Here take in this what ftill fupplies Defoéts :

The Wealth of many Parents heap’d this Treafure.. .
1n thefe behold Natures Referves of Light,
Bright, as the ftarry Spangles of the Skye,.
When Night drefs’d fineft in her froft appears.
I/a. They areindeed moft rich and moft furprizing..

. ) [ Looking at *em..
Ang. Bein this World like other People, Wife,

"And take this Treafure as your Beauty’s due.

Wealth draws a Curtain o’re the face of fhame,

Reftores loft Beauty, and recovers Fame.. I
d‘
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Ifa. U Thefe I willtake as- Mariana’s due,
Afide.§ And as a proof he cannot {ure deny.

7> him. Thefe fparkling Diamonds do pleafe me ftrangely !

Ang. Why take ’em, Madam, they are freely yours..

Jfa. But whatcan I return for fuch a Gift?

Ang. What will not make. thee poarer, yet merich.
T will not tell thee more to fave thy blufhes. :
T'll be as cautious of thy Fame as thou.
Here take thisKey, and two hours. hence return,
For now thou art known to be here with me.
This will convey theeto-the Royal Grotto,
Where we in welcome darknefs will difcover, - -
What I require for this Noble Prefent.

Ija. But my Brother, fhall he too live ?

Ang. He fhall—No more of Doubts, he fhall.

Ifa. Oh’ Heaven Sir, here take your Gifts again,
There’s Poifon in’em fure that they infect me.

Ang. No, no, away my Love; "and when you come -

I will convince you, that they bear no Poifon.

Ja. Well, I will come if only to reftore them 3 -
ForOh ! I fear the Guile will like a Murder,

Haunt my fick Mind «ill 1 reftore 'em to you. - ..

Ang. Never fearit, go. : :

Ifa. Butlet there be no Light, '

For if there be, Ifwear by all that’s good ! .
Hah ! how dare I name or think of whatis Good ,
With fuch a purpofe? )

Ang. Forget thefe Scruples. ' :

Ifa. 1 fhall do much to keep thefe glorious Jewels.
But let there be no Light. : :

Ang. 1fwear chere fhall not. * .

Ifa. Two hours hence Sit? .

Ang. Andin the Royal Grotto. .. . o
Ifa. % I will not fail you ~——Oh! deluded Man,
Ajide.S To think my Virtue can be bought by Trifles
That Fancy only values—-thy Wife fhall have 'em, -
And thou fhalt havethy Wife. S

Ang. O! Danac! Danae! comprehenfive Image:

Of ali thy Sex, all fpread their laps for Gold,

Yes the whole Vena! Sex is bought and fold.

And the that with feverelt Vircue flies,

Youth, Form, and Merit-obftinately denies, o
Will yield co worthlefs Age, if Age will give lier Price.

SCENE
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SCENENl. 4 Gardén.

Enter Mariana 'énél a Maid,

Mar ™\ Mariana! Sleep has fled thy Eyes -

. O And broken flumbers fcarcg re’%r'eﬁx thy Spirits
Since Angelo is falfe. T wonder what Affairs =+
My holy Confeflor can have with me :

Thus late at Night! yet I with eafe may wait him.’
To amufe my Sorrows let me hear that Song.

The Maid Sings.
‘ ok O SONG, '
ake Ob ! take thofe Lips awa
That fo [weetly were fbrﬁuam);’
And thofe Eyes,the break of day,
Lights that do miflead the Morn 5
But my kiffes bring again, bring again,
Seals of Love, but feal’d in ain.

' Enter Duke and Fryer.

Mar. Break off thy Sohg, and haft thee guick away ;
Here comes a Man of Comfort, whofe Advice i
Has often ftill'd my brawling difcontents.

}2 231] gz:x l\gerC){'_, Ia:/?drcolu’d }a_/iﬂn you had not
¢ here fo Mufical, i 'd i

Buc bred no Mirth, ’ lF oo d ™ Grnefs,

Duke. Mufick, my good Daughter,
Has power'to foften Woe, refrefh the Mind
And make it fit for its more ftrenuous Duties.
Has any yet fince Night enquir'd for us?

Mar, None, my holy Father,

Enter Ifabella.

Duke. Oh, here fhe comes! ?
This Virtuous Maid fair Mariana brings,
Such wholefom means to cure your wounded Mind
That will fecure your fickle Angelo. -

Mar. What happy Sounds are thefe ?

Duke. Inform her Ifabella of the Matter.

They feem to Whifper,

O! Place and Greatnefs! Mill{oﬁs of falfe gyes
Are ftuck upon thee; Volums of Report, '
Run with their falfe and moft contrarious Cenfures -
Upon thy Actions ; thoufand games of Wit,

it

[they Embrace.

Make
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Make thee the Father of their idle Dreams,
And rack theein thc'g ancws.

. ., True, my Lord, ) .
Buf?;(dom reach )c,)r ought aff:ecft this Greatnefs ;
Men bark at Grandeur, but tisat a dl.ﬂance,.

As Dogsdo at the Moon——the hears it not 5
Goes on her Round and peaceful Race of Glory,
Untouch’d by all their little Malice.
uke. Well !

A/Igimm, how do you taft thcfg means ?

Mar, With Joy if; you advife it.

e. *Tis not on _

M)? gounfel, but lm)nfe'at).' ; butkind Ifabfl,
What have you here within this Cabingt :

Ifa. This Cabinet, wich all it holds is yours.
For you are his, and tho’ he gave it me i
With foul intomt 5 yet, I as yours, receiv'd it.
And as a proof moft certa(lln lof h;s Guile

e, But as to time and places ¢

%:‘.k Within this Hour, andin Ehe }{oyal dGrgtto.
This Key condu@s you Madam, ’twill be a.rd )
Let not your ftay be long; but fay your Mai
Waits for you at the Gate, who dogs believe e
You come about your Brother I; i;l:ember that.

r. I fhall—fear not your Brothet.—
g{fke. IAnd gentle Daughter, be not you affraid,
He is your Husband, and itisno Sin
"Fo bring you thus together 5 the deceit
In thae is Jultify’d, thenquickly go bave fow'd
And reap the Harveft that your Friends have fow'd.

SCENE Ml . The Prifon.

" Enter Provoflt and Claudio.

By i crant Claudio for thy Death. )
e HE’r’f‘i?::g;\z:ﬁ four, and before eight this Morning,
You muft be made Immortal; I pity you.

Clau. Art thou then fo capable of pity, ,
For that {mall pang of Death Ithen muft feel?
sure thou canft never juft Compaflion want,
For the extreameft Torture of the Mind.

*Tis true; I know the Brutal Deputy,
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[To Mariana.

v‘ [ Exeunt Omnes.

Forlfids

‘Forbids my fight of my unhappy Wife,
But furs thou haft more foft humanity,
Than not to let me fee her e're I dye,
Pro. I have the Will, but dare not difobey,
Or break my Oath, which does oblige obedience. .
 Chaw. Such blind implicit Oaths {uppofe a Juttice,
In what fhall be commanded, elfe thou muft
If he command, deftroy thy Father, break
All the Laws, both Humane and Divine.
Pro. But in obeying here I fhall break none.
Clau, Thou break’ft the Laws of pity and compaffion.
Pra, So does the Judge that fits upon the Criminal,
If with his Pray’rs unmov'd, he gives his Sentence.
Clau, That’s with the Law, but fure no Law denies
Us libecty to take a parting look,
Before we feperate for ever. Oh '/ by thy hopes
By all that thou hold'ft deac ! by Heav'n I beg thee
‘Grant me this laf} requeft ! thou- fhalt be by,
Hear all that’s faid, {ee all thac we fhall do.
Pro, Well, let me think a while ! .
. Enter Duke and Fryer,
Dyke. Thebeft and wholfom‘ft {pirits of the night
Surround thee Provoft, e
Pro. Thanks, my holy Father.
Duke. What.Corfort is for Claudio 2
Pro. He is a Judge inexorable,
Duke. He walks himfelf{o fraitly by the line
Of the fevereft Juftice, that he thinks
All men might dothe fame. .
This is a gentle Provoft, tis feldom feen,
Thar the'harfh Gaaler is the Friend of men,
ave you no countermand for Clawdio yet ?
Pro. None, Sir,none, .
Duke. As near the dawning as it is,
You fhall hear more e're morning,
Pro. I wifh I may.
Duke. This is that Lord’s man,
And here comes Claudio's pardon.
Mef. My Lotd has fent you here this Note,
And by me too this further char e,
That you prefume mot in: the leaft to {werve,
Ev'n from the fmalleft Artigle of i,
ntime or matter, orinany circumftance.
0od morrow, as I take it 'tis almoft day.
Pro. Lihall obey him — I told you, Sir, my fear,
r .

Enter Meffenger.

Exit,

Meafure for Meafure, )
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4 YLord Angelo perhaps thinking me ‘remli‘fs e 5 I hj’gl.’kh } my «ilqarf Lord Sgrﬂirliwerc.ﬁo muchone, '
! Office, wakes ad no ufe acall of my Obedience,
l\gitt‘;me Sfirsfoar::ia?hc:t?n&]\yﬁrangel’y too meth}zksb Clau. Thy Virtueg, :}s thy BT?u!t‘ies :;ren Divine,
: i e Letter. ‘ dH 1 nefs is in all thou doft.
b Duke, Dusy le;’/\’:s r::;i: ‘:u may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be executed’ (A)?l, _"f:l?e‘;inh%x%ol:appys have we been !
| Pro. (reads.)-—Woa - de rnardine by 1welve; fur my better Jasisfation,Jet me Within our felves we'd perfe& happinefs.
| ¢ by s this morangs 8 Let this be duly executed aish 4 thoughe We built it not on the frail Goods of Fortune
{ bave Claudio's Head fens me by fesen, Thus fail not to do your Office, as. St donlv I hine
bat more depends on’s than yet you know, Thus fai ) ’. But thou alone were’t mine, and only I was thine,
! o‘:,,,,-ll anfwer it at your peril. ffut‘.} And vgt chlz_rs dh foré:jnc too has 11-1..un d us!
T Wiat 1 is, Sir? That ftream of Life that fed our mutual joys,
o \lvnYm:de:ey}?gv:oﬂ::r‘:’a t‘i:ne I have to live, This fhock of Fate has thrown from out his bed,
# Of;l""]‘éé m: Fathers beg you, by your order, And in thy Death choaks up its pleafing fource.
T Py the bleft Saint that was your holy Founder, Claw. Likea good Play, our firft A& promis'd wonders,
i '?{mtt 'Ou‘ prevail with him to let me fee Bu; the fa[fc Deputy and Mifer Pedro, ]
{ My \)}"fe betore 1 dye, ‘tisall 1 aska him thae \Avnahfep\l':c;u?lgufﬂqé ‘l:iat;lds ;:;(x#ls down the Curtain,
' ' ' | not deny him- thatt nd fpightfully forbid the reft..
D”ke’l—?erf‘;i\crsprl?i‘;ooﬂz’itiogf il‘:ri& Obedience- ties him- - Oh! f)“)ulgiam, h);w canft thou forgive me 2
~ .Cl.m:j L A The curfed caufe of this thy fhameful woe? .
'1oD ‘:kec‘i‘aet. me aflure you ne,. Ful. Ohh! ratl;)er hogv {;im ft thou (orlgu:ie mg,;claadw?
; i . " ho thus have brought thee to untimely death 2
we wm['tﬁke‘i‘llt ‘tt;ey%:::tolgga)‘:\s, tgg,lﬂl fecch ber. g ¥o (i)gtn:r;inious death ! : Y : :
" ] .?:1 of tirat door ddmits her to you. {He unlocks 1 e dode. _ Claw, Oh charge not thy dear felf withfuch aguil,
Thﬁ g E\a come out to fee your Lords ' *Twas I, ‘twas I alone, that caus'd ic all, N
Madamm,, you may Enter Julietta, el e i tb~ Wretch that 1 was, oh miférable wretch, .
" They run andembrace ohe anotier. That could feek ought blét ttl‘\ee, thodlt wai3 thine /
. ; o ' Were not thy vertues, and thy wondrous Beauties
Jul. My Clawl : ' o \ A ‘Treafure large enough for my defires 2
%’,’,’Ze hg?‘ff“,i&re and leave them tk?thcmfélves.:.;, : _ gut; nln‘;](]’tcl:\azard tht:’&‘ o d‘;“d, ?q% Couaters,
: \ hear them 3 ‘ . t foolith Caution that regarded trifles, |
We may b o en%]gi!]n:% 0\;§trh the Provoft. . PRI And lefc my only Jewel fo expos'd. T
Befides I have fome Bul " Exeunt all bus Claudio and Julict... Yes, yes, 1do deferve this hatetul lot,
Jio,do 1 once more behold thee - Imprifonment, foul Death, and every thing
Z’leu (’)lllei;‘:)yngéj“m‘;’ 7(:‘2"‘% but alas no more! Thgt’s ignominious, for fo vile a Crime. ]
The galoping minutet By (i) 0 ohe TE o mvent, o0 Tanccones could not fear.
Is M4 ’ 7 m t] - . . IS ¢
T h,%:dwg%%:;:ﬁ:g%&:é! r&h ) fzd! Oh ! narrow. view.. Thgf;, ngsi,i‘ o }houl d’ break h Laquinas ablent,
i el my Life! inefs at once !’ And Father Pierre in France ! enough to .prove
! ©F all my L‘fg ind %ge:l‘:tpt‘;:: hateful truth. © Our Marriage, had we time. Our Enemys
| i cannot 'eicre feey thee ? fee my Love no mare - Deny me that, to robme of my Dower.
W??;:%‘x‘; more my Love---—*‘ rom thee it founds Ith hl let :het;:l ta}ke it,b a:ngl e‘:“h”llt‘itsall‘e %ane,
“tal Oh ! {: y, tor from thee 1t . they would {pare bu . )
Tl Ohl’ ‘?}2, :::l t‘t]t?: f?a’(jt empty thadow That ¥obb’d my Claudio of his noble Life !
Unkindly k]‘aid (s {oon would break my heart! Oh ! Heaven, Ifhall grow wild with thefad Thought !
Uhlhy uA“h!‘utl?ou art Love and Tendernefs it felf; - "Tis Fulietta maurders her dear Clavdio ! .
c hca a«'humiﬂe and-obedient to my Wwill, Ful, Claw. Oh! do ’qot grieve for what is not'thy guile, '
i had any Will chat was not thine. It is Heaven's Will, and we are Fm;)ocem. Thea

s, . g7
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Then grieve not thus, my Love, I hardly got
This fhort permiffion for my laft farewel,
Which I wou'd ufe to comfort thy fad foul,
' And not tencreafe thy forrows ~— Grieve no.more.
i] %ul. Oh ! Can'ft thou love! And yet forbid my grief -
’ Thou deal’ft not by me with the Rule of Juftice.
i Wou'd'lt thou not grieve were | to dye like thee 2
Yes, yes, thou wou'd'ft, my Claudia, for my fhame,
"Tho fortify’d with innocence, jult now
'3 Shook thy dear Soul with Agonies of Grief.
{ And wilt thou rob me then of the fad Priviledge
Of my misfortunes ? .
No I will grieve as long as T have life,
For Life has now no joys t’appeafe my forrows.
W hat can 1 fce thee leaving me for ever? -
B For ever ! oh difmal ! curfed found !
| And part without a pang or tear!
i No I'll indulge fo jult a grief, and melt,
1) Diflolve into-a watry Deluge, that fhall
Bear down the damms of Life, and drown my Woe..
Clan. Think of thy Child, which is a part of me,
Thouw’lt murder that with thy excefs of forrow :-
i Preferve that Image of th’ unhappy Claudis.
1 And if thou muft be griev’d (for thou doft love me;.
: And it is juft thou grieve a little for me) - :
1 Be moderate in it,for mine and thy Child’s fake.
Think me but going a moft happy Voyage,
To a bleft Region of Content and Peace, -
Where Innocence and Truth are undifturb’d
By crusl envy, avarice or pride, :
it There to make ready a retreat for thee ;
5 Who at the night of this thore day of life
i Wilt follow me, and ftay wich me for ever.
Lf'; Ful. Oh! oh! my heart.

Clau, Prethee, my Love, have patience !.
Ful. Indeed I cannot help it !
Clas. Good Heaven affift thee, for thy grief unmans me.
And 1 diffolve in tears too, like a woman,
i Enter Provoft, Duke and Fryar.
‘ Pro, You have enough convinc’d me. :
Duke. Fear not, butdoas I advife. : :
Pro. Time forces now your parting.  To Claud.and Jul. .
Ful. Alas! my Claudio, muft we part for ever! ‘
Clau, Oh ! think not fo, in Heav'n we fure muft meer..
O kind Provoft allow a little time !
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Weeps, and fhews great forrow and impasience.

- Meafure fur Meafure.. -

1ttle more, that we may .gentl

Not as if torn by force frog; gne ‘azogfg:.’
Pro, A little and a little will be much

Andthe Deputy in lefs than half an hour '

Exg:cl&soyl?}u‘ head, thefe holy men atcend you.

. ! Faints away, an d
wf:l:m. Oh ! cake care of her, her (orrg;vs éntlfq cay barof
Ji l;ﬂ'] an opprefling weight upon her head.

Oh holy Father, apply your Sacred Comforts
o her fad foul difeas’d with love and grief.
Oh ! Fulietta! Oh ! molt wretched Clawdio !

Duke. Go ft H e 3. A .
We'l fO"oway :"l;.hlm, and mind my laft direction.

ff:‘;; If l}lall. :
esia (within.) Peace hoa! be here.
Duke. The Tongne of Ifabella, here

ihe comes to know if Claudjo yet be pardon’ A
I’lnd will be ftrangely.ftartled at the contrary.

Il fend thefe Letters juft now to Lord Angelo
And let him know that T am now near home, -
And that he attend me in the publick Hall,

>
Y. By your leave. nter Ifabella,

Duke. Good morrow, Gracious Daughter
B {fab. The better—giv'n meby fo h%ly aman, .
: als) y;t the Deputy fent my Brothers pardon ?
e, He has releas’d him from this wicked world.
is_head is offand fent o Angel ’
I. Thj:s cannot be, . :
B Duke, *Tis fo indeed, good Daughter.
But fhew your wifdom in your patience now,
Jlas No, I wxl} to him and pull his eyes out,
?uke. Youwill not be admitted to his prefence.
I(a. Unhappy Claudio, wretched Jabella..
Injurious World, accurfed Angelo !
F Duke. This hurts not him, nor profits you a jot,)
orbear it therefore, give your Caufe to Heavr, .
Mark what I fay, which you fhall find.
’IIr‘u eevgykfyllable al faithful eruch.
! u&e comes home this morning, dry you 2 i
One of our Convent and his Confefior- Y youreyes
Gives us this News, he has already carry’d o
Nopce-to- Efcalus. and Angelo.
This:Holy Father fhall bring you and Mariana--
Before the Duke , to- the head: of. Angelo,.

Exir,.

Exit.
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Accufe him home and home, nor be difmaid
_ At whae the Duke may fay to fearch the bottom,
I8 Be rul'd by this good Father and you're fafe.
it Ife. Pl be dire&ed by you.

Fryer. Let Mariana and your felf then meet me
Near the Palace, ¢’re the Duke arrive.

Duke. This day again I will appear at helm,
- For Angelo I find would weed the vices
Of others, while he letshis own ftill grow. ;
Bat T will foon let his falfe Reafon know,
That he that wou'd the Sword of Juftice bear,

Showd be as holy as he is fevere.
The end of the Fourth A&, -

Ja.1 go to fetch her, and will not fail you. Exit,

ACT 5. SCENE L

The Grear Hall in thc Palace.

Enter Angelo, and Efcalus.
Ang. TIs now the time the Duke's expeéted home.

Why has he order’d we fhan’t meet his highnefs,

But wait him here, to give up our Authorities ?
Efc. 1 cannot guefs the reafon.
Ang. And why fhould we proclaim an hour before
His entry, thacif any claim Redrefs
Againft Injuftice in my Government,
They fhou'd at his firft entrance here declare it.
Efz. He fhews you why, that none hereafter may
Trump up devicesor complaints againft you,
Ang. Well,I've obey’d him ; proclamation’s made,
Good Efcalus fee all attend in order. )
Efe. 1 will, " Exit.

Axg. This deed unfhapes me quiteé dulls all my judgment ; -

Of my high Poft, againft the Law_exprefs,
That Law, that I enforc’d againft her Brother.

&‘ © A Maid of Quality deflower’d, and by one
I
Her fhame indeed, aw’d by my Pow’r, fecures me

From her reproaches ; ’tis true he fhould have livid ===

But that his honour might have ta’n revenge,
When he had known the Price his Life had coft.
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Yet would that he had | ?‘lﬁ""ﬁ" Medfure, \
et would that he had livid/ j ’
Tho done by Law. in me ‘twas murder

Within.] Room for the Duke, room for the Duke, longlive I/i;::mia'
:} 3

Ha ! he comes, my guilt, uke of Sevay, .

Tho fafe hid from him, makesme-dread his Pr
e
Enter Duke, Lords. and Artmdanfigce.'
Happy return to your Royal Highnefs, -
Duke. Thanks, good Lord Angels, on enquiry -
1I“(Iheasr ﬁiwh fa;}me ?f your great fuﬁice, that
y Soul muft as fore-runner of more juft :
Now give you publick thanks. Juft reward,
Anz. You make my Bonds ftill greater, -
Duke. Oh ! as I wou'd feverely punifh him .
That fhou’d betray my truft, and turn it
To bafe unworthy ends of Pride or Malice
Of guilty Vengeance, Favour, Cruelty,
So muft my people know, how I efteem .
The man that dogs the contrary.
Enter Father- Thomas and Ifabella
Fry. Now’s your time, fpeak loud, and kn ¢ bi
Ias Juftice, Royal Duke, Oh ! pray n‘:gard%l beforo him
(A)tl: m;!:xr’d (1 fali)n alas ! would fay a) Maid !
! hear me Prince-/Oh ! hear, and gi i :
Juftice, Juttice, Juftice. 4 give me Jutice: .
Duke. Declare your wrongs..
Here is Lord Angelo fhall give you Juftice,
Apply your felf to him, '
Ifa;Oh ! Reyal Duke!
Hear me youtfelf,. for oh, he has no Juftice !
"Tis againft him T claim it.
Ang. My Lord, her Brain
Is now infirm, having fu’'d to me in vain
For her dead Brother, cut offby courfe of Juftice,
Ifa- By conrfe of Juftice ! o
Ang. And fhe'll {peak bicterly.. .
Ia. 1 will fpeak truth, however firange it feem.. -
That dngelos for{fworn, is.it not ftrange ?
That.Angele's a Murtherer, is it not firange 2 .
That Angelo’s an Adulterous Robber,
A violater of unhappy Virgins,
A moft deceitful dangerous Hypocrite,
Isitnot ftrange ? T
Duke. All all, moft wondrous. ftrange,. -
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I7a. Yer, Reyal Sir, 'tis all as true as firange.
Duke, Away with ker, poor Soul, fhe's mad.
Ifo. Oh! Prince, . - ’
1 do conjure you as you do believe -
A Heav’n to come, as well as Hell hereafter, . f’
That youll not flight my Caufe as madnefs. oL
Allchat's unlikely is not fure impoffible. g
Hypociify were nothing, cou'd we fee threugh it. AP |
A Hypocrite may feem as grave, auftere, : =
As holy, and as jult as Angelo : - Co
Then he may be a Hypocrite, aVillain,
If he's not, he's nothing ; but he is more.
Duke. If fhe be mad, as 1 believe no other,
Her Madnefs has the oddeft frame of fenfe ;
Such a dependancy of thing on thing,
As ne're washeard in madnefs.
IJa. Oh! Gracious Duke! .
Believe not that I'm mad, but do me Jufifce. .
Duke. Many that are not mad , have fure lefs reafon.
‘What wou'd you {ay ; come, to your complaint. :
Ifa. I am the Sifter of unhappy Clendio,
Who in your fervice had receiv’d fome Wounds,
Bate falfly accus™d of breach of a blind Law,
‘Was doom'd to death by him; in hopes to fave him,
1 begg’d, and pray’d, entreated, wept ; i
Thete tho they mov'd not pity, mov'd his Love,
‘Which he confefs'd, and urg'd, nay promis’d marriage,
Which, with affurance of my Brothers life,
Prevail’d with me ,as to my certain Husband,
“Toyield what he commanded. weeps.
Duke. Go on. :
1fa. But while his vows were warm yet on his'Lips,
He takes my Brothers life, a fatal proof '
How ill he meant to keep his other vows : - :
And finding by your Royal Proclamation
1 muft complain, or now or never, I could not
Refift the impulé of my injur’d honour. .
Duke. By heav'n, fond Maid, thou know'lt not what thou fay't, ..
Or art {uborn’d againft his well known honour. ' ' :
Firlt his Integrity ftands without blemifh;
Nexr, how cou'd he punith what himfelf ducft a& ?
Confefs the truth, and fay by whofe advice,
Thou com {t here to complain.
1fs. And isthis all ?
Then oh! you blefled Minifters above D
o
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Then oh ! you bleffed Misifters above:

Do me inftant Juftice. Going,
Duke. Youwou‘d be gone : \ '

But Guards fecure her ; I will know the Spring

That {et you thus in motion.
Ifa- One that I with were here, one Fryer Lodwick
Duks. 1 know him well, a man of truth and juftice,
Fr. May't pleafe vour Highnefs I am here for him,

Who being detain'd by illnefs from this place,

Has fent me hither to oppofg this Maid

And you shall hear her fo difprov'd, chac fhe,

Shall her own felf confefs it.
Duke, Let's hear this proof. _

VVhy look you fo concern'd , Lord Angelo ?

1?0 lyou doubt my Juftice or my Love, or think

il {uffer calumny to thrive ; come fic your felf,

Be your own Judge

Fryer proceed,

Enter Mariana veil'd, and. Maid with the Cabines.

Fyy. Here comes the proof, my. Lord.

Duke. Firft let her thew her face, and afeer fpeak,

Mar, Pardon, my Lord, I dare not fhew my Face
Till my own Husband bid me. B ‘

Duke. Are you then marry’d ? A

Aar. My Lord, I am,and come to juftify my Husband.
She that accufes her Lord Angelo, - o
Does of that very crime accufe my Husband,
And charges him, whenI my Lord did hold him
Within thefe Arms my felf, . ‘

Ang. Charges fhe more than me ?

Mar. Not that I know of.

Duke. No? you fay your Husband.

Mar, 1do, my Lord, but that is fugelo. '

Ang. This isa ftrange Abufe ; let’s fee thy facé,

Mar. My Husband bids me now, I will unmask.
This is that face, thou cruel Angel,

Which you once fwore was worthy of your eyes ;-
This is the hand you took with folemn vows'; °
And chis the body that fupply‘d her place

This morning in the Royal Grotto.

Duke. Know you this woman, Angels?

Ang. My Lord, Imuft confefs 1 know this woman,
And fome years fin¢e there was fome fpeech of Marriage
Betwixt my felf and her, which was broke off, '
Partly for that her Portion prov’d lefs than promife,
But more efpecially for her ill nang, -

N A N R
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Since which I've neither feen nor fpoke with her,.
Upon my Faith and Honour.

Moar, Noble Frince!  *
| So may I meet the Bleflings of hereafter, ‘
f As this man knew me as his wife this morning.

Ang. 1 did bue fmile till now: Good my Lord,
Give me the fcope of Juftice, 1'da perceive '
A4l Thefe poor informing women are fet on
By fome more powerful to blaft my vertue. '
1 Duke. No more — Bafe dngelo, 1 know thee guilty ;

1 3 I was my felt contriver of this Scene, (Angelo farts up..”

i As I had been to do Mariana juftice.
; Produce that Casket : Know you, Sir, thofe Jewels ?
f | They. were, ’tis true,” defign’d the price of Virgins,
But brought by that bright Maid to thy good Wife,
Whoin her place deceiv'd thee in'the Grotto,
This, this good Father, (that was my companion,.
* Whilft I difguis'd hy felf in their habic)
Can witnefs for me. I waiced alt chis while,
To fee if thy Remorfe wou'd fhew thy Guile,
But thou art hardned in thy guileful Arts.
Have you ought yet to fay ?
dng. Oh! my dread Lord,
. I fhou'd be guiltier than I am, to think
W 1 can be undifcover’d, when your Highnefs,
i » :
3 Like power divine, has thus obferv’d my a&ions.
I & ©h ! hold no longer Seflions on my fhame,
A But let my Sentence paft on Claudie’s Life
' Be now my doom, I only beg for death.
Duke. And that’s your due.  Come hither, Marians.
Say, was you ever marry'd to this waman ?
Ang. My good Lord, I was,
Duk, Come hither, Ifabella,
Your Fryer’s now your Prince. -
Ifa. Oh! give me pardon,
That I your Vaffal have employ’d, and pain'd’
Your unknown Soveraignty.
Duke, 1t needs no pardon.
But yours Lask, that by delays furpriz’d, ‘
Have loft your Brothers life.  But hé that judg'd him,.
Guiity of breach of Promife, as of Luft,
The very mercy of the Law cries out,
An Angelo for Claudiog life for life.
We do condemn thee then to that fame Block
Where.Claudio ftoop’d to.death, with the fanie hafte..

R I R > A D e P PR IR

Meafure for Meyfure.
Away with him. o s
Mar. Oh my moft gracious Lord ! N
I'hope you will not mock me with a Husband,
Duke. It is your Angelo has mock'd you with 3 Husband;
For his po’ﬂ'emon's forfeited by Law, ",
VVe give ’em you to buy a better Husband,
Mar. 1 crave no other, wou’d no better man,
Duke, Speak not you for him, my refolve is fixt.
Mar,Oh! [fabella? if you e're knew love,
Aﬂi& my Prayers, and kneel with me to beg
This boon of the good Duke, and all my life
Shall be devoted to your conftant fervice.
Duke. Againtt all {enfe you do follicit her.
?Pog d fhe bl.,lé Il')p:sk, htr kBrothers Ghoft would break
15 decp pav , to take her hence wi
e B s ¢ e with hortor.
Oh, kneel but by me ! lift butup your hands' -
Say nothing, I'llfay all. Oh, Prince ! ‘
The noble: Nature’s mingled with fome faults,
So may my Husband’s. You have known his truth,
His Judgment, Will, Ability to ferve you.
Oh, Ifabella, will you then not kneel?
Duke. For Claudio's death he dies.
Ifa. Oh, Royal Sir! o
Look on this man as if my Brother liv'd.,
Tdo believe till he faw me, his Vireue
Might guide his rigid agions. -
glzr %doﬁ 1¢_:ertainly.
ure. Your {uit's in vain: ftand up, [ ~
Ofanother fault. Provoft, how c:le::l,nle,hi:wc bethought me
That Claxdiv dy’d at an unufual hour?
lgo.kl vgsdfo comu(}anded. ~
uke, tad you a fpecial Warrant for o doing ?
Prs. No, my good Lord, it was a private Me!Fage.

" _Duke. For which I here difcharge you of your office.

Give up your Keys.
Pro. Oh, pardon me, Sir ?
1 thought it was a fault, but knew it not,
And yet repented it on more advice.
For teftimony of which, one perfon
That fhou'd have dy'd by private order
Y havg, preferv’d alive, ’
.Duke. VVhat is he ? .
Pro. His name is Bernardine.
Duke. 1 wifh thou had't done fo by Claudio toq.

G2 ‘ Go

. W -
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'l 44 Meafure for Meafure.

( Go fetch him hicher, let us fee him here.

! Efz. 1 am forry one fo learn'd and wife,

| As you, Lord Angelo, have ftill appear'd,

‘ Show'd flip fo grofsly both in heat of Blood,

» And want of Judgment afterwards. '

Ang. My forrow equals yours, I crave not pity,

i I merit death, and that I only beg for, '

’ Enter Provoft, Claudio, and Julietta,

Duke. I this thac Bermardine that you have fav'd. .

Pro. Ttis, my. Liege, as like to Claudio as himfelf.

14 Duke, 1f he be like your Brother he is fafe.

i Ifa. My Brother !

i glau. Kfiy Sifter! Tbey embrace.

il Duke. Give me your hand, and fay you will be mine,

0 He is my Brother too, but fitter time for that.

Al By this, Lord dngelo perccives he’s {afe.

il Methinks I fee a quickning in his eye.

13 Well Angelo, lct not this fuccefs

i To your ill deeds encourage your mifdoing.

I Cherith your Wife, fhe’s worthy of your love ;

1 have confefs'd her, and I know her Vertue.

Thanks, my good Efcalus, for thy faichful fervices.
Honeft Provolt, thy care and fecrefic -. . .

i Shall meet a good reward ; we _Ihall employ thee

{ Ina worthier place. Forgive him, Angelo, :

Who fhew’d the head of Rangozine for Claudio’s; -

Th’ offence remits itfelf. Difmifs the company. =~

"To fhare the joy we have for your return:.
The fudden notice crampt our zeal to this.
i Duke. 1f Ifabella pleafe we all will fhare it.
b Come fis by me, Iknow thy Vertue Royal,
b Thy Houfe 2s ancient as thy Beauty’s young.
They all fir.  The lofp Mufick.
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Efca. My Liege, before you do retire, 1beg of you:.

/

Ex, Pro.
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Meafure for Meafure. 45

The Fourth Entertainment,

Phabus Rifes in his Chariot over the Sea. The
- Nercides out of the Sea.

Phae.FRom Aurora’s Spicy Bed

Phacbus rears bis Sacred Head ;
His Courfers adwancing, \
‘Curvetting and Prancing.

1 Ner. Phaebus frives in vain to same e,
With Ambrofia fed t00 high, .

a2 Ner. Phaebus osgbt not now t0 blame "em,
Wild and eager to furvey
The faireft Pageant of the Sea,

Phce. Tritons and Nereids come pay your devotion,

Cho. To the new rifing Star of the Ocean,

Venus defcends in her Chariot, the Tritons rife out of .
the Sea. The Tritons dance.

Ner. Look down ye Orbs and fee
A New Divinity,

Phoe. Whofe Luftre does ousfhine .

Your fainter Beams, and balf. Eclipfes mine.

Give Pheebus leave to Propbefis,. :

Phaebus all events can fee.

Ten thoufand, thoufand barms
. From fuch prevailing Charms,

To Gods and Men muft infeantly enfus.
Cho. 4»d if the Deities above .

Are villims of ibe Powers of Love,

What muft Wretched Mortals do,
Venus. Fear not, Phoebus, fear not me,

A barmlefs deity.

Thefe are all my Guards yeview. .

What can thefe Blind drchers do.
Phae, Blind they are, but frike the Hoars,
Ven, What Pheebusfays is abways true

They wound indeed, but tis a pleafing [mars.
Phee. Earth and Skies addrefs their duty.

To the Soveraign Queen of Beansy.

B All




48 "Meafurefor Meafure. - - -
~All Refigning,
. Nane Repining,
At ber undifputed favay. ,

. Cho. 7o Phoebus and Venus our Hunage we'll pay,
Her Charms blefs she night, s bis Beams blefs the day

The Nereids Danice. The Scene changes toa Grove, The Spring
appeurs inan Arbour, with her Nymphs abayt her.

“Ven, $ee the Spring in all her Glory,
. Cho. Welcomes Venus to the fhore,
'Ven. Swiling hours are now before you,
Hours that may return wo more. e
Soft Mufick. » - ExisPhee, Ven,
, Enter the Country Shepherdg an d Shepherdefies.
A DIALOGUE

| ‘He. Tell me, tell me, prithee Dolly,
it And leave by Melancholy ;
tWhy on the Plains, the Nymp bs and Swains,
This marning are fo folly. ,
‘She. By Zephir s gentle blowing,
And Grace of Venus flowing,
The Sun bas been so Cours our Queen,
And tir' d the Spring with waoing.
‘He. The Sun does guild our Bowars,
She. The Spring does yield us Flowers.
She [ends the Vine.
He. He makes the Wine, .
gl To charm our b‘”}; Hours.
i She. She gives our Flocks their feeding, %
| T He. He makes them fit far breeding, :
!I. She. She decks the Plain,

He. He fills the Grain,
And makes it worth the weeding. .
Cho. But the Folly Nymph Thetis that long bis Love foughr,
CHI Has finfter'd bim now with a large. Mornings draughe,
i i Les's go and divevs bim shen whilfp be ie mellow,
{ Fow know in bis Cups he's & Hot-beaded Fellow.

o - ' ’ Bnter
L 4 N . N
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Meafiire fon Meufire, .
Enter Morris Dancers.

\ . Enter the Spring and: Nymphs
Spring. Our Yoush and Form declare

For what we were defigy' d, '

"Twas Natare made us fuir,

Andbyar}‘ vm;/? make us kind,

He that fails of addreffin

“Tis but uft be hould ﬂ;ﬁ}pwﬁng.

The Spring and. Nymphs dance

4 _ Enter Shepherds,
She. Folly Shepherds come away- pherds
To celebrate this Genial day,
And take the friendly bowrs your vows to: pay,
Now ma ke Trial,
o Ané take- o demial,
0w carry your Game, onfor ever pive ore;.
Cho..Let us Love and'bapp]fliw. g re’e
Poffefs thafe finiling Eours,
The more aufpicious Powers,
And gentle Planets give,
Prepare thofe [oft returns to meet;
Thas makes Love torments fweer,

- Enter Mars and his Attendants; on onefide, Peaceand her
Train on the other.

Mar. Bid the Warlike Trumpet found,
Congueft waits with Lawrel crown'd,.
Congueft is the Hero's due.

Glorious Triumph will enfue.

Reace. Tis time for War's-alayms to ceafey .
And Heroes Crown' d with fpoill, * /"
Enfoy the Haref of their 1oils,

4And> reap the bippy Fruits of Peace.

Mar. & bis Train Cho.) No,wo ! tho love would:-bavs-is fo. -
Fame and Homowy anfsver— No,

Beace. Wherefore mul the Warriour be-

To reftle [+ Tasks affign dy.

Giva others thofe dﬁ? s which ba:.

2infi nover hopp:s0 ﬁéi . o

y s

- \ . Niog e
. . . g,
. . A . .




I | ,MhMﬁﬁ Meuﬁ)m
v " shall be, whofe wlom' gmuﬂ o
1 The Pr:z.e:; " :r e !
i Fe ftill condem r o
i A;{l}fromaf/s&or: fhare e.*am’d LR
i) Mar. Cho. {;:, yes. R S e
. No, 0. AT Sues
’1] I;.Z:f.e(?lr: Far;u Fame: il baveib ﬁ:, ST
peace.Cho. Love and Reaon anfawer no. Som
3 Peace, Muft bewith endlefs toily b preffy, Lo R
. Not with repofe b:mf‘{fh&k/f, ; R R
| Who gres the weary Nagions refi. I
Mar. Cho. Yes, yes. - = Lo

1 . Cho. No, 0. |
’ I;e‘?ceum, Rmﬁm,, Honoyr, all wxllcbavve itfon .o

Cho. Since it # decreed tost: Wars ﬂwxdd ceafey . - ’.' .
Let's all agree so wclcome Pme.The gram} Dance‘

Duke. 1 am the 1aft of my. great race,, -and woud pot

edt?a b‘efﬂg>;a \ (

With equal han

Favour fhan’t
And punifhment iha\l wait on

Reafon, but Rewar )
b\mdm & émlt and Mgt 5.0

Impartia\ Jufticey ‘Kisge hou'd mind alongy v .

beft a Thl'Qneq

N

t For that tis ftill ‘perpetuates’

' o 2 o [ et e
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Leave my dear Coum whin Ldye tofrife oo o
u .- B .
Buc thac I may ec to-all l%l Jultice dos- o ‘ VI
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