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Shame to him, whofe cruel ftriking
Kills for faults of his own liking
Twice treble thame on Angelo,

To weed my vice, and let his grow !
O, what may man within him hide,
Though angel on the outward fide!
How may that likenefs ﬂndlng crimes,
Making pradife on the times,

Draw with idle {piders’ ftrings

Moft pond’rous and fubftantial things !
Craft againft vice I muft apply.

With 47.zge/o to-night fhall lye

Fis old betrothed, but defpis’d ;

So difguife fhall by th’ difguis’d

Pay with falfhood falfe exacting,

And perform an old contra&ing. [ Exit.

ACT B S EFENE L
A Grange.

R

Enter Mariana, and boy fi ﬂgmg

S ON G.

AK E, o take thofe lips away,
L | Tbaz‘ o fweetly were forfworn ;
And thefe eyes; the break of day,
Lights that do miflead the morn
But my /zzﬂes bring again,

Seals of love, but [eal d in vain.
Enter Duke.
Mari. Break off thy fong; and hafte thee quick away :

Here comes a man-of comfort, whofe advice

Hath often ftill’d my blawhng difcontent.
Vou. 1. X x I cry




