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SCENE VII.
Enter Bicalus, Provolt, Bawd, and Offacrs.

~ Efcal. Go, away with her to prifon.

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me; your honour is accounted
a merciful man: good my lord.

Efcal. Double and treble admonition, and ftill forfeit in the fame
kind ? this would make mercy {werve, and play the tyrant.

Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may it pleafe yous
honour.

Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio’s information againft me:
miftrefs Kare Keep-down was with child by him. in the duke’s
time; he promis’d her marriage : his child is a year and a
quarter old, come Pbilip and Facob : 1 have kept it myfelf; and
{ee how he goes about to abufe me.

Efcal. That fellow isa fellow of much licence; let him be call’d
before us. Away with her to prifon: go to; no more words.

Exeunt with the bawd.] Provoft, my brother Angelo will not be
alter’d ; Claudio muft die to-morrow : let him be furnifh’d with
divines, and have all charitable preparation. If my brotherwrought
by my pity, it {hould not be fo with him.

Prov. So pleafe you, this friar hath been with him, and advis’d
him for the entertainment of death.

Efcal. Good even, good father!

Dyuke. Blifs and goodnefs on you!

Efcal. Of whence are you?

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is now
To ufe it for my time: I am a brother
Of oracious order, late come from the fee,

In {pecial bufinefs from his holinefs.

Efcal. What news abroad 1’ th’ world ?

_Duke. None, but that there is {o great a fever on goodnefs, that

the diffolution of it muft cure it. Novelty is only in requeit ; and
it is as dangerous to be aged in any kind of courfe, as it is virtuous

to be conftant in any undertaking. There is {carce truth enough
alive




