DUKE


We have strict Statutes, and most biting Laws,


Which for this fourteen years, we have let slip,


As Fathers having bound the twigs of birch,


Only to stick it in their children’s sight,


For terror, not to use:  in time the rod


More mock’d, than fear’d:  so our Decrees,


Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead,


The baby beats the Nurse, and quite athwart


Goes all decorum.


Since ‘twas my fault, to give the people scope,


‘Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them:


I have on Angelo impos’d the office,


Who may in th’ambush of my name, strike home,


And to behold his sway yet in my stead


I will, as ‘twere a cleric mine own self 


Visit both Prince and People: therefore I pre’thee


Supply me with the habit, and instruct me


How I may formally in person bear


Like a true Mullah:  More reasons for this action


At our more leisure, shall I render you;


Only Lord Angelo will scarce confess


That his blood flows:  or that his appetite


Is more to bread than stone:  hence shall we see


If power changes purpose:  what our Seemers be.

DUKE

This fore-named Maid hath yet in her the continuance of her first 

affection:  Go you to Angelo, answer his requiring with a plausible obedience, agree with his demands:  only refer yourself to this advantage; first, that your stay with him may not be long:  that the time may have all shadow, and silence in it: and the place answer to convenience:  this being granted in course, and now follows all:  we shall advise this wronged maid go in your place: if the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel him to her recompense; and here, by this is your brother saved, your honor untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy scaled.

The Maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt:  if you think well to carry this as you may, the doubleness of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof.

What think you of it?

ANGELO


What’s this? what’s this?  is this her fault, or mine?


The Tempter, or the Tempted, who sins most? ha?


Not she:  nor doth she tempt: but it is I:


How now that Modesty betray our Sense


E’en more than woman’s ludeness? fie, fie, fie:


What dost thou? Or what art thou Angelo?


Dost thou desire her foully, for those things


That make her good?  oh, let her brother live:


Thieves for their robb’ry have authority,


When Judges steal themselves:  what, do I love her,


That I desire to hear her speak again?


And feast upon her eyes? what is’t I dream on?


Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a Saint,


With Saints dost bait thy hook:  ne’er could the Whore


Once stir my temper: but this virtuous Maid


Subdues me quite:  Ever ‘til now


When men were fond, I smil’d, and wonder’d how.

ISABELLA


To whom should I complain?






  Did I tell this,


Who would believe me?





    O perilous mouths


That bear in them, one and the selfsame tongue


Either of condemnation, or approof,


Bidding the Law make curtsy to their will,


Hooking both right and wrong to th’appetite,


To follow as it draws.





 I’ll to my brother,


Though he hath fall’n by prompture of the blood,


Yet hath he in him such a mind of Honor,


That had he twenty heads to tender down


On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up,


Before his sister should her body stoop


To such abhor’d pollution.


Then Isabell live chaste, and brother die;


More than our Brother, is our Chastity.


I’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s request,


And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest.

CLAUDIO


Aye, but to die, and go we know not where,


To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot, 


This sensible warm motion, to become


A kneaded clod; And the delighted spirit


To bath in fiery floods, or to reside


In thrilling Region of thick-ribbed Ice,


To be imprison’d in the viewless winds


And blown with restless violence round about


The pendant world:  or to be worse then worst


Of those, that lawless and incertain thought,


Imagine howling, ‘tis too horrible.


The weariest, and most loathed worldly life


That Age, Ache, penury, and imprisonment


Can lay on nature, is a Paradise


To what we fear of death.

ESCALUS


Why thou unreverend, and unhallowed Mullah:


Is’t not enough thou hast suborn’d these women,


To accuse this worthy man?  But in foul mouth,


And in the witness of his proper ear,


To call him villain; and then to glance from him,


To th’Khan himself, to tax him with Injustice?


Take him hence; to th’rack with him: we’ll touse you


Joint by joint, but we will know his purpose:


What? unjust?



     

Slander to th’State:


Away with him to prison.

MARIANA


Oh my good Lord, sweet Isabel, take my part,


Lend me your knees, and all my life to come,


I’ll lend you all my life to do you service.


Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me,


Hold up your hands, say nothing:  I’ll speak all.


They say best men are molded out of faults,


And for the most, become much more the better


For being a little bad:  So may my husband.


Oh Isabel:  will you not lend a knee?

FRANCISCA


It is a man’s voice:  gentle Isabella


Turn you the key, and know his business of him;


You may; I may not: you are yet unsworn:


When you have vow’d, you must not speak with men,


But in the presence of the Imam;


Then if you speak, you must not show your face;


Or if you show your face, you must not speak:


He calls again:  I pray you answer him.

JULIET & DUKE
DUKE
Repent you (fair one) of the sin you carry?

JULIET
I do; and bear the shame most patiently.

DUKE
Love you the man that wrong’d you?

JULIET
Yes, as I love the woman that wrong’d him.

DUKE
So then it seems your most offenseful act


Was mutually committed.






}

JULIET
Mutually.

DUKE
Then was your sin of heavier kind than his.

JULIET
I do confess it, and repent it (Mullah)


And take the shame with joy.






}

DUKE
There rest:


Your partner (as I hear) must die tomorrow,


And I am going with instruction to him:


Grace go with you, Allahu Akbar.

Exit.

JULIET
Must die tomorrow?  oh injurious Love


That respites me a life, whose very comfort


Is still a dying horror.

OVERDONE & POMPEY

CLOWN
Yonder man is carried to prison.

BAWD
Well:  what has he done?

CLOWN
A Woman.

BAWD
But what’s his offence?

CLOWN
Groping for Trouts, in a particular River.


You have not heard of the proclamation, have you?

BAWD
What proclamation, man?

CLOWN
All houses in the Suburbs of Peshawar must be pluck’d down.

BAWD
And what shall become of those in the City?

CLOWN
They shall stand for seed:  they had gone down too, but that a wise Imam put in for them.

BAWD
But shall all our houses of resort in the Suburbs be pulled down?

CLOWN
To the ground, Mistress.

BAWD
Why here’s a change indeed in the Land:  what shall become of me?



CLOWN
Come:  fear not you:  good Counselors lack no Clients:  though you change your place, you need not change your Trade:  I’ll be your Tapster still; courage, there will be pity taken on you.

BAWD
What’s to do here, Thomas Tapster?  let’s withdraw?

CLOWN
Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Warden to prison: and there’s Madam Juliet.  

MARIANA, DUKE, LUCIO

DUKE
First, let her show her face, and after, speak.

MARIANA
Pardon, my Lord, I will not show my face


Until my husband bid me.






}

DUKE
What, are you married?

MARIANA
No my Lord.




    }

DUKE
Are you a Maid?




    }

MARIANA
No my Lord.

DUKE
A Widow then?




     }

MARIANA
Neither my Lord.

DUKE
Why you are nothing then:  neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife?

LUCIO
My Lord, she may be a Whore:  for many of them, are neither Maid, Widow, nor Wife.

DUKE
Silence that fellow:  I would he had some cause to prattle for himself.

LUCIO
Well my Lord.

MARIANA
My Lord, I do confess I ne’er was married,


And I confess besides, I am no Maid,


I have known my husband, yet my husband


Knows not, that ever he knew me.

LUCIO
He was drunk then, my Lord, it can be no better.

DUKE
For the benefit of silence, would thou wert so to.

LUCIO
Well, my Lord.

DUKE
This is no witness for Lord Angelo.

MARIANA
Now I come to’t my Lord.


She that accuses him of Fornication,


In self-same manner, doth accuse my husband,


And charges him, my Lord, with such a time,


When I’ll depose I had him in mine Arms


With all th’effect of Love.






}





    

 }

DUKE
You say your husband.

MARIANA
Why just, my Lord, and that is Angelo,


Who thinks he knows, that he ne’er knew my body,


But knows, he thinks, that he knows Isabel’s.

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

MARIANA
My husband bids me, now I will unmask.


This is that face, thou cruel Angelo


Which once thou swor’st, was worth the looking on:


This is the hand, which with a vow’d contract


Was fast belockt in thine:  This is the body


That took away the match from Isabel,


And did supply thee at they garden-house


In her Imagin’d person.
WARDEN & DUKE

DUKE
Now Sir, what news?

WARDEN
Whatsoever you may hear to the contrary, let Claudio be executed by four of the clock:  for my better satisfaction, let me have Claudio’s head sent me by five.


Thus fail not to do your Office, as you will answer it at your peril.


What say you to this Sir?

DUKE
There is written in your brow Warden, honesty and constancy; if I read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me:  Claudio, whom here you have warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to the Law, than Angelo who hath sentenc’d him.


To make you understand this in a manifested effect, I crave but two days respite:  for the which, you are to do me both a present, and a dangerous courtesy.

WARDEN
Pray Sir, in what?

DUKE
In the delaying death.

WARDEN
Alack, how may I do it?





    Having the hour limited, and an express command, under penalty, to deliver his head in the view of Angelo?

DUKE
Are there no other prisoners deserving of a death?

WARDEN
Here in the prison, Mullah,


There died this morning of a cruel Fever,


One Ragozine, a most notorious Pirate,


A man of Claudio’s years:  his beard, and head


Just of his color.




  May we satisfy 


The Deputy with th’head of this lost soul?

DUKE
Oh, ‘tis an accident that heaven provides:


Dispatch it presently, and send it forth,


And you shall find your safety manifested.

WARDEN
Pardon me, good Father, it is against my oath.

DUKE
Were you sworn to the Khan, or the Deputy?

WARDEN
To him, and to his Substitutes.

DUKE
You will think you have made no offence, if the Khan avouch the justice of your dealing?

WARDEN
But what likelihood is in that?

DUKE
Not a resemblance, but a certainty.  Look you Sir, here is the hand and Seal of the Khan.

WARDEN
I know them both.

DUKE
The Contents of this, is the return of the Duke within two days.


If anything fall to you upon this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the Prophet whom I profess, I will plead against it with my life.

WARDEN
I am your willing servant.

ESCALUS, ELBOW, POMPEY

ESCALUS
How now Sir, what’s your name?






      And what’s the matter?

ELBOW
If it please your honor, I am the poor Khan’s Constable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon Justice Sir, and do bring in here before your good honor, a notorious Benefactor.

ESCALUS
Benefactor?  




Well:  What Benefactor is he?


Is he not Malefactor?

ELBOW
If it please your honor, I know not well what he is:  But a precise villain he is, that I am sure of, and void of all profanation in the world, that good Christians ought to have.

ESCALUS
What are you Sir?

ELBOW
He Sir:  a Tapster Sir:  parcel Bawd:  one that serves a bad woman:  whose house Sir was (as they say) pluckt down in the Suburb:  and now she professes a hot-house: which, I think is as very ill house too.

ESCALUS
How know you that?

ELBOW
My wife Sir?  Whom I detest before heaven, and your honour.

ESCALUS
How?  thy wife?

ELBOW
Aye Sir:  whom I thank heaven is an honest woman.

ESCALUS
Do’st thou detest her therefore?

ELBOW
I say sir, I will detest myself also, as well as she, that this house, if it be not a Bawd’s house, it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty house.

ESCALUS
How do’st thou know that, Constable?  What was done to Elbow’s 


wife, that he hath cause to complain of?

ELBOW
Marry sir, by my wife, who, if she had been a woman cardinally given, might have been accus’d in fornication, adultery, and all uncleanliness there.

CLOWN
Sir, if it please your honor, none of this is so. 

ELBOW
First, an’ it like you, that house is a respected house; next, this is a respected fellow; and his Mistress is a respected woman.

CLOWN
By this hand Sir, his wife is a more respected person than any of us all.  

ELBOW
Varlet, thou liest;  thou lyest wicked varlet:  the time is yet to come that she was ever respected with man, woman, or child.

CLOWN
Sir, she was respected with him, before he married with her.

ESCALUS
Which is the wiser here, Justice or Iniquity?








Is this true?

ELBOW
Oh thou villain:  O thou varlet:  O thou wicked Hannibal; I respected with her, before I was married to her?


If ever I was respected with her, or she with me, let not your workshop think me the poor Khan’s Constable:  
ELBOW
What is’t your Worship’s pleasure I shall do with this wicked Villain?

ESCALUS
Truly Officer, because he hath some offences in him, that thou wouldst discover, if thou couldst, let him continue in his courses, till thou knowst what they are.

ELBOW
Marry I thank your worship for it:  Thou seest thou wicked varlet now, what’s come upon thee.


Thou art to continue now thou Varlet, thou art to continue.

ESCALUS
Thank you for your service, Master Constable.  Fare you well.

POMPEY & OVERDONE
CLOWN
Yonder man is carried to prison.

BAWD
Well:  what has he done?

CLOWN
A Woman.

BAWD
But what’s his offence?

CLOWN
Groping for Trouts, in a particular River.


You have not heard of the proclamation, have you?

BAWD
What proclamation, man?

CLOWN
All houses in the Suburbs of Peshawar must be pluck’d down.

BAWD
And what shall become of those in the City?

CLOWN
They shall stand for seed:  they had gone down too, but that a wise Imam put in for them.

BAWD
But shall all our houses of resort in the Suburbs be pulled down?

CLOWN
To the ground, Mistress.

BAWD
Why here’s a change indeed in the Land:  what shall become of me?



CLOWN
Come:  fear not you:  good Counselors lack no Clients:  though you change your place, you need not change your Trade:  I’ll be your Tapster still; courage, there will be pity taken on you.

BAWD
What’s to do here, Thomas Tapster?  let’s withdraw?

CLOWN
Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Warden to prison: and there’s Madam Juliet.  

CLAUDIO & ISABELLA

CLAUDIO
Now sister, what’s the comfort?

ISABELLA
Why,


As all comforts are:  most good, most good indeed,


Lord Angelo having affairs to heaven


Intends you for his swift Ambassador,


Where you shall be an everlasting Envoy;


Therefore your best appointment make with speed,


Tomorrow you set on.





  }

CLAUDIO
Is there no remedy?

ISABELLA
None, but such remedy, as to save a head


To cleave a heart in twain:





}

CLAUDIO
But is there any?

ISABELLA
Oh, I do fear thee Claudio, and I quake,


Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain,


And six and seven winters more respect


Than a perpetual Honor.

CLAUDIO



     If I must die,

I will encounter darkness as a bride,


And hug it in mine arms.

ISABELLA



Yes, thou must die:


Thou art too noble, to conserve a life


In base appliances.





This outward sainted Deputy,


Whose settled visage, and deliberate word


Nips youth i’the head, is yet a devil:


His filth within being cast, he would appear


A pond, as deep as hell.





Dost thou think Claudio,


If I would yield him my virginity


Thou might’st be freed?






}


CLAUDIO
Oh heavens, it cannot be.

ISABELLA
Yes, he would giv’t thee; from this rank offence


So to offend him still.





This night’s the time


That I should do what I abhor to name,


Or else thou diest to morrow.






]

CLAUDIO
Thou shalt not do’t.






]

ISABELLA
O, were it but my life,


I’d throw it down for your deliverance


As frankly as a pin.





}

CLAUDIO
Thanks dear Isabell.

ISABELLA
Be ready Claudio, for your death to morrow.

CLAUDIO
Yes.


If it were damnable, he being so wise,


Why would he for the momentary trick


Be perdurably fin’d?





Oh Isabell

ISABELLA
What says my brother?






]

CLAUDIO
Death is a fearful thing.






]

ISABELLA
And shamed life, a hateful.






]

CLAUDIO
Sweet Sister, let me live.


What sin you do, to save a brother’s life,


Nature dispenses with the deed so far


That it becomes a virtue.






}

ISABELLA
Oh you beast,


Oh faithless Coward, oh dishonest wretch,


Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice?


Is’t not a kind of Incest, to take life


From thine own sister’s shame?


Die, perish:  Might but my bending down


Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed.


I’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,


No word to save thee.





]

CLAUDIO
Nay hear me Isabell.
ANGELO & ISABELLA
ISABELLA
I am come to know your pleasure.

ANGELO
That you might know it, would much better please me,


Than to demand what ‘tis:  your Brother cannot live.

ISABELLA
Even so:  heaven keep your Honor.

ANGELO
Yet may he live a while:  and it may be


As long as you, or I:  yet he must die.

ISABELLA
Under your Sentence?

ANGELO
Yea.

ISABELLA
When, I beseech you:  that in his Reprieve


(Longer, or shorter) he may be so fitted


That his soul sicken not.

ANGELO
Which had you rather, that the most just law


Now took your brother’s life, or to redeem him


Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness


As she that he hath stain’d?







}


ISABELLA
Sir, believe this.


I had rather give my body, than my soul.

ANGELO
I talk not of your soul:  our compel’d sins


Stand more for number, than for account.








}

ISABELLA
How say you?

ANGELO
Nay I’ll not warrant that:  for I can speak


Against the thing I say:  Answer to this,


I (now the voice of the recorded Law)



Pronounce a sentence on your Brother’s life,


Might there not be a charity in sin,


To save this Brother’s life?






}


ISABELLA
That I do beg his life, if it be sin


Heaven let me bear it:  you granting of my suit,


If that be sin, I’ll make it my Morn-prayer,


To have it added to the faults of mine,


And nothing of your answer.

ANGELO
Nay, but hear me,


Your sense pursues not mine:  either you are ignorant


Or seem so craftily; and that’s not good.

ISABELLA
Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good,


But graciously to know I am no better.

ANGELO
To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross:


Your brother is to die.

ISABELLA
So.

ANGELO
And his offence is so, as it appears


Accountant to the Law, upon that pain.

ISABELLA
True.

ANGELO
Admit no way to save his life but that


You find yourself desir’d of such a person,


Whose credit with the Judge, or own great place,


Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles


Of the all-building Law:  and that there were


No earthly mean to save him, but that either


You must lay down the treasures of your body,


To this supposed, or else to let him suffer:


What would you do?

ISABELLA
As much for my poor Brother, as myself;


That is:  were I under the terms of death,


Th’impression of keen whips, I’d wear as Rubies


And strip myself to death, as to a bed,


That longing have been sick for, ere I’d yield


My body up to shame.






]

ANGELO
Then must your brother die.






]

ISABELLA
And ‘twere the cheaper way:


Better it were a brother died at once


Than a sister, by redeeming him


Should die for ever.

ANGELO
You seem’d of late to make the Law a tyrant


And rather prov’d the sliding of your brother


A merriment, than a vice.

ISABELLA
Oh pardon me my Lord, it oft falls out


To have, what we would have, (

We speak not what we mean:


I something do excuse the thing I hate,


For his advantage that I dearly love.

ANGELO
Let me be bold; I do arrest your words.


Be that you are, that is a woman.


If you be one (as you are well expresst


By all external warrants) show it now,


By putting on the destin’d Livery.

ISABELLA
I have no tongue but one; gentle my lord


Let me entreat you speak the former language.

ANGELO
Plainly conceive I love you.

ISABELLA
My brother did love Juliet,


And you tell me that he shall die for’t.

ANGELO
He shall not Isabell if you give me love.

ISABELLA
I know your virtue hath a license in’t


Which seems a little fouler than it is,


To pluck on others.






}

ANGELO
Believe me on mine Honor,


My words express my purpose.

ISABELLA
Ha?



Little honor, to be much believ’d,


And most pernicious purpose:  Seeming, seeming.


I will proclaim thee Angelo, look for’t.


Sign me a present pardon for my brother,


Or with an out-stretcht throat I’ll tell the world aloud


What man thou art.
