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Cland. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where
To lye in cold obftru&ion, and to rot ;
This fenfible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ; and the dilated {pirit
To bathe in fiery floods, or to refide
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice;
To be imprifon’d in the viewlefs winds,
And blown with reftlefs violence round about
‘The pendant world ; or to be wotfe than worlt
Of thofe — that lawlels and uncertain thought —
Imagine howling ; — ’tis too hotrible !
The wearieft and moft loathed worldly life,
That age, ach, penury, imprifonment,
Can lay on nature, is a paradife
To what we fear of death.
I/ab. Alas] alas!
Claud. Sweet fifter, let me live.
What fin you do to fave a brother’s life,
Nature difpenfes with the deed fo far,
That it becomes a virtue.
Ijab. O, you beaft!
O faithlefs coward ! o difhoneft wretch !
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ?
Is’t not a kind of inceft, to take life
From thine own fifter’s thame? what fhould I think ?

* Heav’'n grant my mother play’d my father fair |

For fuch a warped {lip of wildernefs
Ne'er iffu’d from his blood. Take my defiance ;
Die, perifh! might my only bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it thould proceed.
I'll pay a thoufand prayers for thy death;
No word to fave thee.

Cland. Hear me, Ifabel.,

Ifab. O, fie, fie, ficl
Thy fin’s not accidental, but a trade
Mercy to thee would prove itfelf a bawd ;




