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358 MEASURE FOR MEASURE.

Enter Habel.

Ijab. By your leave.

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious daughter.

I/ab. The better giv’n me by {o holy a man :
Hath yet the deputy {fent my brother’s pardon ?

Duke. He hath releas’d him, Ifabel, from the world ;
His head is off, and fent to Augelo.

I/ab. Nay, but it is not fo.

Duke. It is no other.

Show wifdom, daughter, in your clofeft patience.
I/ab. O, 1 will to him, and pluck out his eyes.
Duke. You fhall not be admitted to his fight.
I/ab. Unhappy Claudio! wretched Ifabell

Injurious world | moft damned Augelo /

Duke. ‘This hurts not him, mor profits you a jot.:
Forbear it therefore ; give your caufe to heav’n:
Mark what I fay, which you fhall furely find
By ev’ry {yllable a faithful verity. :

The duke comes home to-morrow ; dry your eyes ;

One of our convent, and his confeflor,

Gives me this news: already he hath carry’d

Notice to E/calus and Angeio .

Who do prepare ‘to meet him at the gates,

There to give up their power. Pace your wifdom

In that good path that I would wifh 1t go,

And you fhall have your bofom on this wretch,

Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart,

And gen’ral honour.

Ifab. I'm dire&ed by you.

Duke. This letter then to friar Pezer give;

"T'is that he fent me of the duke’s return:

Say, by this token, I defire his company

At Mariana’s houfe. Her caufe and yours

I'll perfe him withal, and he fhall bring you

Before the duke; and to the head of Augels

Acculfe




