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1605

MEASURE FOR MEASURE

DRAVATI S PERSONAE

VI NCENTI O, t he Duke

ANGELO, the Deputy

ESCALUS, an ancient Lord

CLAUDI O, a young gentl eman

LUCIO a fantastic

Two other |ike Gentlenen

VARRI US, a gentleman, servant to the Duke

PROVCST
THOMAS, friar
PETER, fri ar
A JUSTI CE

ELBOWN a sinple constable

FROTH, a foolish gentleman

POVWPEY, a clown and servant to M stress Overdone
ABHORSQON, an executi oner

BARNARDI NE, a di ssol ute prisoner
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| SABELLA, sister to Claudio
MARI ANA, betrothed to Angelo
JULI ET, bel oved of C audio
FRANCI SCA, a nun

M STRESS OVERDONE, a bawd

Lords, Oficers, Ctizens, Boy, and Attendants

SCENE:
Vi enna

ACT |. SCENE I.
The DUKE' S pal ace

Enter DUKE, ESCALUS, LORDS, and ATTENDANTS

DUKE. Escal us!

ESCALUS. My |ord.

DUKE. O governnment the properties to unfold
Wuld seemin ne t' affect speech and di scourse,
Since | amput to know that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you; then no nore renains
But that to your sufficiency- as your worth is

abl e-
And | et them work. The nature of our people,
Qur city's institutions, and the terns
For common justice, y'are as pregnant in
As art and practice hath enriched any
That we renmenber. There is our comm ssion,
From whi ch we woul d not have you warp. Cal

hi t her,

| say, bid cone before us, Angelo. Exit
an ATTENDANT

What figure of us think you he will bear?

For you nust know we have wi th special soul

El ected hi m our absence to supply;

Lent himour terror, dress'd himwth our | ove,

And given his deputation all the organs

O our own power. What think you of it?
ESCALUS. If any in Vienna be of worth

To undergo such anpl e grace and honour,

It is Lord Angelo.

Ent er ANCGELO
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DUKE. Look where he cones.

ANGELO. Al ways obedient to your Grace's wll,
| come to know your pleasure.

DUKE. Angel o,
There is a kind of character in thy life
That to th' observer doth thy history
Fully unfold. Thyself and thy bel ongi ngs
Are not thine own so proper as to waste
Thysel f upon thy virtues, they on thee.
Heaven doth with us as we with torches do,
Not |light themfor thenselves; for if our virtues
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike
As if we had themnot. Spirits are not finely

t ouch'd

But to fine issues; nor Nature never | ends
The snmal | est scruple of her excellence
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determ nes
Herself the glory of a creditor,
Bot h thanks and use. But | do bend ny speech
To one that can ny part in himadvertise.
Hol d, therefore, Angel o-
In our renove be thou at full ourself;
Mortality and nercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart. O d Escal us,
Though first in question, is thy secondary.
Take thy conm ssion.

ANGELO. Now, good ny | ord,
Let there be sonme nore test nade of ny netal,
Bef ore so noble and so great a figure
Be stanp'd upon it.

DUKE. No nore evasion!
W have with a | eaven'd and prepared choice
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honours.
Qur haste fromhence is of so quick condition
That it prefers itself, and | eaves unquestion'd
Matters of needful value. W shall wite to you,
As tinme and our concernings shall inportune,
How it goes with us, and do | ook to know
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well.
To th' hopeful execution do | |eave you
O your commi ssi ons.

ANGELO. Yet give |eave, ny |ord,
That we may bring you sonething on the way.

DUKE. My haste may not admt it;
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Nor need you, on mne honour, have to do

Wth any scruple: your scope is as mne own,
So to enforce or qualify the | aws

As to your soul seens good. G ve ne your hand;

["1l privily away. | | ove the peopl e,
But do not like to stage ne to their eyes;
Though it do well, | do not relish well

Their | oud appl ause and Aves vehenent;
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion
That does affect it. Once nore, fare you well.
ANGELO. The heavens give safety to your purposes!
ESCALUS. Lead forth and bring you back in happi ness!
DUKE. | thank you. Fare you
wel | . Exi t
ESCALUS. | shall desire you, sir, to give ne |eave
To have free speech with you; and it concerns ne
To I ook into the bottom of ny place:
A powr | have, but of what strength and nature
| am not yet instructed.
ANGELO. 'Tis so with ne. Let us w thdraw together,
And we may soon our satisfaction have
Touchi ng that point.

ESCALUS. 1'l1l wait upon your
honour . Exeunt
SCENE 11.
A street

Enter Lucio and two ot her GENTLEMEN

LUCIO If the Duke, with the other dukes, conme not
to conposition
with the King of Hungary, why then all the dukes
fall upon the
Ki ng.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Heaven grant us its peace, but not
t he King of
Hungary' s!
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Amen.
LUCI O Thou conclud'st |ike the sancti noni ous
pirate that went to
sea wth the Ten Commandnents, but scrap'd one
out of the table.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. ' Thou shalt not steal'?
LUCI O Ay, that he raz'd.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Wiy, 'twas a conmandnent to
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command the captain

and all the rest fromtheir functions:
forth to steal.

There's not a soldier of us all that,
t hanksgi vi ng before

t hey put

meat, do relish the petition well that prays for

peace.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. | never heard any sol dier dislike

It

LUCIO | believe thee; for | think thou never wast

where grace was
sai d.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. No? A dozen tines at | east.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. What, in netre?

LUCIO. In any proportion or in any |anguage.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. | think, or in any religion.
LUCI O Ay, why not? Grace is grace, despite of all

controversy; as,

for exanple, thou thyself art a w cked villain,

despite of all
grace.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. Wel |, there went but a pair of

shears bet ween us.

LUCIO. | grant; as there may between the lists and

t he vel vet.
Thou art the |ist.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. And thou the velvet; thou art good

vel vet; thou'rt
a three-pil'd piece, | warrant thee. |
lief be a list of

an English kersey as be pil'd, as thou art pil'd,

for a French
velvet. Do | speak feelingly now?

LUCIO | think thou dost; and, indeed, wth nost

pai nful feeling of

thy speech. | will, out of thine own confession,

| earn to begin

thy health; but, whilst | live, forget to drink

after thee.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. | think | have done nyself wong,

have | not?

SECOND GENTLEMAN. Yes, that thou hast, whether thou

art tainted or
free.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mfm.html (5 of 85)4/11/2005 8:39:29 AM



William Shakespeare: Measure for Measure.

Enter M STRESS OVERDONE

LUCI O. Behol d, behold, where Madam M ti gation
comes! | have
purchas'd as many di seases under her roof as cone
t o-
SECOND GENTLEMAN. To what, | pray?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Judge.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. To three thousand dol ours a year.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Ay, and nore.
LUCI O. A French crown nore.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Thou art always figuring di seases
in me, but thou
art full of error; | am sound.
LUCI O Nay, not, as one would say, healthy; but so
sound as things
that are hollow thy bones are hollow, inpiety
has nmade a feast
of thee.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. How now! whi ch of your hips has
t he nost profound
sci atica?
MRS. OVERDONE. Well, well! there's one yonder
arrested and carried
to prison was worth five thousand of you all.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Who's that, | pray thee?
MRS. OVERDONE. Marry, sir, that's C audio, Signior
C audi o.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Cl audio to prison? 'Tis not so.
VRS. OVERDONE. Nay, but | know '"tis so: | saw him
arrested; saw him
carried away; and, which is nore, within these
three days his
head to be chopp'd off.
LUCIO. But, after all this fooling, | would not
have it so. Art
thou sure of this?
MRS. OVERDONE. | amtoo sure of it; and it is for
getting Madam
Julietta with child.
LUCI O. Believe ne, this may be; he promis'd to neet
me two hours
since, and he was ever precise in prom se-keeping.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Besi des, you know, it draws
sonet hing near to the
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speech we had to such a purpose.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. But nost of all agreeing with the
procl amati on.
LUCIO. Away; let's go learn the truth of it.
Exeunt Lucio
and GENTLEMEN
MRS. OVERDONE. Thus, what with the war, what with
t he sweat, what
with the gallows, and what with poverty, | am
cust om shrunk

Ent er POVWPEY

How now! what's the news with you?

POVPEY. Yonder man is carried to prison.

MRS. OVERDONE. Wl |, what has he done?

POVPEY. A wonan.

VRS. OVERDONE. But what's his offence?

POVPEY. Goping for trouts in a peculiar river.

MRS. OVERDONE. What! is there a maid with child by
hi n?

POVPEY. No; but there's a wonan with maid by him
You have not

heard of the proclamation, have you?

VMRS. OVERDONE. What procl amation, man?

POVPEY. Al houses in the suburbs of Vienna nust be
pl uck' d down.

VMRS. OVERDONE. And what shall becone of those in
the city?

POVWPEY. They shall stand for seed; they had gone
down too, but that

a W se burgher put in for them

MRS. OVERDONE. But shall all our houses of resort

i n the suburbs be
pul | 'd down?

POVPEY. To the ground, m stress.

MRS. OVERDONE. Wy, here's a change indeed in the
commonweal t h!

What shal | becone of ne?

POVPEY. Cone, fear not you: good counsellors |ack

no clients.
Though you change your place you need not change
your trade; |'1l1
be your tapster still. Courage, there wll be

pity taken on you,;
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you that have worn your eyes alnbst out in the
service, you wll
be consi der ed.
MRS. OVERDONE. What's to do here, Thomas Tapster?
Let's wi thdraw.
POVPEY. Here cones Signior Claudio, led by the
provost to prison;
and there's Madam
Jul i et. Exeunt

Ent er PROVOST, CLAUDI O, JULI ET, and
OFFI CERS;
LUCI O fol |l ow ng

CLAUDI O. Fel |l ow, why dost thou show ne thus to th'
wor | d?
Bear ne to prison, where | amcomm tted.
PROVOST. | do it not in evil disposition,
But from Lord Angel o by speci al charge.
CLAUDI O Thus can the dem god Authority
Make us pay down for our offence by weight
The words of heaven: on whomit wll, it wll;
On whomit wll not, so; yet still "tis just.
LUCI O. Why, how now, Cl audi o, whence cones this
restraint?
CLAUDI O. Fromtoo nmuch liberty, ny Lucio, liberty;
As surfeit is the father of nuch fast,
So every scope by the inmopderate use
Turns to restraint. Qur natures do pursue,
Li ke rats that ravin down their proper bane,
A thirsty evil; and when we drink we die.
LUCIO. If I could speak so wi sely under an arrest,
| woul d send for
certain of nmy creditors; and yet, to say the
truth, | had as I|ief
have the foppery of freedomas the norality of
| mpri sonnment .
What's thy offence, C audio?
CLAUDI O. What but to speak of would of fend agai n.
LUCI O What, is't nurder?
CLAUDI O No.
LUCI O. Lechery?
CLAUDIO Call it so.
PROVOST. Away, Sir; you nust go.
CLAUDI O. One word, good friend. Lucio, a word with
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you.

LUCIO. A hundred, if they'll do you any good. Is

| echery so | ook'd
after?
CLAUDI O. Thus stands it with ne: upon a true
contract
| got possession of Julietta's bed.
You know the | ady; she is fast ny w fe,
Save that we do the denunciation | ack
O outward order; this we canme not to,
Only for propagation of a dowr
Remaining in the coffer of her friends.

From whom we t hought it neet to hide our |ove
Till time had made them for us. But it chances

The stealth of our nobst nutual entertai nnent,
Wth character too gross, is wit on Juliet.
LUCIO. Wth child, perhaps?
CLAUDI O. Unhappi ly, even so.
And the new deputy now for the Duke-

Whether it be the fault and glinpse of newness,

O whether that the body public be
A horse whereon the governor doth ride,
Who, newly in the seat, that it may know

He can command, lets it straight feel the spur;

Whet her the tyranny be in his place,
O in his emnence that fills it up,
| stagger in. But this new governor

Awakes nme all the enrolled penalties

Wi ch have, |ike unscour'd arnmour, hung by th

wal |

So |l ong that nineteen zodi acs have gone round

And none of them been worn; and, for a nane,

Now puts the drowsy and negl ected act

Freshly on ne. '"Tis surely for a nane.

LUCIO. | warrant it is; and thy head stands so

tickle on thy

shoul ders that a mlkmid, if she be in |ove,
sigh it off.

Send after the Duke, and appeal to him

may

CLAUDI O | have done so, but he's not to be found.

| prithee, Lucio, do nme this kind service:
This day ny sister should the cloister enter,
And there receive her approbation;

Acquai nt her with the danger of ny state;

| npl ore her, in ny voice, that she nake friends
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To the strict deputy; bid herself assay him
| have great hope in that; for in her youth
There is a prone and speechl ess di al ect
Such as nove nen; beside, she hath prosperous art
When she will play with reason and di scour se,
And wel | she can persuade.
LUCIO | pray she may; as well for the
encour agenent of the |ike,
whi ch el se woul d stand under grievous inposition,
as for the
enjoying of thy life, who | would be sorry should
be thus
foolishly lost at a ganme of tick-tack. I'Il to
her .
CLAUDI O | thank you, good friend Lucio.
LUCIO Wthin tw hours.
CLAUDI O. Cone, officer,
away. Exeunt
SCENE 111.
A nonastery

Ent er DUKE and FRI AR THOVAS

DUKE. No, holy father; throw away that thought;
Bel i eve not that the dribbling dart of |ove
Can pierce a conplete bosom Wy | desire thee
To give ne secret harbour hath a purpose
More grave and winkled than the ains and ends
O burni ng yout h.

FRI AR. May your Grace speak of it?

DUKE. My holy sir, none better knows than you
How | have ever lov'd the life renoved,

And held in idle price to haunt assenblies
Where youth, and cost, a witless bravery keeps.
| have deliver'd to Lord Angel o,

A man of stricture and firm absti nence,

My absol ute power and place here in Vienna,

And he supposes ne travell'd to Pol and;

For so | have strewd it in the comon ear,

And so it is received. Now, pious sir,

You will demand of ne why | do this.

FRIAR. G adly, nmy |ord.

DUKE. We have strict statutes and nost biting | aws,
The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds,
VWhich for this fourteen years we have let slip;
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Even |i ke an o'ergrown lion in a cave,
That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers,
Havi ng bound up the threat' ning twi gs of birch,
Only to stick it in their children's sight
For terror, not to use, in time the rod
Beconmes nore nock'd than fear'd; so our decrees,
Dead to infliction, to thensel ves are dead,
And liberty plucks justice by the nose;
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
Goes all decorum

FRIAR It rested in your Gace
To unl oose this tied-up justice when you pleas' d;
And it in you nore dreadful would have seenid
Than in Lord Angel o.

DUKE. | do fear, too dreadful.
Sith "twas ny fault to give the peopl e scope,
"Twoul d be nmy tyranny to strike and gall them
For what | bid themdo; for we bid this be done,
When evil deeds have their perm ssive pass
And not the punishnment. Therefore, indeed, ny

f at her,

pr

be.

| have on Angelo inpos'd the office;
Who may, in th' anbush of ny nane, strike hone,
And yet ny nature never in the fight
To do in slander. And to behold his sway,
Il will, as '"twere a brother of your order,
Visit both prince and people. Therefore, |
I t hee,
Supply me with the habit, and instruct ne
How | may formally in person bear ne
Like a true friar. Me reasons for this action
At our nore leisure shall | render you.
Only, this one: Lord Angelo is precise;
Stands at a guard with envy; scarce confesses
That his blood flows, or that his appetite
Is nore to bread than stone. Hence shall we see,
I f power change purpose, what our seeners
Exeunt
SCENE 1 V.
A nunnery

Enter | SABELLA and FRANCI SCA

| SABELLA. And have you nuns no farther privileges?
FRANCI SCA. Are not these | arge enough?
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| SABELLA. Yes, truly; | speak not as desiring nore,
But rather wishing a nore strict restraint
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint d are.

LUCIO. [ Wthin] Ho! Peace be in this place!

| SABELLA. Who's that which calls?

FRANCI SCA. It is a man's voice. Gentle |sabella,
Turn you the key, and know his business of him
You may, | may not; you are yet unsworn;

When you have vow d, you nust not speak with nen
But in the presence of the prioress;
Then, if you speak, you nust not show your face,
O, if you show your face, you nust not speak.
He calls again; | pray you answer him
Exi t FRANCI SCA
| SABELLA. Peace and prosperity! W is't that calls?

Enter LUCI O

LUCIO. Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheek-roses
Procl aimyou are no | ess. Can you so stead ne
As bring ne to the sight of [|sabella,
A novice of this place, and the fair sister
To her unhappy brother C audi 0?
| SABELLA. Way her 'unhappy brother'? Let ne ask
The rather, for | now nust nmake you know
| amthat Isabella, and his sister.
LUCIO. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets
you.
Not to be weary with you, he's in prison.
| SABELLA. We ne! For what?
LUCI OO For that which, if nyself m ght be his judge,
He shoul d receive his punishnment in thanks:
He hath got his friend wth child.
| SABELLA. Sir, make nme not your story.
LUCIO It is true.
| would not- though '"tis nmy famliar sin
Wth maids to seemthe [apw ng, and to jest,
Tongue far fromheart- play with all virgins so:
I hold you as a thing enskied and sai nt ed,
By your renouncenent an immortal spirit,
And to be talk'd with in sincerity,
As with a saint.
| SABELLA. You do bl asphene the good in nocking ne.
LUCI O. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, 'tis
t hus:
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Your brother and his | over have enbrac'd.
As those that feed grow full, as blossomng tine
That fromthe seedness the bare fallow brings
To teem ng foison, even so her plenteous wonb
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry.

| SABELLA. Sonme one with child by hinf? My cousin

Juliet?
LUCI O. |Is she your cousin?
| SABELLA. Adoptedly, as school -mai ds change their
names

By vain though apt affection.

LUCIO. She it is.

| SABELLA. O let himmarry her!

LUCIO. This is the point.
The Duke is very strangely gone from hence;
Bore many gentl enen, nyself being one,
I n hand, and hope of action; but we do |earn,
By those that know the very nerves of state,
His givings-out were of an infinite distance
From his true-nmeant design. Upon his place,
And with full line of his authority,
Governs Lord Angel o, a man whose bl ood
Is very snow broth, one who never feels
The wanton stings and notions of the sense,
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
Wth profits of the mnd, study and fast.
He- to give fear to use and |iberty,
Wi ch have for long run by the hideous |aw,
As mce by lions- hath pick'd out an act
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life
Falls into forfeit; he arrests himon it,
And follows close the rigour of the statute
To make hi m an exanple. Al hope is gone,
Unl ess you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo. And that's ny pith of business
"Twi xt you and your poor brother.

| SABELLA. Doth he so seek his life?

LUCI OO Has censur'd him
Al ready, and, as | hear, the Provost hath
A warrant for his execution.

| SABELLA. Al as! what poor ability's in ne
To do hi m good?

LUCI O. Assay the pow r you have.

| SABELLA. My power, alas, | doubt!

LUCI OO Qur doubts are traitors,
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And make us | ose the good we oft mght wn
By fearing to attenpt. Go to Lord Angel o,
And |et himlearn to know, when nai dens sue,
Men give |like gods; but when they weep and kneel,
Al'l their petitions are as freely theirs
As they thensel ves would owe them
| SABELLA. 'l see what | can do.
LUCI O. But speedily.
| SABELLA. | will about it straight;
No | onger staying but to give the Mt her
Notice of ny affair. | hunbly thank you.
Comrend ne to ny brother; soon at night
"Il send himcertain word of ny success.
LUCIO. | take ny | eave of you.
| SABELLA. Good sir,
adi eu. Exeunt
Act Il. Scene |.
A hall in ANGELO S house

Ent er ANGELO, ESCALUS, a JUSTI CE, PROVOST,
OFFI CERS, and
ot her ATTENDANTS

ANGELO. We nmust not make a scarecrow of the | aw,
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,
And let it keep one shape till custom nake it
Their perch, and not their terror.

ESCALUS. Ay, but yet
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little
Than fall and bruise to death. Alas! this

gent | eman,
Wiom | woul d save, had a nost noble father.
Let but your honour know,
Whom | believe to be nost strait in virtue,
That, in the working of your own affections,
Had tinme coher'd with place, or place with
w shi ng,

O that the resolute acting of our bl ood
Coul d have attain'd th' effect of your own purpose
Whet her you had not sonetinme in your life
Err'd in this point which now you censure him
And pull'd the | aw upon you.

ANGELO. 'Tis one thing to be tenpted, Escal us,
Anot her thing to fall. | not deny
The jury, passing on the prisoner's life,
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May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two
Quiltier than himthey try. What's open nade to
justice,
That justice seizes. Wat knows the | aws
That thieves do pass on thieves? 'Tis very
pr egnant,
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take't,
Because we see it; but what we do not see
We tread upon, and never think of it.
You may not so extenuate his offence
For | have had such faults; but rather tell ne,
When |, that censure him do so offend,
Let m ne own judgnent pattern out ny death,
And nothing cone in partial. Sir, he nust die.
ESCALUS. Be it as your wi sdomwl|l.
ANGELO. Where is the Provost?
PROVOST. Here, if it |ike your honour.
ANGELO. See that d audio
Be executed by nine to-norrow norning;
Bring himhis confessor; let himbe prepar’d;
For that's the utnost of his pilgrinmage.
Exit PROVOST
ESCALUS. [Aside] Well, heaven forgive him and
forgive us all!
Sonme rise by sin, and sonme by virtue fall;
Sone run from breaks of ice, and answer none,
And sonme condemmed for a fault al one.

Ent er ELBOW and OFFI CERS wi t h FROTH and
POVPEY

ELBOW Cone, bring themaway; if these be good
people in a
comopnweal that do nothing but use their abuses
I n comon houses,
| know no |l aw, bring them away.
ANGELO. How now, sir! What's your nane, and what's
the matter?
ELBOW If it please your honour, | amthe poor
Duke' s const abl e,
and ny nane is Elbow, | do | ean upon justice,
sir, and do bring
i n here before your good honour two notorious
benef act or s.
ANGELO. Benefactors! Well- what benefactors are
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they? Are they not
mal ef act ors?
ELBOW If it please your honour, | know not well
what they are; but
precise villains they are, that I amsure of, and
void of all
profanation in the world that good Christians
ought to have.
ESCALUS. This conmes off well; here's a wi se officer.
ANGELO. Go to; what quality are they of ? El bow is
your nanme? Wy
dost thou not speak, El bow?
POVPEY. He cannot, sir; he's out at el bow.
ANGELO. What are you, sir?
ELBOWN He, sir? A tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one
t hat serves a bad
woman; whose house, sir, was, as they say,
pl uck' d down in the
subur bs; and now she professes a hot-house,
which, | think, is a
very ill house too.
ESCALUS. How know you t hat ?
ELBOW My Wfe, sir, whom| detest before heaven
and your honour -
ESCALUS. How! thy wife!
ELBOW Ay, sir; whom | thank heaven, is an honest

wonan-
ESCALUS. Dost thou detest her therefore?
ELBOW | say, sir, | wll detest nyself also, as

wel |l as she, that
this house, if it be not a bawd's house, it is
pity of her life,
for it 1s a naughty house.
ESCALUS. How dost thou know that, constable?
ELBOW Marry, sir, by ny wife; who, if she had been
a woman
cardinally given, m ght have been accus'd in
forni cation,
adultery, and all uncleanliness there.
ESCALUS. By the wonman's neans?
ELBOW Ay, sir, by Mstress Overdone's neans; but
as she spit in
his face, so she defied him
POWPEY. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not
SoO.
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ELBOW Prove it before these varlets here, thou
honour abl e man,
prove it.
ESCALUS. Do you hear how he m spl aces?
POVWPEY. Sir, she canme in great with child; and
| ongi ng, savi ng your
honour's reverence, for stew d prunes. Sir, we
had but two in the
house, which at that very distant tine stood, as
it were, in a
fruit dish, a dish of sone three pence; your
honours have seen
such di shes; they are not China dishes, but very
good di shes.
ESCALUS. Go to, go to; no matter for the dish, sir
POVPEY. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are
therein in the
right; but to the point. As | say, this Mstress
El bow, being, as
| say, with child, and being great-bellied, and
| ongi ng, as |
said, for prunes; and having but two in the dish,
as | said,
Master Froth here, this very man, having eaten
the rest, as |
said, and, as | say, paying for themvery
honestly; for, as you
know, Master Froth, | could not give you three
pence agai n-
FROTH. No, i ndeed.
POVPEY. Very well; you being then, if you be
remenb' red, cracking
the stones of the foresaid prunes-
FROTH. Ay, so | did indeed.
POVPEY. Why, very well; | telling you then, if you
be renmenb' red,
that such a one and such a one were past cure of
the thing you
wot of, unless they kept very good diet, as |
told you-
FROTH. All this is true.
POVPEY. Wy, very well then-
ESCALUS. Cone, you are a tedious fool. To the
pur pose: what was
done to Elbow s wife that he hath cause to
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conplain of? Cone ne
to what was done to her.
POVPEY. Sir, your honour cannot conme to that yet.
ESCALUS. No, sir, nor | nmean it not.
POVWPEY. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your
honour's | eave. And,
| beseech you, look into Master Froth here, sir,
a man of
fourscore pound a year; whose father died at
Hal | ommas- was't not
at Hal |l owmmas, Master Froth?
FROTH. All-hallond eve.
POVPEY. Why, very well; | hope here be truths. He,
sir, sitting, as
| say, in a lower chair, sir; '"twas in the Bunch

of G apes,
where, indeed, you have a delight to sit, have
you not ?
FROTH. | have so; because it is an open room and

good for wi nter.
POVPEY. Wiy, very well then; | hope here be truths.
ANGELO. This wll last out a night in Russia,
When nights are longest there; I'Il take ny | eave,
And | eave you to the hearing of the cause,
Hopi ng you'll find good cause to whip themall.
ESCALUS. | think no | ess. Good norrow to your
| or dshi p.
[Exit ANGELO Now, sir, cone on; what was done to
El bow s wife,
once nore?
POVPEY. Once?- sir. There was not hing done to her
once.
ELBOWN | beseech you, sir, ask himwhat this man
didtony wfe.
POVPEY. | beseech your honour, ask ne.
ESCALUS. Well, sir, what did this gentleman to her?
POVPEY. | beseech you, sir, look in this
gentl eman's face. Good
Master Froth, | ook upon his honour; 'tis for a
good purpose. Dot h
your honour mark his face?
ESCALUS. Ay, sir, very well.
POVPEY. Nay, | beseech you, mark it well.
ESCALUS. Well, | do so.
POVPEY. Dot h your honour see any harmin his face?
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ESCALUS. Wy, no.
POVPEY. |'l| be suppos'd upon a book his face is
t he worst thing
about him Good then; if his face be the worst
t hi ng about him
how coul d Master Froth do the constable's wife
any harn? | would
know t hat of your honour.
ESCALUS. He's in the right, constable; what say you
to it?
ELBOW First, an it |ike you, the house is a
respect ed house; next,
this is a respected fellow, and his mstress is a
respect ed
woman.
POWPEY. By this hand, sir, his wwfe is a nore
respected person than
any of us all.
ELBOWN Varlet, thou liest; thou liest, w cket
varlet; the tinme is
yet to cone that she was ever respected with nman,
woman, or
chi | d.
POVPEY. Sir, she was respected with him before he
married with her.
ESCALUS. Which is the wiser here, Justice or
Iniquity? Is this
true?
ELBON O thou caitiff! Othou varlet! O thou w cked
Hanni bal ! |
respected with her before I was married to her!
If ever | was
respected wwth her, or she with ne, |et not your
wor shi p think ne
t he poor Duke's officer. Prove this, thou w cked
Hanni bal , or
"Il have mne action of batt'ry on thee.
ESCALUS. If he took you a box o' th' ear, you m ght
have your
action of sl ander too.
ELBOW Marry, | thank your good worship for it.
What is't your
wor shi p's pleasure | shall do with this w cked
caitiff?
ESCALUS. Truly, officer, because he hath sone
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of fences in himthat
t hou woul dst di scover if thou couldst, let him
continue in his
courses till thou know st what they are.
ELBOWN Marry, | thank your worship for it. Thou
seest, thou w cked
varlet, now, what's conme upon thee: thou art to
conti nue now,
thou varlet; thou art to continue.
ESCALUS. Where were you born, friend?
FROTH. Here in Vienna, sir.
ESCALUS. Are you of fourscore pounds a year?
FROTH. Yes, an't please you, sir.
ESCALUS. So. What trade are you of, sir?
POVPEY. A tapster, a poor wi dow s tapster.
ESCALUS. Your m stress' nane?
POVPEY. M stress Overdone.
ESCALUS. Hath she had any nore than one husband?
POVPEY. Nine, sir; Overdone by the | ast.
ESCALUS. N ne! Cone hither to ne, Master Froth.
Master Froth, |
woul d not have you acquainted with tapsters: they
w il draw you,
Master Froth, and you will hang them Get you
gone, and let ne
hear no nore of you.
FROTH. | thank your worship. For mne own part, |
never cone into
any roomin a taphouse but | amdrawn in.
ESCALUS. Well, no nore of it, Master Froth;
farewel | . [Exit FROTH]
Conme you hither to ne, Master Tapster; what's
your nanme, Master
Tapster?
POVPEY. Ponpey.
ESCALUS. What el se?
POVMPEY. Bum sir.
ESCALUS. Troth, and your bumis the greatest thing
about you; so
that, in the beastliest sense, you are Ponpey the
G eat. Ponpey,
you are partly a bawd, Ponpey, howsoever you
colour it in being a
tapster. Are you not? Cone, tell nme true; it
shall be the better
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for you.
POWPEY. Truly, sir, I ama poor fellow that woul d
live.
ESCALUS. How woul d you |ive, Ponpey- by being a
bawd? What do you
think of the trade, Ponpey? Is it a lawful trade?
POWPEY. |If the law would allowit, sir.
ESCALUS. But the laww Il not allowit, Ponpey; nor
it shall not be
all owed in Vienna.
POVMPEY. Does your worship nean to geld and splay
all the youth of
the city?
ESCALUS. No, Ponpey.
POVPEY. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they wll
to't then. |f
your worship wll take order for the drabs and
t he knaves, you
need not to fear the bawds.
ESCALUS. There is pretty orders beginning, | can
tell you: but it
I s but headi ng and hangi ng.
POWPEY. |f you head and hang all that offend that
way but for ten
year together, you'll be glad to give out a
comm ssion for nore
heads; if this law hold in Vienna ten year, |'I|
rent the fairest
house in it, after threepence a bay. If you live
to see this cone
to pass, say Ponpey told you so.
ESCALUS. Thank you, good Ponpey; and, in requital
of your prophecy,
hark you: | advise you, let ne not find you
bef ore ne agai n upon
any conpl ai nt whatsoever- no, not for dwelling
where you do; if |

do, Ponpey, | shall beat you to your tent, and
prove a shrewd
Caesar to you; in plain dealing, Ponpey, | shal

have you whi pt.
So for this tine, Ponpey, fare you well.
POVPEY. | thank your worship for your good counsel;
[ Asi de] but |
shall followit as the flesh and fortune shal
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better determ ne.
VWhip nme? No, no; let carman whip his jade;
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his
trade. Exi t
ESCALUS. Cone hither to ne, Master El bow, cone
hi t her, Master
Constabl e. How | ong have you been in this place
of constabl e?
ELBOWN Seven year and a half, sir
ESCALUS. | thought, by the readiness in the office,
you had
continued in it sonme tine. You say seven years
t oget her?
ELBOWN And a half, sir.
ESCALUS. Alas, it hath been great pains to you!
They do you w ong
to put you so oft upon't. Are there not nen in
your ward
sufficient to serve it?
ELBOW Faith, sir, fewof any wit in such matters;
as they are
chosen, they are glad to choose ne for them | do
It for sone
pi ece of noney, and go through with all.
ESCALUS. Look you, bring me in the names of sone
si x or seven, the
nost sufficient of your parish.
ELBOW To your worship's house, sir?
ESCALUS. To ny house. Fare you well.
[ Exit ELBOW
What's o' cl ock, think you?
JUSTI CE. El even, sir.
ESCALUS. | pray you hone to dinner with ne.
JUSTICE. | hunbly thank you.
ESCALUS. It grieves ne for the death of d audi o;
But there's no renedy.
JUSTI CE. Lord Angelo is severe.
ESCALUS. It is but needful:
Mercy is not itself that oft |ooks so;

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe.
But yet, poor C audio! There is no renedy.
Cone,
sir. Exeunt
SCENE | 1I.

Anot her roomin ANGELO S house
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Ent er PROVOST and a SERVANT

SERVANT. He's hearing of a cause; he will cone

straight.
"Il tell himof you.
PROVOST. Pray you do. [Exit SERVANT] 1'l1l know
Hi s pleasure; nay be he will relent. Al as,

He hath but as offended in a dream
Al'l sects, all ages, snmack of this vice; and he
To die for "t!

Ent er ANGELO

ANGELO. Now, what's the matter, Provost?
PROVOST. Is it your will Caudio shall die to-
nor r ow?
ANGELO. Did not | tell thee yea? Hadst thou not
order?
Why dost thou ask agai n?
PROVOST. Lest | mght be too rash;
Under your good correction, | have seen
When, after execution, judgnent hath
Repented o' er his doom
ANGELO. Go to; let that be m ne.
Do you your office, or give up your place,
And you shall well be spar'd.
PROVOST. | crave your honour's pardon.
What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet?
She's very near her hour.
ANGELO. Di spose of her
To sonme nore fitter place, and that wth speed.

Re- ent er SERVANT

SERVANT. Here is the sister of the man condemm' d
Desires access to you.

ANGELO. Hath he a sister?

PROVOST. Ay, ny good lord; a very virtuous naid,
And to be shortly of a sisterhood,
I f not already.

ANGELO. Well, let her be admtted.

Exit SERVANT

See you the fornicatress be renov'd;
Let her have needful but not | avish neans;
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There shall be order for't.

Enter Luci o and | SABELLA

PROVOST. [ Goi ng] Save your honour!
ANGELO., Stay a little while. [To | SABELLA] Y are
wel cone; what's
your will?
| SABELLA. | am a woeful suitor to your honour,
Pl ease but your honour hear ne.
ANGELO. Wl l; what's your suit?
| SABELLA. There is a vice that nost | do abhor,
And nost desire should neet the bl ow of justice;
For which | would not plead, but that | nust;
For which | nust not plead, but that | am
At war 'twixt will and will not.
ANGELO. Well; the matter?
| SABELLA. | have a brother is condemm'd to die;
| do beseech you, let it be his fault,
And not ny brother.
PROVOST. [Aside] Heaven give thee noving graces.
ANGELO. Condemm the fault and not the actor of it!
Wy, every fault's condemm'd ere it be done;
M ne were the very cipher of a function,
To fine the faults whose fine stands in record,
And let go by the actor.
| SABELLA. O just but severe | aw
| had a brother, then. Heaven keep your honour!
LUCIO [To | SABELLA] Gve't not o' er so; to him
again, entreat him
Kneel down before him hang upon his gown;
You are too cold: if you should need a pin,
You could not with nore tane a tongue desire it.
To him | say.
| SABELLA. Must he needs die?
ANGELO. Mai den, no renedy.
| SABELLA. Yes; | do think that you m ght pardon him
And nei ther heaven nor man grieve at the nercy.
ANGELO. | will not do't.
| SABELLA. But can you, if you woul d?
ANGELO. Look, what | will not, that | cannot do.
| SABELLA. But m ght you do't, and do the world no
Wr ong,
If so your heart were touch'd with that renorse
As mne is to hin?
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ANGELO. He's sentenc'd; 'tis too |late.
LUCI O [To | SABELLA] You are too cold.
| SABELLA. Too | ate? Wiy, no; |, that do speak a
wor d,
May call it back again. Well, believe this:
No cerenony that to great ones | ongs,
Not the king's crown nor the deputed sword,
The marshal's truncheon nor the judge's robe,
Becone themw th one half so good a grace
As mercy does.
If he had been as you, and you as he,
You woul d have slipp'd |ike hinm but he, |ike you,
Wul d not have been so stern.
ANGELO. Pray you be gone.
| SABELLA. | would to heaven | had your potency,
And you were |sabel! Should it then be thus?
No; | would tell what '"twere to be a judge
And what a prisoner.
LUCIO. [To | SABELLA] Ay, touch him there's the
vein.
ANGELO. Your brother is a forfeit of the | aw,
And you but waste your words.
| SABELLA. Al as! Al as!
Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once;
And He that m ght the vantage best have took
Found out the renmedy. How woul d you be
If He, which is the top of judgnent, should
But judge you as you are? O, think on that;
And nmercy then will breathe within your I|ips,
Li ke man new nmade.
ANGELO. Be you content, fair maid.
It is the aw, not | condem your brother.
Were he ny kinsman, brother, or ny son,
It should be thus with him He nust die to-norrow
| SABELLA. To-norrowl O that's sudden! Spare him

spare him
He's not prepar'd for death. Even for our kitchens
W kill the fow of season; shall we serve heaven

Wth | ess respect than we do m ni ster
To our gross selves? Good, good ny |lord, bethink
you.
Who is it that hath died for this offence?
There's many have conmmtted it.
LUCI O. [Aside] Ay, well said.
ANGELO. The | aw hath not been dead, though it hath
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sl ept.
Those many had not dar'd to do that evil
If the first that did th' edict infringe
Had answer'd for his deed. Now 'tis awake,
Takes note of what is done, and, |ike a prophet,
Looks in a glass that shows what future evils-
Ei t her now or by rem ssness new concei v' d,
And so in progress to be hatch'd and born-
Are now to have no successive degrees,
But here they live to end.
| SABELLA. Yet show sone pity.
ANGELO. | show it nost of all when | show justice;
For then | pity those | do not know,
Which a dismss'd offence would after gall,
And do himright that, answering one foul wong,
Li ves not to act another. Be satisfied;
Your brother dies to-norrow, be content.
| SABELLA. So you nust be the first that gives this
sent ence,
And he that suffers. O it is excellent
To have a giant's strength! But it is tyrannous
To use it like a giant.
LUCIO. [To | SABELLA] That's well said.
| SABELLA. Coul d great nen thunder
As Jove hinself does, Jove would never be quiet,
For every pelting petty officer
Wul d use his heaven for thunder,
Not hi ng but thunder. Merciful Heaven,
Thou rather, with thy sharp and sul phurous bolt,
Splits the unwedgeabl e and gnarl ed oak
Than the soft nyrtle. But man, proud man,
Dress'd in alittle brief authority,
Most ignorant of what he's npbst assur'd,
Hi s gl assy essence, |ike an angry ape,
Pl ays such fantastic tricks before high heaven
As makes the angel s weep; who, w th our speens,
Wul d all thensel ves |augh nortal.
LUCI O [To | SABELLA] O to him to him wench! He
will relent;
He's coming; | perceive 't.
PROVOST. [Aside] Pray heaven she win him
| SABELLA. W cannot wei gh our brother with ourself.
Great nen may jest with saints: '"tis wit in them
But in the |less foul profanation.
LUCIO [To | SABELLA] Thou'rt 1" th' right, girl;
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nore o' that.
| SABELLA. That in the captain's but a choleric word
VWhich in the soldier is flat blaspheny.
LUCIO. [To | SABELLA] Art avis'd o' that? More on't.
ANGELO. Why do you put these sayings upon ne?
| SABELLA. Because authority, though it err like
ot hers,
Hath yet a kind of nmedicine in itself
That skins the vice o' th' top. Go to your bosom
Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth know
That's like ny brother's fault. If it confess
A natural guiltiness such as is his,
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue
Against ny brother's life.
ANGELO. [ Asi de] She speaks, and 'tis
Such sense that ny sense breeds with it.- Fare
you wel | .
| SABELLA. Gentle ny lord, turn back
ANGELO. | will bethink nme. Conme again to-norrow.
| SABELLA. Hark how I'Il bribe you; good ny |ord,
turn back.
ANGELO. How, bribe ne?
| SABELLA. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shal
share with you.
LUCI O [To | SABELLA) You had marr'd all el se.
| SABELLA. Not with fond sicles of the tested gold,
O stones, whose rate are either rich or poor
As fancy values them but wth true prayers
That shall be up at heaven and enter there
Ere sun-rise, prayers from preserved soul s,
From fasting nmai ds, whose m nds are dedicate
To not hing tenporal.
ANGELO. Well; conme to ne to-norrow
LUCIO [To | SABELLA] Go to; 'tis well; away.
| SABELLA. Heaven keep your honour safe!
ANGELO. [ Aside] Amen; for |
Am that way going to tenptation
Where prayers cross.
| SABELLA. At what hour to-norrow
Shall | attend your |ordship?
ANGELO. At any time 'fore noon.
| SABELLA. Save your honour! Exeunt al |
but ANGELO
ANGELO. From thee; even fromthy virtue!
What's this, what's this? Is this her fault or
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m ne?

The tenpter or the tenpted, who sins npst?
Ha!

Not she; nor doth she tenpt; but it is |
That, lying by the violet in the sun,

Do as the carrion does, not as the flowr,
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be
That nodesty nmay nore betray our sense

Than woman's |ightness? Havi ng waste ground

enough,

how.

and

Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary,

And pitch our evils there? O fie, fie, fiel!

What dost thou, or what art thou, Angel 0?

Dost thou desire her foully for those things

That make her good? O, |let her brother |ive!

Thi eves for their robbery have authority

When judges steal thenselves. Wat, do | |ove her,
That | desire to hear her speak again,

And feast upon her eyes? Wat is't | dream on?

O cunni ng eneny, that, to catch a saint,

Wth saints dost bait thy hook! Mst dangerous

Is that tenptation that doth goad us on

To sin in loving virtue. Never could the strunpet,
Wth all her double vigour, art and nature,

Once stir ny tenper; but this virtuous maid

Subdues ne quite. Ever till now,
When nen were fond, | sml'd and wond' red
Exi t
SCENE 111.
A prison

Enter, severally, DUKE, disguised as a FRI AR,
PROVOST

DUKE. Hail to you, Provost! so |I think you are.

PROVOST. | amthe Provost. Wat's your will, good
friar?

DUKE. Bound by ny charity and ny bl est order,

| cone to visit the afflicted spirits

Here in the prison. Do nme the conmmon right

To et nme see them and to nake ne know

The nature of their crimes, that | may mnister
To them accordi ngly.

PROVOST. | would do nore than that, if nore were
needf ul .
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Enter JULIET

Look, here cones one; a gentlewonan of m ne,
Who, falling in the flaws of her own youth,
Hath blister'd her report. She is wth child;
And he that got it, sentenc'd- a young man
Mre fit to do another such offence
Than die for this.
DUKE. When nust he die?
PROVOST. As | do think, to-norrow
[ To JULIET] | have provided for you; stay awhile
And you shall be conduct ed.
DUKE. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry?
JULI ET. | do; and bear the shanme nost patiently.
DUKE. 1'll teach you how you shall arraign your
consci ence,
And try your penitence, if it be sound
O hollowy put on.

JULIET. 1'Il gladly |earn.
DUKE. Love you the man that wong' d you?
JULIET. Yes, as | love the woman that wong'd him

DUKE. So then, it seens, your nost offenceful act
Was nmutually comm tted.
JULI ET. Mutually.
DUKE. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his.
JULIET. | do confess it, and repent it, father.
DUKE. 'Tis neet so, daughter; but |est you do repent
As that the sin hath brought you to this shane,
Wi ch sorrow i s always toward oursel ves, not
heaven,
Showi ng we woul d not spare heaven as we love it,
But as we stand in fear-
JULIET. | do repent ne as it is an evil,
And take the shanme with joy.
DUKE. There rest.
Your partner, as | hear, nust die to-norrow,
And | amgoing with instruction to him
Grace go with you!
Benedi ci t e! Exi t
JULIET. Must die to-morrow O, injurious |aw,
That respites nme a |ife whose very confort
Is still a dying horror!
PROVOST. 'Tis pity of
hi m Exeunt
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SCENE | V.
ANGELO S house

Ent er ANCELO

ANGELO. When | would pray and think, | think and

pray
To several subjects. Heaven hath nmy enpty words,
Whi | st ny invention, hearing not ny tongue,
Anchors on |sabel. Heaven in ny nouth,
As if | did but only chew his nane,
And in ny heart the strong and swelling evil
O ny conception. The state whereon | studied

Is, like a good thing being often read,
G own sere and tedious; yea, ny gravity,
Wherein- et no man hear ne- | take pride,

Could I wth boot change for an idle plune
VWhich the air beats for vain. O place, O form
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit,
Wench awe fromfools, and tie the wi ser souls
To thy fal se seem ng! Bl ood, thou art bl ood.
Let's wite 'good angel' on the devil's horn;
"Tis not the devil's crest.

Ent er SERVANT

How now, who's there?

SERVANT. One |sabel, a sister, desires access to

you.

ANGELO. Teach her the way. [Exit SERVANT] O heavens!
Why does ny bl ood thus nuster to ny heart,
Maki ng both it unable for itself
And di spossessing all ny other parts
O necessary fitness?
So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons;
Cone all to help him and so stop the air
By whi ch he should revive; and even so
The general subject to a well-w sh'd king
Quit their own part, and in obsequi ous fondness
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught | ove
Must needs appear offence.

Ent er | SABELLA

How now, fair nmid?
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| SABELLA. | am cone to know your pl easure.
ANGELO. That you m ght know it would nmuch better
pl ease ne
Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot
live.
| SABELLA. Even so! Heaven keep your honour!
ANGELO. Yet may he live awhile, and, it may be,

As long as you or |; yet he nust die.
| SABELLA. Under your sentence?
ANGELO. Yea.

| SABELLA. When? | beseech you; that in his reprieve,
Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted
That his soul sicken not.

ANGELO. Ha! Fie, these filthy vices! It were as good
To pardon himthat hath fromnature stol'n
A man already made, as to remt
Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven's inmage
In stanps that are forbid; 'tis all as easy
Fal sely to take away a life true nmade
As to put netal in restrained neans
To make a fal se one.

| SABELLA. 'Tis set down so in heaven, but not in

earth.

ANGELO. Say you so? Then | shall pose you quickly.
Whi ch had you rather- that the nost just |aw
Now t ook your brother's life; or, to redeem him
G ve up your body to such sweet uncl eanness
As she that he hath stain'd?

| SABELLA. Sir, believe this:
| had rather give ny body than ny soul.

ANGELO. | talk not of your soul; our conpell'd sins
Stand nore for nunber than for acconpt.

| SABELLA. How say you?

ANGELO. Nay, I'Il not warrant that; for | can speak
Against the thing | say. Answer to this:
I, now the voice of the recorded | aw,
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's |ife;
M ght there not be a charity in sin
To save this brother's life?

| SABELLA. Pl ease you to do't,
"Il take it as a peril to ny soul
It is no sin at all, but charity.

ANGELO. Pleas'd you to do't at peril of your soul,
Were equal poise of sin and charity.

| SABELLA. That | do beg his life, if it be sin,
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Heaven |l et ne bear it! You granting of ny suit,
If that be sin, I'll nake it ny norn prayer
To have it added to the faults of m ne,
And not hi ng of your answer.
ANGELO. Nay, but hear ne;

Your sense pursues not mne; either you are

I gnor ant
O seemso, craftily; and that's not good.

| SABELLA. Let ne be ignorant, and in nothing good
But graciously to know | am no better.

ANGELO. Thus w sdom wi shes to appear nost bright
When it doth tax itself; as these bl ack nmasks
Procl ai m an enshi el ded beauty ten tines | ouder
Than beauty coul d, display'd. But mark ne:

To be received plain, I'll speak nore gross-
Your brother is to die.
| SABELLA. So.

ANGELO. And his offence is so, as it appears,
Accountant to the |aw upon that pain.

| SABELLA. Tr ue.

ANGELO. Admt no other way to save his life,
As | subscribe not that, nor any ot her,
But, in the loss of question, that you, his

si ster,

Fi ndi ng yourself desir'd of such a person
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place,
Coul d fetch your brother fromthe manacl es
O the all-binding law, and that there were
No earthly nean to save himbut that either
You nust |ay down the treasures of your body
To this supposed, or else to let himsuffer-
What woul d you do?

| SABELLA. As nuch for my poor brother as nyself;
That is, were | under the terns of death,
Th' i npression of keen whips |I'd wear as rubies,
And strip nyself to death as to a bed
That 1 ongi ng have been sick for, ere I'd yield
My body up to shane.

ANGELO. Then nust your brother die.

| SABELLA. And 'twere the cheaper way:
Better it were a brother died at once
Than that a sister, by redeem ng him
Shoul d die for ever.

ANGELO. Were not you, then, as cruel as the sentence
That you have sl ander'd so?
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| SABELLA. I gnomny in ransom and free pardon
Are of two houses: |awful nercy
Is nothing kin to foul redenption.
ANGELO. You seemid of late to nake the law a tyrant;
And rather prov'd the sliding of your brother
A nmerrinment than a vice.
| SABELLA. O pardon nme, ny lord! It oft falls out,
To have what we woul d have, we speak not what we
mean:
| sonething do excuse the thing | hate
For his advantage that | dearly | ove.
ANGELO. W are all frail.
| SABELLA. Else let ny brother die,
If not a fedary but only he
Owe and succeed thy weakness.
ANGELO. Nay, wonen are frail too.
| SABELLA. Ay, as the glasses where they view
t hensel ves,
Wi ch are as easy broke as they make forns.
Wnen, hel p heaven! Men their creation nar
In profiting by them Nay, call us ten tines
frail;
For we are soft as our conpl exions are,
And credul ous to false prints.
ANGELO. | think it well;
And fromthis testinony of your own sex,
Since | suppose we are nade to be no stronger
Than faults nmay shake our frames, |let ne be bold.
| do arrest your words. Be that you are,
That is, a woman; if you be nore, you're none;
If you be one, as you are well express'd
By all external warrants, show it now
By putting on the destin'd livery.
| SABELLA. | have no tongue but one; gentle, ny |ord,
Let ne intreat you speak the forner |anguage.
ANGELO. Plainly conceive, | |ove you.
| SABELLA. My brother did | ove Juliet,
And you tell nme that he shall die for't.
ANGELO. He shall not, Isabel, if you give ne |ove.
| SABELLA. | know your virtue hath a license in't,
VWhich seens a little fouler than it is,
To pluck on others.
ANGELO. Believe ne, on m ne honour,
My words express my purpose.
| SABELLA. Ha! little honour to be nuch believ'd,
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And nost pernicious purpose! Seem ng, seeni ng!
| wll proclaimthee, Angelo, |ook for't.
Sign ne a present pardon for ny brother
O, with an outstretch'd throat, 1'Il tell the
wor | d al oud
What man thou art.
ANGELO. Who will believe thee, |sabel?
My unsoil'd nane, th' austereness of ny life,
My vouch agai nst you, and ny place i' th' state,
W11l so your accusation overwei gh
That you shall stifle in your own report,
And snell of calummy. | have begun,
And now | give ny sensual race the rein:
Fit thy consent to ny sharp appetite;
Lay by all nicety and prolixious bl ushes
That bani sh what they sue for; redeemthy brother
By yielding up thy body to my will;
O else he nust not only die the death
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out
To ling' ring sufferance. Answer ne to-norrow,
O, by the affection that now gui des ne nost,
"Il prove a tyrant to him As for you,
Say what you can: ny fal se o' erwei ghs your

true. Exi t
| SABELLA. To whom should | conplain? Did | tel
this,

Who woul d believe nme? O peril ous nouths
That bear in themone and the sel f-sane tongue
Ei t her of condemmati on or approof,
Bi dding the | aw make curtsy to their wll;
Hooki ng both right and wong to th' appetite,
To followas it draws! |I'lIl to ny brother.
Though he hath fall'n by pronpture of the blood,
Yet hath he in himsuch a mnd of honour
That, had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bl oody bl ocks, he'd yield them up
Before his sister should her body stoop
To such abhorr'd pol |l ution.
Then, |sabel, |ive chaste, and, brother, die:
More than our brother is our chastity.
"Il tell himyet of Angel o's request,
And fit his mind to death, for his soul's
rest. Exi t
ACT 111. SCENE I.
The prison
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Ent er DUKE, disguised as before, CLAUDI O and
PROVOST

DUKE. So, then you hope of pardon from Lord Angel 0?
CLAUDI O. The m serabl e have no ot her nedicine
But only hope:
| have hope to Eve, and amprepar'd to die.
DUKE. Be absolute for death; either death or life
Shal | thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with
life.
If I do lose thee, | do |ose a thing
That none but fools would keep. A breath thou art,
Servile to all the skyey influences,
That dost this habitation where thou keep' st
Hourly afflict. Merely, thou art Death's fool;
For himthou Il abour'st by thy flight to shun
And yet run'st toward himstill. Thou art not
nobl e;
For all th' accommpbdations that thou bear' st
Are nurs'd by baseness. Thou 'rt by no neans
val i ant;
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork
O a poor worm Thy best of rest is sleep,
And that thou oft provok'st; yet grossly fear'st
Thy death, which is no nore. Thou art not thyself;
For thou exists on many a thousand grains
That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not;
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to
get,
And what thou hast, forget'st. Thou art not
certain;
For thy conplexion shifts to strange effects,
After the noon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor;
For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows,
Thou bear' st thy heavy riches but a journey,
And Deat h unl oads thee. Friend hast thou none;
For thine own bowels which do call thee sire,
The nmere effusion of thy proper |oins,
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum
For endi ng thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth
nor age,
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sl eep,
Dreami ng on both; for all thy bl essed youth
Becones as aged, and doth beg the al ns
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O palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich,
Thou hast neither heat, affection, |inb, nor
beauty,
To make thy riches pleasant. Wiat's yet in this
That bears the nane of life? Yet inthis life
Lie hid noe thousand deaths; yet death we fear,
That nmakes these odds all even.
CLAUDI O. | hunbly thank you.
To sue to live, | find | seek to die;
And, seeking death, find |ife. Let it conme on.
| SABELLA. [Wthin] What, ho! Peace here; grace and
good conpany!
PROVOST. Who's there? Cone in; the wish deserves a
wel cone.
DUKE. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again.
CLAUDI O Mpst holy sir, | thank you.

Enter | SABELLA

| SABELLA. My business is a word or two with C audio.
PROVOST. And very wel cone. Look, signior, here's
your sister.
DUKE. Provost, a word with you.
PROVOST. As many as you pl ease.
DUKE. Bring ne to hear them speak, where | may be
conceal ' d.
Exeunt DUKE
and PROVOST
CLAUDI O Now, sister, what's the confort?
| SABELLA. Wy,
As all conforts are; nost good, nobst good, indeed.
Lord Angel o, having affairs to heaven,
Intends you for his swift anmbassador,
Were you shall be an everlasting | eiger.
Theref ore, your best appoi ntnment nake wi th speed;
To-norrow you set on.
CLAUDIO. |Is there no renedy?
| SABELLA. None, but such renedy as, to save a head,
To cleave a heart in twain.
CLAUDI O. But is there any?
| SABELLA. Yes, brother, you may live:
There is a devilish nmercy in the judge,
If you'll inploreit, that will free your life,
But fetter you till death.
CLAUDI O. Per petual durance?
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| SABELLA. Ay, just; perpetual durance, a restraint,
Though all the world's vastidity you had,
To a determ n' d scope.
CLAUDI O. But in what nature?
| SABELLA. In such a one as, you consenting to't,
Woul d bark your honour fromthat trunk you bear,
And | eave you naked.
CLAUDI O. Let ne know t he point.
| SABELLA. O | do fear thee, Caudio; and | quake,
Lest thou a feverous |life shouldst entertain,
And six or seven winters nore respect
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die?
The sense of death is nobst in apprehension;
And t he poor beetle that we tread upon
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great
As when a gi ant dies.
CLAUDI O. Why give you ne this shane?
Think you | can a resolution fetch
Fromflow ry tenderness? If | nust die,
I wll encounter darkness as a bride
And hug it in mne arns.
| SABELLA. There spake my brother; there nmy father's
grave
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou nust die:
Thou art too noble to conserve a life
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,
Whose settl ed visage and del i berate word
Ni ps youth i' th' head, and follies doth enew
As falcon doth the fow, is yet a devil;
Hs filth within being cast, he woul d appear
A pond as deep as hell.
CLAUDI O. The preci se Angel o!
| SABELLA. O 'tis the cunning livery of hel
The dammed' st body to invest and cover
I n precise guards! Dost thou think, C audio,
I[f I would yield himmy virginity
Thou m ghtst be freed?
CLAUDI O. O heavens! it cannot be.
| SABELLA. Yes, he would give't thee, fromthis rank
of f ence,
So to offend himstill. This night's the tine
That | should do what | abhor to nane,
O else thou diest to-norrow.
CLAUDI O. Thou shalt not do't.
| SABELLA. O were it but ny |ife!
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I"d throw it down for your deliverance
As frankly as a pin.
CLAUDI O. Thanks, dear |sabel.
| SABELLA. Be ready, O audio, for your death to-
nor r ow.
CLAUDI O. Yes. Has he affections in him
That thus can make himbite the law by th' nose
When he would force it? Sure it is no sin;
O of the deadly seven it is the |east.
| SABELLA. Wiich is the |east?
CLAUDIO. If it were dammabl e, he being so w se,
Wiy woul d he for the nonentary trick
Be perdurably fin'd?- O Isabel!
| SABELLA. What says ny brother?
CLAUDI O Death is a fearful thing.
| SABELLA. And shaned |life a hateful.
CLAUDI O Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot;
This sensible warmnotion to becone
A kneaded cl od; and the delighted spirit
To bathe in fiery floods or to reside
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice;
To be inprison'd in the view ess w nds,
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world; or to be worse than wor st
O those that | awl ess and incertain thought
| magine howing- 'tis too horrible.
The weariest and nost |oathed worldly life
That age, ache, penury, and inprisonnent,
Can lay on nature is a paradise
To what we fear of death.
| SABELLA. Al as, al as!
CLAUDI O. Sweet sister, let ne |ive.
What sin you do to save a brother's life,
Nat ure di spenses with the deed so far
That it becones a virtue.
| SABELLA. O you beast!
O faithless coward! O di shonest wetch!
WIlt thou be nade a nan out of ny vice?
Is't not a kind of incest to take life
From thine own sister's shane? What shoul d |
t hi nk?
Heaven shield ny nother play'd ny father fair!
For such a warped slip of w | derness
Ne'er issu'd fromhis blood. Take ny defi ance;
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Die; perish. Mght but ny bendi ng down
Reprieve thee fromthy fate, it should proceed.
"Il pray a thousand prayers for thy death,
No word to save thee.

CLAUDI O. Nay, hear ne, |sabel.

| SABELLA. Ofie, fie, fiel!
Thy sin's not accidental, but a trade.
Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd;
"Tis best that thou diest quickly.

CLAUDI O O, hear ne, I|sabella.

Re- ent er DUKE

DUKE. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one word.

| SABELLA. What is your will?

DUKE. M ght you dispense with your |eisure, | would

by and by have

sone speech with you; the satisfaction | would
require is

| i kewi se your own benefit.

| SABELLA. | have no superfluous |eisure; ny stay

must be stol en out

of other affairs; but I will attend you awhil e.

apart |
DUKE. Son, | have overheard what hath pass'd
bet ween you and your
sister. Angel o had never the purpose to corrupt
her; only he hath
made an assay of her virtue to practise his
judgnment with the

di sposition of natures. She, having the truth of

honour in her,

hath made hi mthat gracious denial which he is
nost glad to

receive. | amconfessor to Angelo, and | know
this to be true;

therefore prepare yourself to death. Do not
satisfy your

resolution with hopes that are fallible; to-
norrow you nust die;

go to your knees and nake ready.

CLAUDI O. Let me ask ny sister pardon. | am so out

of love with life

that | will sue to be rid of it.
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DUKE. Hold you there. Farewell. [Exit CLAUD Q
Provost, a word with
you.

Re- ent er PROVOST

PROVOST. What's your wll, father?
DUKE. That, now you are come, you wll be gone.
Leave ne a while
with the maid; ny mnd promses with nmy habit no
| oss shall touch
her by nmy conpany.
PROVOST. | n good tine.
Exit PROVOST
DUKE. The hand that hath nade you fair hath made
you good; the
goodness that is cheap in beauty nakes beauty
brief in goodness;
but grace, being the soul of your conpl exion,
shal| keep the body
of it ever fair. The assault that Angelo hath
made to you,
fortune hath convey'd to ny understandi ng; and,
but that frailty
hat h exanples for his falling, | should wonder at
Angel 0. How
will you do to content this substitute, and to
save your brother?
| SABELLA. | am now going to resolve hinm | had
rat her my brother
die by the law than nmy son should be unlawful |y
born. But, O how
much is the good Duke deceiv'd in Angelo! |f ever
he return, and
| can speak to him | will open ny lips in vain,
or di scover his
gover nnent .
DUKE. That shall not be nmuch am ss; yet, as the
matt er now st ands,
he will avoid your accusation: he made trial of
you only.
Therefore fasten your ear on ny advisings; to the
| ove | have in
doi ng good a renedy presents itself. |I do make
nysel f believe
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that you may nost uprighteously do a poor wonged
| ady a nerited
benefit; redeem your brother fromthe angry | aw,
do no stain to
your own gracious person; and nuch pl ease the
absent Duke, if
peradventure he shall ever return to have hearing
of this
busi ness.
| SABELLA. Let ne hear you speak farther; | have
spirit to do
anyt hi ng that appears not foul in the truth of ny
spirit.
DUKE. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful.
Have you not
heard speak of Mariana, the sister of Frederick,
the great
sol dier who mscarried at sea?
| SABELLA. | have heard of the |ady, and good words
went with her
nane.
DUKE. She should this Angel o have married; was
affianced to her by
oath, and the nuptial appointed; between which
tinme of the
contract and limt of the solemity her brother
Frederi ck was
wreck'd at sea, having in that perished vessel
the dowy of his
sister. But mark how heavily this befell to the
poor gentl| ewonan:
there she | ost a noble and renowned brother, in
his | ove toward
her ever nost kind and natural; wth himthe
portion and sinew of
her fortune, her marriage-dowy; wth both, her
conbi nat e
husband, this well-seem ng Angel o.
| SABELLA. Can this be so? Did Angel o so | eave her?
DUKE. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of
themw th his
confort; swallowed his vows whol e, pretending in
her di scoveries
of dishonour; in few, bestow d her on her own
| ament ation, which
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she yet wears for his sake; and he, a marble to
her tears, is
washed with them but relents not.
| SABELLA. What a nmerit were it in death to take
this poor maid from
the worl d! What corruption in this life that it
will let this man
live! But how out of this can she avail?
DUKE. It is a rupture that you may easily heal; and
the cure of it
not only saves your brother, but keeps you from
di shonour in
doing it.
| SABELLA. Show ne how, good father.
DUKE. This forenaned maid hath yet in her the
conti nuance of her
first affection; his unjust unkindness, that in
all reason should
have quenched her |ove, hath, |ike an inpedi nent
in the current,
made it nore violent and unruly. Go you to
Angel o; answer his
requiring wth a plausi bl e obedi ence; agree with
his demands to
the point; only refer yourself to this advantage:
first, that
your stay with himmay not be long; that the tine
may have al
shadow and silence in it; and the place answer to
conveni ence.
This being granted in course- and now foll ows
all: we shal
advise this wonged maid to stead up your
appoi ntnent, go in your
pl ace. If the encounter acknow edge itself
hereafter, it my
conpel himto her reconpense; and here, by this,
I S your brother
saved, your honour untainted, the poor Mariana
advant aged, and
the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid wll | frane
and make fit for
his attenpt. If you think well to carry this as
you may, the
doubl eness of the benefit defends the deceit from
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repr oof . \What
think you of it?
| SABELLA. The image of it gives ne content already;
and | trust it
will grow to a nost prosperous perfection.
DUKE. It lies nmuch in your holding up. Haste you
speedily to
Angelo; if for this night he entreat you to his
bed, give him
prom se of satisfaction. I will presently to
Sai nt Luke's; there,
at the noated grange, resides this dejected
Mari ana. At that
pl ace call upon ne; and dispatch with Angel o,
that it may be
qui ckly.
| SABELLA. | thank you for this confort. Fare you
wel |, good father.
Exeunt
several ly
Scene 11.
The street before the prison

Enter, on one side, DUKE di sgui sed as before;
on t he ot her,
ELBOW and OFFI CERS wi th POVPEY

ELBOW Nay, if there be no renedy for it, but that
you wi Il needs
buy and sell nen and wonen |i ke beasts, we shal
have all the
world drink brown and white bastard.
DUKE. O heavens! what stuff is here?
POVPEY. ' Twas never nerry world since, of two
usuries, the nerriest
was put down, and the worser allow d by order of
law a furr'd
gown to keep himwarm and furr'd with fox on
| anb- skins too, to
signify that craft, being richer than innocency,
stands for the
faci ng.
ELBOW Cone your way, sir. Bless you, good father
friar.
DUKE. And you, good brother father. Wat offence
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hath this man nade
you, sSir?
ELBOW Marry, sir, he hath offended the |aw, and,
sir, we take him
to be a thief too, sir, for we have found upon

him sir, a
strange pi ckl ock, which we have sent to the
deputy.

DUKE. Fie, sirrah, a bawd, a w cked bawd!
The evil that thou causest to be done,
That is thy neans to live. Do thou but think
What 'tis to crama maw or clothe a back
From such a filthy vice; say to thyself
"From their abom nabl e and beastly touches
| drink, | eat, array nyself, and live.'
Canst thou believe thy living is a life,
So stinkingly depending? Go nend, go nend.
POVWPEY. |ndeed, it does stink in sone sort, sir;
but yet, sir,
| woul d prove-
DUKE. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for
sin,
Thou wilt prove his. Take himto prison, officer;
Correction and instruction nust both work
Ere this rude beast will profit.
ELBOWN He nust before the deputy, sir; he has given
hi m war ni ng.
The deputy cannot abide a whoremaster; if he be a
whor enonger ,
and cones before him he were as good go a mle
on his errand.
DUKE. That we were all, as sonme would seemto be,
Fromour faults, as his faults from seem ng, free.
ELBOW His neck will conme to your waist- a cord,
sir.

Enter LUCI O

POVPEY. | spy confort; | cry bail. Here's a
gentl eman, and a friend
of m ne.
LUCI OO How now, nobl e Ponpey! Wat, at the wheels
of Caesar? Art
thou led in triunph? Wat, is there none of
Pygnal i on' s i nages,
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new y nmade wonman, to be had now for putting the
hand in the

pocket and extracting it clutch'd? Wat reply,
ha? What say' st

thou to this tune, matter, and nethod? Is't not
drown'd i' th'

| ast rain, ha? What say'st thou, trot? Is the
world as it was,

man? Which is the way? Is it sad, and few words?

or how? The
trick of 1t?
DUKE. Still thus, and thus; still worse!

LUCI O. How doth ny dear norsel, thy m stress?
Procures she still,
ha?
POWPEY. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef,
and she is
herself in the tub.
LUCIO Why, 'tis good; it is the right of it; it
must be so; ever
your fresh whore and your powder'd bawd- an
unshunn' d
consequence; it nust be so. Art going to prison,
Ponpey?
POVPEY. Yes, faith, sir.
LUCIO. Wiy, 'tis not am ss, Ponpey. Farewell; go,
say | sent thee
thither. For debt, Ponpey- or how?
ELBOW For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
LUCIO Well, then, inprison him If inprisonnment be
t he due of a
bawd, why, 'tis his right. Bawd i s he doubtl ess,
and of
antiquity, too; bawd-born. Farewell, good Ponpey.
Commend ne to
the prison, Ponpey. You will turn good husband
now, Ponpey; you

wi |l keep the house.
POVPEY. | hope, sir, your good worship will be ny
bai | .
LUCI O. No, indeed, will | not, Ponpey; it is not
the wear. | wll

pray, Ponpey, to increase your bondage. If you
take it not
patiently, why, your nettle is the nore. Adieu
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trusty Ponpey.
Bl ess you, friar.

DUKE. And you

LUCI O. Does Bridget paint still, Ponpey, ha?

ELBOWN Cone your ways, Sir; cone.

POVPEY. You will not bail nme then, sir?

LUCI O. Then, Ponpey, nor now. What news abroad,
friar? what news?

ELBOWN Cone your ways, Sir; cone.

LUCI OO Go to kennel, Ponpey, go.

Exeunt ELBOW POWPEY
and OFFI CERS

What news, friar, of the Duke?
DUKE. | know none. Can you tell nme of any?
LUCI OO Sone say he is with the Enperor of Russia;
ot her some, he is
i n Rome; but where is he, think you?
DUKE. | know not where; but wheresoever, | wish him
wel | .
LUCIO It was a mad fantastical trick of himto
steal fromthe
state and usurp the beggary he was never born to.
Lord Angel o
dukes it well in his absence; he puts
transgression to't.
DUKE. He does well in't.
LUCIO Alittle nore lenity to |l echery would do no
harmin him
somet hi ng too crabbed that way, friar.
DUKE. It is too general a vice, and severity mnust
cure it.
LUCI O. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great
kindred; it is
well allied; but it is inpossible to extirp it
quite, friar, til
eating and drinking be put down. They say this
Angel o was not
made by man and wonan after this downright way of
creation. Is it
true, think you?
DUKE. How shoul d he be nmade, then?
LUCI O. Sone report a sea-maid spawn'd him sone,
t hat he was begot
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bet ween two stock-fishes. But it is certain that
when he makes
water his urine is congeal'd ice; that | knowto
be true. And he
is a notion generative; that's infallible.
DUKE. You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace.
LUCI O Wiy, what a ruthless thing is this in him
for the rebellion
of a codpiece to take away the life of a man!
Wul d the Duke t hat
I s absent have done this? Ere he woul d have
hang'd a man for the
getting a hundred bastards, he woul d have paid
for the nursing a
t housand. He had sone feeling of the sport; he
knew t he servi ce,
and that instructed himto nercy.
DUKE. | never heard the absent Duke nuch detected
for wonen; he was
not inclin'd that way.
LUCIO. O sir, you are deceiv'd.
DUKE. 'Tis not possible.
LUCI O. Who- not the Duke? Yes, your beggar of
fifty; and his use
was to put a ducat in her clack-dish. The Duke
had crotchets in
him He would be drunk too; that let ne inform
you.
DUKE. You do hi mwong, surely.
LUCIO. Sir, | was an inward of his. A shy fell ow
was the Duke; and
| believe I know the cause of his w thdraw ng.
DUKE. What, | prithee, m ght be the cause?
LUCI O No, pardon; 'tis a secret nust be lock'd
within the teeth
and the lips; but this | can |let you understand:
the greater file
of the subject held the Duke to be w se.
DUKE. W se? Wiy, no question but he was.
LUCI O. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing
fell ow
DUKE. Either this is envy in you, folly, or
m st aki ng; the very
streamof his |life, and the business he hath
hel med, nust, upon a
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warranted need, give hima better proclamation.
Let hi m be but
testinmonied in his own bringings-forth, and he
shal | appear to
t he envious a scholar, a statesman, and a
sol dier. Therefore you
speak unskilfully; or, if your know edge be nore,
It 1s nmuch
dark' ned in your nmalice.
LUCIO Sir, | know him and | |ove him
DUKE. Love talks wth better know edge, and
know edge with dearer

| ove.
LUCI O. Come, sir, | know what | know.
DUKE. | can hardly believe that, since you know not

what you speak.
But, if ever the Duke return, as our prayers are
he may, let ne
desire you to make your answer before him If it
be honest you
have spoke, you have courage to nmaintain it; | am
bound to call
upon you; and | pray you your nane?
LUCIO. Sir, ny nane is Lucio, well known to the
Duke.
DUKE. He shall know you better, sir, if | may live
to report you.
LUCIO. | fear you not.

DUKE. O you hope the Duke will return no nore; or
you i magi ne ne
too unhurtful an opposite. But, indeed, | can do
you little harm
you' |l forswear this again.
LUCIO I'Il be hang'd first. Thou art deceiv'd in
me, friar. But no
nore of this. Canst thou tell if Claudio die to-

norrow or no?
DUKE. Why should he die, sir?
LUCI O Why? For filling a bottle with a tun-dish.
woul d t he Duke
we talk of were return'd again. This ungenitur'd
agent wi ||
unpeopl e the province with continency; sparrows
must not build in
hi s house- eaves because they are | echerous. The
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Duke yet would

have dark deeds darkly answered; he woul d never
bring themto

light. Wwuld he were return'd! Marry, this
Cl audi o i s condemed

for untrussing. Farewell, good friar; | prithee
pray for nme. The

Duke, | say to thee again, would eat nutton on
Fridays. He's not

past it yet; and, | say to thee, he would nouth

W th a beggar

t hough she snelt brown bread and garlic. Say that
| said so.

Farewel | .
Exi t

DUKE. No m ght nor greatness in nortality

Can censure scape; back-woundi ng cal ummy

The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue?

But who cones here?

Ent er ESCALUS, PROVOST, and OFFI CERS with
M STRESS OVERDONE

ESCALUS. Go, away with her to prison.
VRS. OVERDONE. Good ny lord, be good to ne; your
honour is
accounted a nerciful man; good ny |ord.
ESCALUS. Doubl e and treble adnonition, and still
forfeit in the
same kind! This woul d make nercy swear and pl ay
the tyrant.
PROVOST. A bawd of el even years' continuance, nay
it please your
honour .
MRS. OVERDONE. My lord, this is one Lucio's
I nformati on agai nst ne.
M stress Kate Keepdown was with child by himin
t he Duke's tine;
he proms'd her marriage. His child is a year and
a quarter old
conme Philip and Jacob; | have kept it nyself; and
see how he goes
about to abuse ne.
ESCALUS. That fellowis a fellow of nuch |icense.
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Let himbe call'd
before us. Away with her to prison. Go to; no
nore words. [ Exeunt
OFFI CERS wi th M STRESS OVERDONE] Provost, ny
br ot her Angelo w ||
not be alter'd: Caudio nust die to-norrow. Let
hi m be furnish'd
with divines, and have all charitable
preparation. If ny brother
wrought by ny pity, it should not be so with him
PROVOST. So please you, this friar hath been with
him and advis'd
himfor th' entertai nnent of death.
ESCALUS. Good even, good father.
DUKE. Bliss and goodness on you!
ESCALUS. O whence are you?
DUKE. Not of this country, though my chance is now
To use it for ny tinme. | am a brother
O gracious order, |late cone fromthe See
I n special business fromhis Holiness.
ESCALUS. VWhat news abroad i' th' world?
DUKE. None, but that there is so great a fever on
goodness that the
di ssolution of it must cure it. Novelty is only
I n request; and,
as it is, as dangerous to be aged in any kind of
course as it is
virtuous to be constant in any undertakei ng.
There is scarce
truth enough alive to nake societies secure; but
security enough
to make fell owships accurst. Mich upon this
riddle runs the
w sdom of the world. This news is old enough, yet
it is every
day's news. | pray you, sir, of what disposition
was t he Duke?
ESCALUS. One that, above all other strifes,
contended especially to
know hi nsel f.
DUKE. What pl easure was he given to?
ESCALUS. Rather rejoicing to see another nerry than
merry at
anyt hi ng which profess'd to make himrejoice; a
gentl eman of all
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tenperance. But | eave we himto his events, with
a prayer they
may prove prosperous; and let nme desire to know
how you find
Cl audi o prepar'd. | am nmade to understand that
you have lent him
visitation.
DUKE. He professes to have received no sinister
neasure fromhis
judge, but nost willingly hunbles hinself to the
determ nati on of
justice. Yet had he franmed to hinself, by the
I nstruction of his
frailty, many deceiving prom ses of life; which
|, by my good
| ei sure, have discredited to him and now he is
resolv'd to die.
ESCALUS. You have paid the heavens your function,
and the prisoner
the very debt of your calling. | have |abour'd
for the poor
gentl eman to the extrenest shore of ny nodesty;
but ny brother
justice have | found so severe that he hath
forc'd me to tell him
he is indeed Justice.
DUKE. If his own |ife answer the straitness of his
proceeding, it
shall beconme himwell; wherein if he chance to
fail, he hath
sentenc' d hinsel f.
ESCALUS. | amgoing to visit the prisoner. Fare you
wel | .

DUKE. Peace be with you! Exeunt ESCALUS
and PROVOST
He who the sword of heaven w || bear

Shoul d be as holy as severe;
Pattern in hinself to know,

Grace to stand, and virtue go;

More nor | ess to others paying
Than by sel f-offences wei ghi ng.
Shane to hi m whose cruel striking
Kills for faults of his own [|iKking!
Twi ce treble shane on Angel o,
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To weed ny vice and let his grow
O what nmay man within him hide,
Though angel on the outward side!
How may | i keness, made in crines,
Make a practice on the tines,
To draw with idle spiders' strings
Most ponderous and substantial things!
Craft against vice | nust apply.
Wth Angelo to-night shall lie
Hi s ol d betrothed but despised;
So di sqguise shall, by th' disguised,
Pay with fal sehood fal se exacting,
And performan old
contracting. Exi t
Act V. Scene |.
The noated grange at Saint Duke's

Enter MARI ANA; and BOY si ngi ng
SONG

Take, O take those |ips away,
That so sweetly were forsworn
And those eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do m sl ead the norn;
But my kisses bring again, bring again;
Seals of love, but seal'd in vain, seal'd
I n vain.

Ent er DUKE, disguised as before

MARI ANA. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick
away;
Here cones a man of confort, whose advice
Hath often still'd nmy braw i ng
di scont ent. Exit BOY
| cry you nercy, sir, and well could w sh
You had not found ne here so nusical.
Let me excuse ne, and believe ne so,
My mirth it nmuch displeas'd, but pleas'd ny woe.
DUKE. 'Tis good; though nusic oft hath such a charm
To make bad good and good provoke to harm
| pray you tell ne hath anybody inquir'd for ne
here to-day. Mich
upon this tinme have | proms'd here to neet.
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MARI ANA. You have not been inquir'd after; | have
sat here all day.

Ent er | SABELLA

DUKE. | do constantly believe you. The tine is cone
even now. |
shall crave your forbearance a little. May be |
will call upon

you anon, for sonme advantage to yourself.
MARI ANA. | am al ways bound to
you. Exi t
DUKE. Very well net, and well cone.
What is the news fromthis good deputy?
| SABELLA. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick,
Whose western side is with a vineyard back' d;
And to that vineyard is a planched gate
That nakes his opening with this bigger key;
This other doth command a little door
Which fromthe vineyard to the garden | eads.
There have | nmade ny prom se
Upon the heavy m ddl e of the night
To call upon him
DUKE. But shall you on your know edge find this way?
| SABELLA. | have ta'en a due and wary note upon't;
Wth whispering and nost guilty diligence,
In action all of precept, he did show ne
The way twi ce o' er.
DUKE. Are there no other tokens
Bet ween you ' greed concerning her observance?
| SABELLA. No, none, but only a repair i' th' dark;
And that | have possess'd himny nost stay
Can be but brief; for | have nmade hi m know
| have a servant conmes with ne al ong,
That stays upon ne; whose persuasion is
| cone about my brother.
DUKE. 'Tis well borne up.
| have not yet nmade known to Mari ana
A word of this. What ho, within! cone forth

Re-enter MARI ANA
| pray you be acquainted with this maid,

She cones to do you good.
| SABELLA. | do desire the liKke.
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DUKE. Do you persuade yourself that | respect you?
MARI ANA. Good friar, |I know you do, and have found
it.
DUKE. Take, then, this your conpanion by the hand,
Who hath a story ready for your ear.
| shall attend your |eisure; but make haste;
The vapor ous ni ght approaches.
MARI ANA. WIIl't please you wal k asi de?
Exeunt MARI ANA
and | SABELLA
DUKE. O place and greatness! MIlions of false eyes
Are stuck upon thee. Vol unes of report
Run with these fal se, and nost contrari ous quest
Upon thy doi ngs. Thousand escapes of wt
Make thee the father of their idle dream
And rack thee in their fancies.

Re-enter MARI ANA and | SABELLA

Wl cone, how agreed?
| SABELLA. She'll take the enterprise upon her,
f at her,
If you advise it.
DUKE. It is not nmy consent,
But ny entreaty too.
| SABELLA. Little have you to say,
When you depart fromhim but, soft and | ow,
" Renmenber now ny brother.'
MARI ANA. Fear ne not.
DUKE. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all.
He i s your husband on a pre-contract.
To bring you thus together 'tis no sin,
Sith that the justice of your title to him
Doth flourish the deceit. Cone, |et us go;
Qur corn's to reap, for yet our tithe's to
SOW. Exeunt
SCENE 11 .
The prison

Ent er PROVOST and POVPEY
PROVOST. Cone hither, sirrah. Can you cut off a
man' s head?

POVWPEY. |If the man be a bachelor, sir, | can; but
if he be a
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married man, he's his wife's head, and | can
never cut of a

wonman' s head.

PROVOST. Cone, sir, |eave nme your snatches and

yield me a direct

answer. To-norrow norning are to die C audio and
Bar nardi ne. Here

IS in our prison a commobn executioner, who in his
office lacks a

hel per; if you will take it on you to assist him
It shall redeem

you fromyour gyves; if not, you shall have your
full time of

| npri sonnent, and your deliverance with an
unpi ti ed whi pping, for

you have been a notorious bawd.

POVPEY. Sir, | have been an unlawful bawd tine out
of m nd; but yet
| wll be content to be a |awful hangman. | woul d
be glad to

recei ve sone instructions fromny fellow partner.
PROVOST. What ho, Abhorson! Were's Abhorson there?

Ent er ABHORSON

ABHORSON. Do you call, sir?
PROVOST. Sirrah, here's a felloww |l help you to-
norrow i n your
execution. If you think it neet, conmpound with
hi m by the year,
and | et him abide here with you; if not, use him
for the present,
and dismss him He cannot plead his estinmation
with you; he hath
been a bawd.
ABHORSON. A bawd, sir? Fie upon him He wll
di scredit our nystery.
PROVOST. Go to, sir; you weigh equally; a feather
will turn the
scal e.
Exi t
POVPEY. Pray, sir, by your good favour- for surely,
sir, a good
favour you have but that you have a hangi ng | ook-
do you call
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sir, your occupation a nystery?
ABHORSON. Ay, sir; a nystery.
POVPEY. Painting, sir, | have heard say, is
nystery; and your

whores, sir, being nmenbers of ny occupati on,

usi ng painting, do

prove ny occupation a nystery; but what nystery

t here shoul d be
in hanging, if | should be hang'd, | cannot
| magi ne.
ABHORSON. Sir, it is a nystery.
POVPEY. Proof ?

ABHORSON. Every true man's apparel fits your thief:

if it be too

little for your thief, your true man thinks it

bi g enough; if it

be too big for your thief, your thief thinks it

littl e enough; so
every true man's apparel fits your thief.

Re- ent er PROVOST

PROVOST. Are you agreed?

POWPEY. Sir, | will serve him for |I do find your

hangman is a nore

penitent trade than your bawd; he doth oftener

ask forgiveness.

PROVOST. You, sirrah, provide your block and your

axe to-norrow
four o'clock.

ABHORSON. Cone on, bawd; | will instruct thee in ny

trade; foll ow

POVPEY. | do desire to learn, sir; and | hope,

you have occasi on

to use ne for your own turn, you shall find ne

yare; for truly,

sir, for your kindness |I owe you a good turn.

PROVOST. Call hither Barnardi ne and d audi o.

Exeunt ABHORSON

and POVPEY
Th' one has ny pity; not a jot the other,

Bei ng a nmurderer, though he were ny brother.

Ent er CLAUDI O
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Look, here's the warrant, C audio, for thy death;

"Tis now dead m dni ght, and by ei ght to-norrow

Thou nust be nade imortal. \Were's Barnardi ne?
CLAUDI O. As fast lock'd up in sleep as guiltless

| abour
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones.
He will not wake.

PROVOST. Who can do good on hinf
Vel |, go, prepare yourself. [Knocking w thin] But
har k, what
noi se?
Heaven give your spirits confort!
Exit CLAUDI O
[ Knocki ng continues] By and by.
| hope it is sone pardon or reprieve
For the nost gentle d audio.

Enter DUKE, disguised as before

Wl cone, father.
DUKE. The best and whol esom st spirits of the night
Envel op you, good Provost! Wwo call'd here of
| at e?
PROVOST. None, since the curfew rung.
DUKE. Not | sabel ?
PROVOST. No.
DUKE. They will then, ere't be |ong.
PROVOST. What confort is for d audio?
DUKE. There's sone in hope.
PROVOST. It is a bitter deputy.
DUKE. Not so, not so; his life is parallel'd
Even with the stroke and |ine of his great
justice;
He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in hinmself which he spurs on his powr
To qualify in others. Were he neal'd with that
Whi ch he corrects, then were he tyrannous;
But this being so, he's just. [Knocking w thin]
Now are they
cone.
Exi t PROVOST
This is a gentle provost; sel dom when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of nen.
[ Knocki ng wit hin]
How now, what noise! That spirit's possess'd with
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hast e
That wounds th' unsisting postern with these
st rokes.

Re- ent er PROVOST

PROVOST. There he nust stay until the officer
Arise to let himin; heis call'd up.

DUKE. Have you no countermand for C audi o yet
But he nust die to-norrow?

PROVOST. None, sir, none.

DUKE. As near the dawning, Provost, as it is,
You shall hear nore ere norning.

PROVOST. Happily
You sonet hi ng know, yet | believe there cones
No count ermand; no such exanpl e have we.
Besi des, upon the very siege of justice,
Lord Angel o hath to the public ear
Profess'd the contrary.

Ent er a MESSENGER

This is his [ordship' s nan.
DUKE. And here cones C audi o' s pardon.
MESSENGER. My lord hath sent you this note; and by
me this further
charge, that you swerve not fromthe small est
article of it,
neither in tinme, matter, or other circunstance.
Good norrow, for
as | take it, it is alnost day.
PROVOST. | shall obey him
Exit MESSENGER
DUKE. [Aside] This is his pardon, purchas'd by such
sin
For which the pardoner hinself is in;
Hence hath offence his quick celerity,
When it is borne in high authority.
When vi ce nmakes nercy, nercy's so extended
That for the fault's love is th' offender
friended.
Now, sir, what news?
PROVOST. | told you: Lord Angel o, belike thinking
me rem ss in mne
of fice, awakens ne with this unwonted putting-on;
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nmet hi nks
strangely, for he hath not us'd it before.
DUKE. Pray you, let's hear.
PROVOST. [ Reads] 'Whatsoever you nay hear to the
contrary, |let
C audi o be executed by four of the clock, and, in
t he afternoon,
Barnardi ne. For ny better satisfaction, let ne
have C audi o' s
head sent ne by five. Let this be duly perforned,
with a thought
that nore depends on it than we nust yet deliver.
Thus fail not
to do your office, as you will answer it at your
peril .’
What say you to this, sir?
DUKE. What is that Barnardine who is to be executed
in th'
aft ernoon?
PROVOST. A Bohem an born; but here nurs'd up and
br ed.
One that is a prisoner nine years old.
DUKE. How cane it that the absent Duke had not
either deliver'd him
to his liberty or executed hin? | have heard it
was ever his
manner to do so.
PROVOST. His friends still wought reprieves for
hi m and, i ndeed,
his fact, till nowin the governnent of Lord
Angel o, cane not to
an undoubt ed proof.
DUKE. It is now apparent?
PROVOST. Most mani fest, and not denied by hinsel f.
DUKE. Hath he borne hinself penitently in prison?
How seens he to
be touch' d?
PROVOST. A man that apprehends death no nore
dreadfully but as a
drunken sl eep; carel ess, reckless, and fearl ess,
of what's past,
present, or to cone; insensible of nortality and
desperately
nortal .
DUKE. He wants advi ce.
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PROVOST. He will hear none. He hath evernore had
the liberty of the
prison; give himleave to escape hence, he would
not; drunk many
tinmes a day, if not many days entirely drunk. W
have very oft
awak'd him as if to carry himto execution, and
show d hima
seem ng warrant for it; it hath not noved hi m at
al | .
DUKE. More of himanon. There is witten in your
brow, Provost,
honesty and constancy. If | read it not truly, ny
anci ent skill
beguiles nme; but in the boldness of ny cunning I
will lay nyself
I n hazard. C audi o, whom here you have warrant to
execute, is no
greater forfeit to the | aw than Angel o who hath
sentenc'd him To
make you understand this in a manifested effect,
| crave but four
days' respite; for the which you are to do ne
both a present and
a dangerous courtesy.
PROVOST. Pray, sir, in what?
DUKE. In the del ayi ng deat h.
PROVOST. Al ack! How may | do it, having the hour
limted, and an
express command, under penalty, to deliver his
head in the view
of Angelo? | may make ny case as Claudio's, to
cross this in the
smal | est.
DUKE. By the vow of mne order, | warrant you, if
ny instructions
may be your guide. Let this Barnardine be this
nor ni ng execut ed,
and his head borne to Angel o.
PROVOST. Angel o hath seen them both, and w ||
di scover the favour.
DUKE. O, death's a great disguiser; and you may add
to it. Shave
the head and tie the beard; and say it was the
desire of the
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penitent to be so bar'd before his death. You
know t he course is
common. |f anything fall to you upon this nore
t han t hanks and
good fortune, by the saint whom | profess, | wll
pl ead agai nst
it with ny life.
PROVOST. Pardon nme, good father; it is against ny
oat h.
DUKE. Were you sworn to the Duke, or to the deputy?
PROVOST. To himand to his substitutes.
DUKE. You w Il think you have made no offence if
t he Duke avouch
the justice of your dealing?
PROVOST. But what likelihood is in that?
DUKE. Not a resenbl ance, but a certainty. Yet since
| see you
fearful, that neither ny coat, integrity, nor
per suasi on, can
with ease attenpt you, I will go further than
meant, to pluck
all fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the
hand and seal of
t he Duke. You know the character, | doubt not;
and the signet is
not strange to you.
PROVOST. | know t hem bot h.
DUKE. The contents of this is the return of the
Duke; you shal
anon over-read it at your pleasure, where you
shall find within
these two days he will be here. This is a thing
t hat Angel o knows
not; for he this very day receives letters of
strange tenour,
perchance of the Duke's death, perchance entering
I nto sone
nonastery; but, by chance, nothing of what is
wit. Look, th'
unfolding star calls up the shepherd. Put not
yourself into
amazenent how t hese things should be: all
difficulties are but
easy when they are known. Call your executioner,
and off with
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Barnardine's head. | wll give hima present

shrift, and advi se

himfor a better place. Yet you are amaz'd, but

this shall

absol utely resolve you. Cone away; it is al nost

cl ear dawn.

SCENE | 11.
The prison

Ent er POVWPEY

POVPEY. | amas well acquainted here as | was in

our house of

profession; one would think it were Mstress

Overdone's own

house, for here be many of her old custoners.

First, here's young

Master Rash; he's in for a comodity of brown

paper and ol d
gi nger, nine score and seventeen pounds,
he made five

mar ks ready noney. Marry, then ginger was not

much in request,

for the old wonen were all dead. Then is there

here one Master

Caper, at the suit of Master Threepile the

mercer, for sone four

suits of peach-colour'd satin, which now peaches

hi m a beggar.

Then have we here young Dizy, and young Master

Deepvow, and

Mast er Copperspur, and Master Starvel ackey,

rapi er and dagger
man, and young Dropheir that kill'd lusty
Puddi ng, and Master

Forthlight the tilter, and brave Master Shootie

the great

traveller, and wld Hal fcan that stabb'd Pots,

and, | think,

forty nore- all great doers in our trade,
now ' for the

Lord' s sake.'

Ent er ABHORSON
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ABHORSON. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither.
POVPEY. Master Barnardine! You nust rise and be
hang' d, Master
Bar nar di ne!
ABHORSON. What ho, Barnardi ne!
BARNARDI NE. [Wthin] A pox o' your throats! Wo
makes that noise
there? What are you?
POVPEY. Your friends, sir; the hangnman. You nust be
so good, sir,
to rise and be put to death.
BARNARDI NE. [ Wthin ] Away, you rogue, away; | am

sl eepy.

ABHORSON. Tell him he nust awake, and that quickly
t 0o.

POVPEY. Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till you are

execut ed, and
sl eep afterwards.
ABHORSON. Go in to him and fetch himout.
POWPEY. He is comng, sir, he is comng; | hear his
straw rustle.

Ent er BARNARDI NE

ABHORSON. |Is the axe upon the bl ock, sirrah?
POVPEY. Very ready, sir.
BARNARDI NE. How now, Abhorson, what's the news with
you?
ABHORSON. Truly, sir, | would desire you to clap
i nto your prayers;
for, look you, the warrant's cone.
BARNARDI NE. You rogue, | have been drinking all
ni ght; | am not
fitted for't.
POWPEY. O, the better, sir! For he that drinks all
night and is
hanged betines in the norning may sl eep the
sounder all the next
day.

Ent er DUKE, disguised as before

ABHORSON. Look you, sir, here conmes your ghostly
f at her.
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Do we jest now, think you?
DUKE. Sir, induced by ny charity, and hearing how
hastily you are
to depart, | amcone to advise you, confort you,
and pray with
you.
BARNARDI NE. Friar, not |I; | have been drinking hard
all night, and
Il wll have nore tinme to prepare ne, or they
shal | beat out ny
brains with billets. I will not consent to die
this day, that's
certain.
DUKE. O Sir, you nust; and therefore | beseech you
Look forward on the journey you shall go.
BARNARDI NE. | swear | will not die to-day for any
man' s persuasi on.
DUKE. But hear you-
BARNARDI NE. Not a word; if you have anything to say
to ne, cone to
my ward; for thence wll not | to-
day. Exi t
DUKE. Unfit to live or die. O gravel heart!
After him fellows; bring himto the bl ock.
Exeunt ABHORSON
and POVPEY

Ent er PROVOST

PROVOST. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner?

DUKE. A creature unprepar'd, unneet for death;
And to transport himin the mnd he is
Wer e dammabl e.

PROVOST. Here in the prison, father,

There died this norning of a cruel fever

One Ragozine, a nost notorious pirate,

A man of Claudio's years; his beard and head
Just of his colour. What if we do omt

This reprobate till he were well inclin'd,
And satisfy the deputy with the visage

O Ragozine, nore like to C audi 0?

DUKE. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provi des!
Di spatch it presently; the hour draws on
Prefix'd by Angel o. See this be done,

And sent according to conmand; whiles |
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Persuade this rude wetch willingly to die.
PROVOST. This shall be done, good father, presently.
But Barnardine nust die this afternoon;
And how shall we continue d audi o,
To save ne fromthe danger that m ght cone
If he were known alive?
DUKE. Let this be done:
Put themin secret holds, both Barnardi ne and
d audi o.
Ere twice the sun hath nmade his journal greeting
To the under generation, you shall find
Your safety nmmanifested.
PROVOST. | am your free dependant.
DUKE. Quick, dispatch, and send the head to Angel o.
Exi t
PROVOST
Now wi Il | wite letters to Angel o-
The Provost, he shall bear them whose contents
Shall witness to himl am near at hone,
And that, by great injunctions, | am bound
To enter publicly. HmI1'Ill desire
To nmeet nme at the consecrated fount,
A | eague below the city; and fromthence,
By cold gradation and well-balanc'd form
We shall proceed with Angel o.

Re- ent er PROVOST

PROVOST. Here is the head; I'll carry it nyself.

DUKE. Convenient is it. Make a swift return;
For | would commune with you of such things
That want no ear but yours.

PROVOST. 1'11 nmake al

speed. Exit

| SABELLA. [ Wthin ] Peace, ho, be here!

DUKE. The tongue of Isabel. She's cone to know
If yet her brother's pardon be cone hither;
But | wll keep her ignorant of her good,

To make her heavenly conforts of despair
When it is | east expected.

Ent er | SABELLA

| SABELLA. Ho, by your | eave!
DUKE. Good norning to you, fair and gracious
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daught er.

| SABELLA. The better, given ne by so holy a man.
Hat h yet the deputy sent ny brother's pardon?

DUKE. He hath releas'd him Isabel, fromthe world.
H s head is off and sent to Angel o.

| SABELLA. Nay, but it is not so.

DUKE. It is no other.

Show your wi sdom daughter, in your close
pati ence,

| SABELLA. O | will to himand pluck out his eyes!

DUKE. You shall not be admtted to his sight.

| SABELLA. Unhappy C audi o! Wetched | sabel!

I njurious world! Mst dammed Angel o!

DUKE. This nor hurts himnor profits you a jot;
Forbear it, therefore; give your cause to heaven.
Mark what | say, which you shall find
By every syllable a faithful verity.

The Duke cones hone to-norrow. Nay, dry your eyes.

One of our covent, and his confessor,

G ves ne this instance. Already he hath carried

Notice to Escal us and Angel o,

Who do prepare to neet himat the gates,

There to give up their powr. If you can, pace
your w sdom

In that good path that | would wish it go,

And you shall have your bosomon this wetch

G ace of the Duke, revenges to your heart,

And general honour.

| SABELLA. | amdirected by you.

DUKE. This letter, then, to Friar Peter give;
"Tis that he sent me of the Duke's return.

Say, by this token, | desire his conpany

At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause and yours
"Il perfect himw thal; and he shall bring you
Bef ore the Duke; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him honme and hone. For ny poor self,

| am conbi ned by a sacred vow,

And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter.
Command these fretting waters from your eyes
Wth a light heart; trust not my holy order,

If | pervert your course. Wo's here?

Enter LUCI O

LUCI O. Good even. Friar, where's the Provost?
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DUKE. Not within, sir.

LUCIO O pretty Isabella, | ampale at mne heart
to see thine eyes
so red. Thou must be patient. | amfain to dine
and sup with
wat er and bran; | dare not for ny head fill ny

bel ly; one
fruitful nmeal would set ne to't. But they say the
Duke will be
here to-norrow. By ny troth, Isabel, | lov'd thy
brother. |If the
ol d fantastical Duke of dark corners had been at
home, he had
lived.
Exit | SABELLA
DUKE. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little behol di ng
to your reports;
but the best is, he lives not in them
LUCI O. Friar, thou knowest not the Duke so well as
| do; he's a
better woodnman than thou tak'st himfor.
DUKE. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare ye
wel | .
LUCIO. Nay, tarry; I'll go along with thee; | can
tell thee pretty
tal es of the Duke.
DUKE. You have told ne too many of him already,
sir, if they be
true; if not true, none were enough.
LUCIO | was once before himfor getting a wench
wi th child.
DUKE. Did you such a thing?
LUCI O Yes, marry, did I; but I was fain to
forswear it: they would
el se have married ne to the rotten nedl ar.
DUKE. Sir, your conpany is fairer than honest. Rest

you wel | .
LUCIO By ny troth, I'll go with thee to the lane's
end. If bawdy
talk offend you, we'll have very little of it.
Nay, friar, | ama
kind of burr; | shall
sti ck. Exeunt

SCENE | V.
ANGELO S house
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Ent er ANGELO and ESCALUS

ESCALUS. Every letter he hath wit hath di svouch'd
ot her.
ANGELO. I n nost uneven and distracted manner. Hi s
actions show much
|i ke to madness; pray heaven his w sdom be not
tai nted! And why
neet himat the gates, and redeliver our
authorities there?
ESCALUS. | guess not.
ANGELO. And why should we proclaimit in an hour
before his
ent'ring that, if any crave redress of injustice,
t hey shoul d
exhibit their petitions in the street?
ESCALUS. He shows his reason for that: to have a
di spat ch of
conplaints; and to deliver us from devices
hereafter, which
shall then have no power to stand agai nst us.
ANGELO. Well, | beseech you, let it be proclaimd;
Betines i' th' nmorn I'll call you at your house;
G ve notice to such nmen of sort and suit
As are to neet him
ESCALUS. | shall, sir; fare you well.
ANGELO. Good ni ght.
Exit ESCALUS
Thi s deed unshapes ne quite, nakes nme unpregnant
And dull to all proceedings. A deflow red maid!
And by an em nent body that enforc'd
The | aw against it! But that her tender shane
WI Il not procl ai magainst her maiden | oss,
How m ght she tongue ne! Yet reason dares her no;
For my authority bears a so credent bulk
That no particul ar scandal once can touch
But it confounds the breather. He should have
liv'd,
Save that his riotous youth, wth dangerous sense,
Mght in the times to cone have ta' en revenge,
By so receiving a dishonour'd |life
Wth ransom of such shane. Wuld yet he had liv'd!
Al ack, when once our grace we have forgot,
Not hi ng goes right; we would, and we woul d
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not . Exi t
SCENE V.
Fi el ds wi thout the town

Enter DUKE in his own habit, and Fri ar
PETER

DUKE. These letters at fit tinme deliver ne.

[Gving letters]

The Provost knows our purpose and our plot.

The matter being afoot, keep your instruction

And hold you ever to our special drift;

Though sonetines you do blench fromthis to that

As cause doth mnister. Go, call at Flavius'
house,

And tell himwhere | stay; give the |like notice

To Val enti nus, Rowl and, and to Crassus,

And bid thembring the trunpets to the gate;

But send nme Flavius first.

PETER. 1t shall be speeded well.
Exit FRI AR

Ent er VARRI US

DUKE. | thank thee, Varrius; thou hast nmade good
hast e.
Come, we will walk. There's other of our friends
WIIl greet us here anon. My gentle
Varri us! Exeunt
SCENE VI .
A street near the city gate

Enter | SABELLA and MARI ANA

| SABELLA. To speak so indirectly | am | oat h;
| would say the truth; but to accuse hi m so,
That is your part. Yet | amadvis'd to do it;
He says, to veil full purpose.

MARI ANA. Be rul'd by him

| SABELLA. Besides, he tells ne that, if peradventure
He speak agai nst ne on the adverse side,
I should not think it strange; for "tis a physic
That's bitter to sweet end.

MARI ANA. | would Friar Peter-
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Enter FRI AR PETER

| SABELLA. O peace! the friar is cone.
PETER. Conme, | have found you out a stand nost fit,
Where you may have such vantage on the Duke
He shall not pass you. Tw ce have the trunpets
sounded;
The generous and gravest citizens
Have hent the gates, and very near upon
The Duke is ent'ring; therefore, hence,
away. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE I.
The city gate

Enter at several doors DUKE, VARRI US, LORDS
ANGELQ
ESCALUS, Luci o, PROVOST, OFFI CERS, and Cl Tl ZENS

DUKE. My very worthy cousin, fairly net!

Qur old and faithful friend, we are glad to see
you.

ANGELO, ESCALUS. Happy return be to your royal

G ace!

DUKE. Many and hearty thankings to you bot h.
W have made inquiry of you, and we hear
Such goodness of your justice that our sou
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,
Forerunning nore requital.

ANGELO. You make ny bonds still greater.

DUKE. O, your desert speaks |oud; and | should

wrong it
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom
When it deserves, with characters of brass,
A forted residence 'gainst the tooth of tine
And razure of oblivion. Gve nme your hand.
And | et the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim
Favours that keep within. Cone, Escal us,
You nmust wal k by us on our other hand,
And good supporters are you.

Enter FRI AR PETER and | SABELLA

PETER. Now is your tine; speak |oud, and kneel
before him
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| SABELLA. Justice, O royal Duke! Vail your regard
Upon a wong'd- | would fain have said a maid!
O worthy Prince, dishonour not your eye
By throwing it on any other object
Till you have heard nme in ny true conplaint,
And given ne justice, justice, justice, justice.
DUKE. Rel ate your wongs. |In what? By whonf Be
brief.
Here is Lord Angel o shall give you justice;
Reveal yourself to him
| SABELLA. O wort hy Duke,
You bid ne seek redenption of the devil!
Hear nme yourself; for that which | nust speak
Must either punish nme, not being believ'd,
O wing redress fromyou. Hear ne, O hear ne,
her e!
ANGELO. My lord, her wits, | fear ne, are not firm
She hath been a suitor to ne for her brother,
Cut off by course of justice-
| SABELLA. By course of justice!
ANGELO. And she w |l speak nost bitterly and
strange.
| SABELLA. Most strange, but yet nost truly, will |
speak.
That Angelo's forsworn, is it not strange?
That Angelo's a nurderer, is't not strange?
That Angelo is an adulterous thief,
An hypocrite, a virgin-violator,
Is it not strange and strange?
DUKE. Nay, it is ten tines strange.
| SABELLA. It is not truer he is Angelo
Than this is all as true as it is strange;
Nay, it is ten tines true; for truth is truth
To th' end of reck'ning.
DUKE. Away with her. Poor soul,
She speaks this in th' infirmty of sense.
| SABELLA. O Prince! | conjure thee, as thou
bel i ev' st
There is another confort than this world,
That thou neglect nme not with that opinion
That | amtouch'd with nadness. Make not
| mpossi bl e
That which but seens unlike: '"tis not inpossible
But one, the w cked' st caitiff on the ground,
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absol ute,
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As Angel o; even so may Angel o,
In all his dressings, characts, titles, forns,
Be an arch-villain. Believe it, royal Prince,
If he be less, he's nothing; but he's nore,
Had | nore name for badness.
DUKE. By m ne honesty,
If she be mad, as | believe no other,
Her madness hath the oddest frane of sense,
Such a dependency of thing on thing,
As e'er | heard in nmadness.
| SABELLA. O graci ous Duke,
Harp not on that; nor do not bani sh reason
For inequality; but let your reason serve
To make the truth appear where it seens hid,
And hide the fal se seens true.
DUKE. Many that are not nad
Have, sure, nore |ack of reason. What would you
say?
| SABELLA. | amthe sister of one C audio,
Condemm' d upon the act of fornication
To | ose his head; condemm'd by Angel o.
I, in probation of a sisterhood,
Was sent to by ny brother; one Lucio
As then the nmessenger -
LUCIO That's I, an't |like your G ace.
| cane to her from audi o, and desir'd her
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angel o
For her poor brother's pardon.
| SABELLA. That's he, indeed.
DUKE. You were not bid to speak.
LUCI OO No, ny good | ord;
Nor wish'd to hold ny peace.
DUKE. | wi sh you now, then;
Pray you take note of it; and when you have
A business for yourself, pray heaven you then
Be perfect.
LUCI O. | warrant your honour.
DUKE. The warrant's for yourself; take heed to't.
| SABELLA. This gentlenman told sonewhat of ny tale.
LUCI O. Right.
DUKE. It may be right; but you are i' the wong
To speak before your time. Proceed.
| SABELLA. | went
To this pernicious caitiff deputy.
DUKE. That's sonmewhat nmadly spoken.
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| SABELLA. Pardon it;
The phrase is to the matter.
DUKE. Mended again. The natter- proceed.
| SABELLA. In brief- to set the needl ess process by,
How | persuaded, how | pray'd, and kneel'd,
How he refell'd nme, and how I replied,
For this was of nuch | ength- the vile concl usion
I now begin with grief and shanme to utter:
He woul d not, but by gift of ny chaste body
To his concupi scible intenperate |ust,
Rel ease ny brother; and, after nuch debatenent,
My sisterly renorse confutes m ne honour,
And | did yield to him But the next norn betines,
Hi s purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant
For my poor brother's head.
DUKE. This is nost |ikely!
| SABELLA. Othat it were as like as it is true!
DUKE. By heaven, fond wetch, thou know st not what
t hou speak’ st,
O else thou art suborn'd against his honour
In hateful practice. First, his integrity
Stands wi thout blem sh; next, it inports no reason
That with such vehenency he shoul d pursue
Faults proper to hinmself. |If he had so of fended,
He woul d have weigh'd thy brother by hinself,
And not have cut himoff. Some one hath set you
on;
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice
Thou cam st here to conpl ain.
| SABELLA. And is this all?
Then, O you bl essed m ni sters above,
Keep ne in patience; and, with ripened tine,
Unfold the evil which is here wapt up
I n count enance! Heaven shield your G ace from woe,
As |, thus wong' d, hence unbelieved go!
DUKE. | know you'd fain be gone. An officer!
To prison with her! Shall we thus permt
A bl asting and a scandal ous breath to fall
On himso near us? This needs nust be a practice.
Who knew of your intent and com ng hither?
| SABELLA. One that | would were here, Friar
Lodow ck.
DUKE. A ghostly father, belike. Wi knows t hat
Lodow ck?
LUCIO My lord, | know him 'tis a neddling friar.
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| do not |like the man; had he been lay, ny |ord,
For certain words he spake agai nst your G ace
In your retirenent, | had swi ng' d himsoundly.
DUKE. Wbrds agai nst ne? This's a good friar, belike!
And to set on this wetched woman here
Agai nst our substitute! Let this friar be found.
LUCI O. But yesternight, ny lord, she and that friar,
| saw them at the prison; a saucy friar,
A very scurvy fellow
PETER. Bl essed be your royal G ace!
| have stood by, ny lord, and | have heard
Your royal ear abus'd. First, hath this woman
Most wongfully accus'd your substitute;
Who is as free fromtouch or soil with her
As she from one ungot.
DUKE. We did believe no |ess.
Know you that Friar Lodow ck that she speaks of ?
PETER. | know himfor a man divine and holy;
Not scurvy, nor a tenporary neddl er,
As he's reported by this gentl eman;
And, on ny trust, a man that never yet
Did, as he vouches, m sreport your G ace.
LUCIO My lord, nost villainously; believe it.
PETER. Well, he in tine nmay conme to clear hinself;
But at this instant he is sick, ny |lord,
O a strange fever. Upon his nere request-
Bei ng cone to know edge that there was conpl ai nt
I ntended 'gainst Lord Angel o- cane | hither
To speak, as from his nouth, what he doth know
Is true and fal se; and what he, with his oath
And all probation, will make up full clear,
Whensoever he's convented. First, for this wonman-
To justify this worthy nobl eman,
So vulgarly and personally accus' d-
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes,
Till she herself confess it.
DUKE. Good friar, let's hear it. Exi t
| SABELLA guar ded
Do you not smle at this, Lord Angel 0?
O heaven, the vanity of wetched fool s!
G ve us sone seats. Cone, cousin Angel o;
Inthis I'll be inpartial; be you judge
O your own cause.

Enter MARI ANA veil ed
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Is this the witness, friar?

FIRST | et her show her face, and after speak.

MARI ANA. Pardon, my lord; I will not show ny face
Until ny husband bid ne.

DUKE. What, are you narried?

MARI ANA. No, ny |ord.

DUKE. Are you a nai d?

MARI ANA. No, ny |ord.

DUKE. A wi dow, then?

MARI ANA. Nei ther, ny | ord.

DUKE. Wiy, you are nothing then; neither maid,

wi dow, nor w fe.
LUCIO My lord, she may be a punk; for many of them
are neither
mai d, wi dow, nor wfe.

DUKE. Silence that fellow. | would he had sone cause
To prattle for hinself.

LUCIO wWell, ny lord.

MARI ANA. My lord, | do confess | ne'er was marri ed,
And | confess, besides, | amno maid.
| have known ny husband; yet ny husband
Knows not that ever he knew ne.

LUCI O He was drunk, then, ny lord; it can be no

better.

DUKE. For the benefit of silence, would thou wert

so too!

LUCIO WwWell, ny lord.

DUKE. This is no wtness for Lord Angel o.

MARI ANA. Now | cone to't, ny |ord:

She that accuses himof fornication,

In self-sane manner doth accuse ny husband;
And charges him ny lord, wth such a tine
When |1'l|l depose | had himin m ne arns,
Wth all th' effect of |ove.

ANGELQO. Charges she noe than ne?

MARI ANA. Not that | know.

DUKE. No? You say your husband.

MARI ANA. Wiy, just, nmy lord, and that is Angel o,
Who t hi nks he knows that he ne'er knew ny body,
But knows he thinks that he knows |sabel’s.

ANGELO. This is a strange abuse. Let's see thy face.

MARI ANA. My husband bids ne; now | wll unnmask.

[ Unvei l i ng]
This is that face, thou cruel Angel o,
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Whi ch once thou swor'st was worth the | ooking on;
This is the hand which, with a vow d contract,
Was fast belock'd in thine; this is the body
That took away the match from | sabel
And did supply thee at thy garden-house
In her imagin' d person.

DUKE. Know you this woman?

LUCI O Carnally, she says.

DUKE. Sirrah, no nore.

LUCI O. Enough, ny | ord.

ANGELO. My lord, | nmust confess | know this woman;
And five years since there was sone speech of
marri age

Betw xt nyself and her; which was broke off,
Partly for that her prom sed proportions
Canme short of conposition; but in chief
For that her reputation was disval ued
In levity. Since which tine of five years
| never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from
her,
Upon ny faith and honour.
MARI ANA. Nobl e Pri nce,
As there cones light from heaven and words from
br eat h,
As there is sense in truth and truth in virtue,
| amaffianc'd this man's wife as strongly
As words coul d make up vows. And, ny good | ord,
But Tuesday night |ast gone, in's garden-house,
He knew ne as a wife. As this is true,
Let me in safety raise ne fromny knees,
O else for ever be confixed here,
A mar bl e nonunent !
ANGELO. | did but smle till now
Now, good ny lord, give ne the scope of justice;
My patience here is touch'd. | do perceive
These poor informal wonen are no nore
But instrunents of sone nore m ghtier nenber
That sets themon. Let ne have way, ny |ord,
To find this practice out.
DUKE. Ay, with ny heart;
And punish themto your height of pleasure.
Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious wonan,
Conpact with her that's gone, think'st thou thy
oat hs,
Though t hey woul d swear down each particul ar
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sai nt,
Were testinonies against his worth and credit,
That's seal'd in approbation? You, Lord Escal us,
Sit with ny cousin; lend himyour kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis deriv'd.
There is another friar that set them on;
Let himbe sent for.
PETER. Wuld lie were here, ny |lord! For he indeed
Hat h set the wonen on to this conplaint.
Your provost knows the place where he abides,
And he may fetch him
DUKE. Go, do it instantly.
Exit PROVOST
And you, ny noble and wel | -warranted cousi n,
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth,
Do with your injuries as seens you best
In any chastisenent. | for a while will |eave you;
But stir not you till you have well determn'd
Upon t hese sl anderers.
ESCALUS. My lord, we'll do it
t hr oughl y. Exit DUKE
Si gni or Lucio, did not you say you knew t hat
Friar Lodow ck to be
a di shonest person?
LUCI O ' Cucul lus non facit nonachum : honest in
not hing but in his
cl ot hes; and one that hath spoke nost vill ai nous
speeches of the
Duke.
ESCALUS. W shall entreat you to abide here till he
come and
enforce them against him W shall find this
friar a notable
fellow
LUCIO. As any in Vienna, on ny word.
ESCALUS. Call that same |sabel here once again; |
woul d speak with
her. [Exit an ATTENDANT] Pray you, ny lord, give
me | eave to
guestion; you shall see how I'll handl e her.
LUCI O. Not better than he, by her own report.
ESCALUS. Say you?
LUCI O Marry, sir, | think, if you handl ed her
privately, she woul d
sooner confess; perchance, publicly, she'll be
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ashani d.

Re-enter OFFICERS wth | SABELLA; and PROVOST
with the
DUKE in his friar's habit

ESCALUS. | will go darkly to work with her.
LUCI O That's the way; for wonen are |ight at
m dni ght .
ESCALUS. Conme on, m stress; here's a gentl ewoman
denies all that
you have said.
LUCIO. My lord, here cones the rascal | spoke of,
here with the
Pr ovost.
ESCALUS. In very good tine. Speak not you to him
till we call upon
you.
LUCI O. Mum
ESCALUS. Cone, sir; did you set these wonen on to
sl ander Lord
Angel 0? They have confess'd you did.

DUKE. 'Tis fal se.

ESCALUS. How! Know you where you are?

DUKE. Respect to your great place! and let the devil
Be sonmetime honour'd for his burning throne!
Where is the Duke? 'Tis he should hear nme speak.

ESCALUS. The Duke's in us; and we wll hear you

speak;
Look you speak justly.

DUKE. Boldly, at least. But, O poor souls,

Conme you to seek the lanb here of the fox,
Good night to your redress! |Is the Duke gone?
Then is your cause gone too. The Duke's unjust
Thus to retort your nmanifest appeal,

And put your trial in the villain's nouth

Whi ch here you cone to accuse.

LUCIO. This is the rascal; this is he | spoke of.

ESCALUS. Wiy, thou unreverend and unhal |l owed friar,
Is't not enough thou hast suborn'd these wonen
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul nouth,
And in the witness of his proper ear,

To call himvillain; and then to glance from him
To th' Duke hinself, to tax himw th injustice?
Take himhence; to th' rack with him W'IIl touze

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/mfm.html (78 of 85)4/11/2005 8:39:29 AM



William Shakespeare: Measure for Measure.

you
Joint by joint, but we wll know his purpose.
What, 'unjust'!

DUKE. Be not so hot; the Duke

Dare no nore stretch this finger of mne than he
Dare rack his own; his subject am| not,
Nor here provincial. My business in this state
Made ne a | ooker-on here in Vienna,
Where | have seen corruption boil and bubble

Till it o errun the stew. laws for all faults,
But faults so countenanc'd that the strong
statutes

Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop,
As much in nock as narKk.
ESCALUS. Sl ander to th' state! Away with himto
prison!
ANGELO. What can you vouch agai nst him Signior
Luci 0?
Is this the man that you did tell us of?
LUCIO. "Tis he, ny lord. Come hither, good-nman bal d-
pat e.
Do you know ne?
DUKE. | renenber you, sir, by the sound of your
voice. | nmet you at
the prison, in the absence of the Duke.
LUCIO. O did you so? And do you renmenber what you
said of the Duke?
DUKE. Most notedly, sir.
LUCI O Do you so, sir? And was the Duke a
fl eshnmonger, a fool, and
a coward, as you then reported himto be?
DUKE. You nust, sir, change persons with ne ere you
make that ny
report; you, indeed, spoke so of him and nuch
nore, nmuch worse.
LUCIO. O thou damable fellow Did not | pluck thee
by the nose for
t hy speeches?
DUKE. | protest | |love the Duke as | |ove nyself.
ANGELO. Hark how the villain would cl ose now, after
his treasonabl e
abuses!
ESCALUS. Such a fellowis not to be talk'd wthal.
Anvay with himto
prison! Were is the Provost? Anay with himto
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prison! Lay bolts

enough upon him let himspeak no nore. Away with

those giglets

too, and with the other confederate conpanion!
[ The PROVOST | ays bands

on t he DUKE]
DUKE. Stay, sir; stay awhile.
ANGELO. What, resists he? Help him Lucio.
LUCI O. Cone, sir; conme, sir; cone, sir; foh,
Why, you

bal d- pated |ying rascal, you nust be hooded, nust

you? Show your

knave's visage, with a pox to you! Show your

sheep-biting face,
and be hang'd an hour! WIIl't not off?
[Pulls off the FRIAR S bood and
di scovers the DUKE]

DUKE. Thou art the first knave that e er mad' st a

duke.

First, Provost, let ne bail these gentle three.
[ To Luci o] Sneak not away, sir, for the friar

you
Must have a word anon. Lay hold on him
LUCI O. This may prove worse than hangi ng.

DUKE. [ To ESCALUS] What you have spoke | pardon;

sit you down.
We'll borrow place of him [To ANGELQ Sir,

your | eave.
Hast thou or word, or wit, or inpudence,
That yet can do thee office? If thou hast,
Rely upon it till ny tale be heard,
And hold no | onger out.

ANGELO. O ny dread | ord,

| should be guiltier than ny guiltiness,
To think | can be undi scernibl e,

When | perceive your Grace, |like pow r divine,
Hat h | ook' d upon ny passes. Then, good Prince,

No | onger session hold upon ny shane,
But let ny trial be m ne own confession;
| mredi ate sentence then, and sequent death,
Is all the grace | beg.
DUKE. Cone hither, Mariana.

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman?

ANGELO. | was, ny |ord.

DUKE. Go, take her hence and marry her instantly.
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Do you the office, friar; which consummate,
Return himhere again. Go with him Provost.
Exeunt ANGELO, MARI ANA, FRI AR PETER,
and PROVOST

ESCALUS. My lord, | amnore amaz'd at his di shonour
Than at the strangeness of it.

DUKE. Cone hither, |sabel.
Your friar is now your prince. As | was then
Advertising and holy to your business,
Not changi ng heart with habit, | amstill
Attorney'd at your service.

| SABELLA. O give ne pardon,
That |, your vassal have enploy'd and pain'd
Your unknown sovereignty.

DUKE. You are pardon'd, |sabel.
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.
Your brother's death, | know, sits at your heart;
And you may marvel why | obscur'd nyself,
Labouring to save his life, and would not rather
Make rash renonstrance of ny hidden pow r
Than let himso be lost. O nost kind maid,
It was the swift celerity of his death,
VWhich | did think with sl ower foot cane on,
That brain'd ny purpose. But peace be with him
That life is better life, past fearing death,
Than that which lives to fear. Make it your

confort,

So happy is your brother.

| SABELLA. | do, ny |lord.

Re-enter ANGELO MARI ANA, FRI AR PETER, and
PROVOST

DUKE. For this newmarried man approachi ng here,
Whose salt imagination yet hath wong'd
Your wel | -defended honour, you mnust pardon
For Mariana's sake; but as he adjudg' d your

br ot her -
Being crimnal in double violation
O sacred chastity and of promnm se-breach,
Ther eon dependent, for your brother's life-
The very nercy of the law cries out
Most audi bl e, even fromhis proper tongue,
"An Angel o for C audio, death for death!’
Haste still pays haste, and | ei sure answers
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| ei sure;
Li ke doth quit |ike, and Measure still for
Measur e.
Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifested,
Whi ch, though thou woul dst deny, denies thee
vant age.
We do condemm thee to the very bl ock
Where Cl audio stoop'd to death, and with |ike
hast e.
Anay wi th hin
MARI ANA. O ny nost gracious |ord,
| hope you will not nock ne with a husband.
DUKE. It is your husband nock'd you with a husband.
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour,
| thought your marriage fit; else inputation,
For that he knew you, m ght reproach your life,
And choke your good to cone. For his possessions,
Al t hough by confiscation they are ours,
W do instate and wi dow you wi t hal
To buy you a better husband.
MARI ANA. O ny dear | ord,
| crave no other, nor no better man.
DUKE. Never crave him we are definitive.
MARI ANA. Gentle ny liege-
[ Kneel i ng]
DUKE. You do but | ose your | abour.
Anvay wth himto death! [To LUCIO Now, sir, to
you.
MARI ANA. O ny good | ord! Sweet |sabel, take ny part;
Lend ne your knees, and all ny life to cone
"1l lend you all ny life to do you service.
DUKE. Against all sense you do inportune her.
Shoul d she kneel down in nmercy of this fact,
Her brother's ghost his paved bed woul d break,
And take her hence in horror.
MARI ANA. | sabel ,
Sweet |sabel, do yet but kneel by ne;
Hol d up your hands, say nothing; |I'll speak all.
They say best nen noul ded out of faults;
And, for the nost, becone nuch nore the better
For being a little bad; so may ny husband.
O Isabel, will you not Iend a knee?
DUKE. He dies for O audio' s death.
| SABELLA. [ Kneeling] Most bounteous sir,
Look, if it please you, on this nan condem' d,
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As if my brother liv'd. | partly think

A due sincerity govern'd his deeds

Till he did look on ne; since it is so,

Let himnot die. My brother had but justice,

In that he did the thing for which he died;

For Angel o,

H s act did not o' ertake his bad intent,

And nust be buried but as an intent

That perish'd by the way. Thoughts are no
subj ect s;

Intents but nerely thoughts.

MARI ANA. Merely, ny lord.

DUKE. Your suit's unprofitable; stand up, | say.
| have bet hought ne of another fault.
Provost, how came it C audi o was beheaded
At an unusual hour?

PROVOST. It was commanded so.

DUKE. Had you a special warrant for the deed?

PROVOST. No, ny good lord; it was by private

message.

DUKE. For which | do discharge you of your office;
G ve up your keys.

PROVOST. Pardon ne, noble |ord;
| thought it was a fault, but knew it not;
Yet did repent ne, after nore advice;

For testinony whereof, one in the prison,
That should by private order el se have died,
| have reserv'd alive.

DUKE. What's he?

PROVOST. Hi s nane is Barnardine.

DUKE. | would thou hadst done so by d audio.
G fetch himhither; let nme | ook upon him

Exit PROVOST

ESCALUS. | amsorry one so | earned and so w se
As you, Lord Angel o, have still appear'd,
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of bl ood
And | ack of tenper'd judgnent afterward.

ANGELO. | am sorry that such sorrow | procure;
And so deep sticks it in ny penitent heart
That | crave death nore willingly than nercy;

"Tis ny deserving, and | do entreat it.
Re- enter PROVOST, with BARNARDI NE, CLAUDI O

(muf f 1 ed)
and JULI ET
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DUKE. Which is that Barnardine?

PROVOST. This, ny |ord.

DUKE. There was a friar told nme of this nan.
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul,
That apprehends no further than this world,

And squar'st thy |ife according. Thou'rt
condemm' d;

But, for those earthly faults, | quit themall,

And pray thee take this nercy to provide

For better times to cone. Friar, advise himn

| leave himto your hand. What nuffl'd fellow s
t hat ?

PROVOST. This is another prisoner that | sav'd,
Who shoul d have di ed when O audi o | ost his head;
As |like alnost to O audio as hinself.

[ Unnuf fI es CLAUDI O
DUKE. [To | SABELLA] If he be |like your brother, for

hi s sake
Is he pardon'd; and for your |ovely sake,
G ve ne your hand and say you will be m ne,

He is ny brother too. But fitter time for that.
By this Lord Angel o perceives he's safe;
Met hinks | see a quick'ning in his eye.

Vel |1, Angelo, your evil quits you well.
Look that you | ove your wife; her worth worth
yours.

| find an apt rem ssion in nyself;
And yet here's one in place | cannot pardon.
To Lucio] You, sirrah, that knew ne for a fool, a
cowar d,
One all of luxury, an ass, a nadnman!
Wherein have | so deserv'd of you
That you extol ne thus?
LUCIO Faith, ny lord, | spoke it but according to
the trick.
If you wll hang me for it, you may; but | had
rather it woul d
pl ease you | m ght be whipt.
DUKE. Whipt first, sir, and hang'd after.
Proclaimit, Provost, round about the city,
I f any woman wong'd by this Iewd fell ow
As | have heard himswear hinself there's one
Whom he begot with child, |et her appear,
And he shall marry her. The nuptial finish'd,
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Let hi m be whi pt and hang' d.
LUCI O. | beseech your Hi ghness, do not marry ne to
a whore. Your
H ghness said even now | nade you a duke; good ny
| ord, do not
reconpense ne in nmaking nme a cuckol d.
DUKE. Upon m ne honour, thou shalt marry her.
Thy slanders | forgive; and therew thal
Remt thy other forfeits. Take himto prison;
And see our pleasure herein executed.
LUCI O. Marrying a punk, ny lord, is pressing to
deat h, whi ppi ng,
and hangi ng.
DUKE. Sl andering a prince deserves it.
Exeunt OFFI CERS
with LUCI O
She, O audio, that you wong'd, |ook you restore.
Joy to you, Mariana! Love her, Angel o;
| have confess'd her, and | know her virtue.
Thanks, good friend Escal us, for thy nuch
goodness;
There's nore behind that is nore gratul ate.
Thanks, Provost, for thy care and secrecy;
We shall enploy thee in a worthier place.
Forgi ve him Angel o, that brought you hone
The head of Ragozine for O audio's:
Th' offence pardons itself. Dear |sabel,
| have a notion nuch inports your good,;

Whereto if you'll a wlling ear incline,
What's mne is yours, and what is yours is mne.
So, bring us to our palace, where we'll show

What's yet behind that's neet you all should know.
Exeunt

.2 Renascence Editions
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