
POMPEY
No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are therein in 80
the right: but to the point. As I say, this
Mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and
being great-bellied, and longing, as I said, for
prunes; and having but two in the dish, as I said,
Master Froth here, this very man, having eaten the 85
rest, as I said, and, as I say, paying for them very
honestly; for, as you know, Master Froth, I could
not give you three-pence again.

ISABELLA
Could great men thunder
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet,
For every pelting, petty o�cer
Would use his heaven for thunder; 95
Nothing but thunder! But man, proud man,
Drest in a little brief authority,
Most ignorant of what he's most assured,
His glassy essence, like an angry ape,
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 100
As make the angels weep; who, with our spleens,
Would all themselves laugh mortal.

ANGELO
From thee, even from thy virtue!

What's this, what's this? Is this her fault or mine? 130
The tempter or the tempted, who sins most?
Ha! Not she: nor doth she tempt: Can it be
That modesty may more betray our sense
Than woman's lightness? Having waste ground enough,
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary 135
And pitch our evils there? O, �e, �e, �e!
What dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo?
Dost thou desire her foully for those things
That make her good? O, let her brother live!
Thieves for their robbery have authority 140
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?
O cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint,
With saints dost bait thy hook! Most dangerous 145
Is that temptation that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue: never could the strumpet,
With all her double vigor, art and nature,
Once stir my temper; but this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite. Even till now, 150
When men were fond, I smiled and wonder'd how.

ANGELO
Admit no other way to save his life,--
As I subscribe not that, nor any other,
But in the loss of question,--that you, his sister,
Finding yourself desired of such a person,
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 60
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 su�er; 65
What would you do?

ANGELO
Who will believe thee, Isabel?

My unsoil'd name, the austereness of my life, 105
My vouch against you, and my place i' the state,
Will so your accusation overweigh,
That you shall sti�e in your own report
And smell of calumny. I have begun,
And now I give my sensual race the rein: 110
Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite;
Lay by all nicety redeem thy brother
By yielding up thy body to my will;
Or else he must not only die the death,
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 115
To lingering su�erance. Answer me to-morrow,
Or, by the a�ection that now guides me most,
I'll prove a tyrant to him. As for you,



Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your true.

CLAUDIO
Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 60
To lie in cold obstruction and to rot;
This sensible warmmotion to become
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit
To bathe in �ery �oods, or to reside
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice; 65
To be imprison'd in the viewless winds,
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst
Of those that lawless and incertain thought
Imagine howling: 'tis too horrible! 70
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.

ISABELLA
In brief, to set the needless process by,
How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd,
How he refell'd me, and the vile conclusion
I now begin with grief and shame to utter: 75
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust,
Release my brother; and, after much debatement,
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honor,
And I did yield to him: but the next morn betimes, 80
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant
For my poor brother's head.

MARIANA
My husband bids me; now I will unmask.

Unveiling

This is that face, thou cruel Angelo,
Which once thou sworest was worth the looking on;



This is the hand which, with a vow'd contract, 175
Was fast belock'd in thine; this is the body
That took away the match from Isabel,
And did supply thee at thy garden-house
In her imagined person.

DUKE VINCENTIO
For this new-married man approaching here,
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd
Your well defended honour, you must pardon
For Mariana's sake: but as he adjudged your brother,-- 300
The very mercy of the law cries out
'An Angelo for Claudio, death for death!'
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure;
Like doth quit like, andMEASURE still FORMEASURE.
We do condemn thee to the very block 305
Where Claudio stoop'd to death, and with like haste.
Away with him!

ISABELLA
Most bounteous sir,

Kneeling

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd,
As if my brother lived: I partly think 330
A due sincerity govern'd his deeds,
Till he did look on me: since it is so,
Let him not die. My brother had but justice,
In that he did the thing for which he died:
For Angelo, 335
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent,
And must be buried but as an intent
That perish'd by the way: thoughts are no subjects;
Intents but merely thoughts.

DUKE VINCENTIO
[To ISABELLA] If he be like your brother, for his sake
Is he pardon'd; and, for your lovely sake,



Give me your hand and say you will be mine.
He is my brother too: but �tter time for that.
By this Lord Angelo perceives he's safe; 370
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well:
Look that you love your wife; her worth worth yours.
I �nd an apt remission in myself;
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon.

To LUCIO

You, sirrah, that knewme for a fool, a coward, 375
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman;
Wherein have I so deserved of you,
That you extol me thus?

ESCALUS
Ay, but yet 5

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,
Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas, this gentleman
Whom (him) I would save, had a most noble father!
Let but your honour know,
Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue, 10
Whether you had not sometime in your life
Err'd in this point which now you censure him,
And pull'd the law upon you.

LUCIO
Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great kindred;
it is well allied: but it is impossible to extirp
it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put 85
down. They say this Angelo was not made by man and
woman after this downright way of creation: is it
true, think you?
Some report a sea-maid spawned him; some, that he 90
was begot between two stock-�shes. But it is
certain that when he makes water his urine is
congealed ice; that I know to be true: and he is a
motion generative; that's infallible.
Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, for the



rebellion of a codpiece to take away the life of a
man! Would the duke that is absent have done this?
Ere he would have hanged a man for the getting a
hundred bastards, he would have paid for the nursing 100
a thousand: he had some feeling of the sport: he
knew the service, and that instructed him to mercy.

Provost
I would do more than that, if more were needful.

Enter JULIET, visibly quite pregnant

Look, here comes one: a gentlewoman of mine,
Who, falling in the �aws of her own youth, 10
Hath blister'd her report: she is with child;
And he that got it, sentenced; a young man
More �t to do another such o�ense
Than die for this.

Provost
Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield me a 5
direct answer. To-morrowmorning are to die Claudio
and Barnardine. Here is in our prison a common
executioner, who in his o�ce lacks a helper: if
you will take it on you to assist him, it shall
redeem you from your gyves; if not, you shall have 10
your full time of imprisonment and your deliverance
with an unpitied whipping, for you have been a
notorious bawd.

Provost
Here in the prison, father,

There died this morning of a cruel fever 5
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate,
A man of Claudio's years; his beard his color. What if we satisfy
the deputy with Ragozine, more like to Claudio?

ELBOW
If it Please your honor, I am the poor duke's



constable, and my name is Elbow: I do lean upon 35
justice, sir, and do bring in here before your good
honor two notorious benefactors.

ELBOW
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 worship think me the poor
duke's o�cer. Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or 155
I'll have mine action of battery on thee.


