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And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand,
And let the fubjeés fee, to make them know
That outward courtefies would fain proclaim
Favours that keep within, Come, E/calus,
You muft walk by us on our other hand :
And good {upporters are you.
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Enter Peter, and Ifabella.

Peter. Now is your time: {peak loud, and kneel before him.
Ifab. Juftice, o royal duke! vail your regard
Upon a wrong’d, I'd fain have faid, a maid:
O worthy prince, difhonour not your eye
By throwing it on any other object,
"Till you have heard me in my true complaint,
And give me juftice, juftice, juftice, jutice.
Duke. Relate your wrongs; in what? by whom ? be brief;
Here is lord Angelo fhall give you juftice ;
Reveal yourfelf to him.
Ifab. O worthy duke,
You bid me feek redemption of the devil :
Hear me yourfelf; for that which I muft {peak
Mutt either punifh me, not being believ’d,
Or wring redrefs from you: o, hear me here!
Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm :
She hath been a fuitor to me for her brother,
Cut off by courfe of juftice. '
Ifab. Courfe of juftice!
Ang. And fhe will {peak moft bitterly, and ftrange.
I/ab. Moft ftrange but yet moft truly will T {peak ;
That Angelo’s forfworn : is it not {trange ? :
That Angelo’s a murth’rer: is’t not ftrange ?
That Angelo is an adult’rous thief,
An hypocrite, a virgin-violater :

Is it not ftrange, and ftrange?
Zz2 Dike.




