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Ifab. Alas! alas!
Why, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once

And he that might the vantage beft have took,
Found out the remedy. How would you be,
If he, which is the top of judgment, fhould
But judge you as you are? o, think on that,
And mercy then will breathe within your lips,
Like man new made.
Ang. Be you content, fair maid ;
It is the law, not I, condemns your brother.
Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fon,
It {hould be thus with him; he dies to-morrow.
Ifab. To-morrow ? o, that’s fudden! Spare him, {fpare him.
He’s not prepar’d for death: even for our kitchins
We kill the foul of feafon; ferve we heav’n
- With lefs refpeét than we do minifter
To our grofs felves? good, good my lord, bethink you:
Who is it that hath dy’d for this offence?
There's many have committed it.
Lucio. Ay, well faid. :
Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath {lept:’
Thofe many had not dar’d to do that evil,
If the firft man that did th’ edié infringe
Had anfwer’d for his deed. Now ’tis awake,
Takes note of what is done, and, like a prophet,
Looks in a glafs which fhows that future evils,
Or new, or by remiflnefs new conceiv’d,
And fo in progrefs to be hatch’d and born,
Are now to have no fucceflive degrees,
But, ere they live, to end.
Ifab. Yet fhow fome pity.
Apg. 1 thow it moft of all when I thow juftice ;
For then I pity thofe I do not know, :
Which a dimifs’d offence would after gall;
And do him right, that, anfwering one foul wrong,

Lives not to act another. Then be fatisty’d ;
Yout




