MEASHRE FEOGR MEASHURE.

9, G R Nk ] N
The Street.
Enter Duke, Elbow, Clown, and Offcers.

[AY, if there be no remedy for it, but that you will
| X needs buy and fell men and women like beafts, we
fhall have all the world drink brown and white baftard.

Duke. O heav’ns! what ftuff is here?

Clown. *Twas never merry world fince of two ufurers the
merrieft was put down, and the worfer allow’d, by order of
law, a furr’d gown to keep him warm, and furr’d with fox and
lambs-{kins too, to fignify, that craft being richer than innocency
ftands for the facing.

Elp. Come your way, fir: blefs you, good father friar. }

Duke. And you, good brother father ; what offence hath this
man made you, fir? .

Elb. Marry, fir, he hath offended the law; and, fir, we take
him to be a thief too, fir; for we have found upon him, fir, a
ftrange pick-lock, which we have fent to the deputy. .

Duke. Fie, firrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd !

The evil that thou caufeft to be done,

That is thy means to live. Do thou but think
What ’tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back
From fuch a filthy vice: fay to thyfelf,

From their abominable and beaftly touches

I drink, I eat, array myfelf, and live,

Canft thou believe thy living is a life,

So ftinkingly depending ? go, mend, mend.

Clown. Indeed, it doth ftink in fome fort, fir ; but yet, fir, I
would prove —

Dutke. Nay, if the devil have giv’n thee proofs for fin,
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prifon, officer;

Correction and inftru&ion muft both work,
Ere this rude beaft will profit.

E/b.




