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Hath look’d upon my paffes: then, good prince,
No longer {eflion hold upon my fhame;
But let my trial be mine own confeflion :
Immediate {fentence then, and fequent death,
Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither, Mariana : fay, walft thou
Contracted to this woman ?

Ang. T was, my lord.

Duke. Go, take her hence, and marry her inftantly.
Do you the office, friar; which confummate,
Return him here again: go with him, provoft.

[ Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft.

SCENE V.

Efcal. My lord, I am more amaz’d at his dithonour,
Than at the ftrangenefs of it.

Duke. Come hither, Ifabel;

Your friar is now your prince: as I was then

‘Advertifing, all holy, to your bufinefs,

Not changing heart with habit, I am fill
Attorny’d at your fervice.

1/ab. O, give me pardon,
That I, your vaffal, have employ’d and pain’d
Your unknown {overeignty.

Dutke. You are pardon’d, Ifabel:
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.
Your brother’s death, I know, fits at your heart :
And you may marvel why I obfcur’d myfelf,
Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rather
Make rath remonftrance of my hidden power,
Than let him be fo loft: o moft kind maid,
It was the {wift celerity of his death,
(Which I did think with flower foot came on)
That brain’d my purpofe: but now peace be with him !
That life is better life, paft fearing death,

Than




