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call. Such another good day would make us all mad.
> Yet I muft to my old Trot again. .
g‘:{l‘{e. Let Hymen join thole Hearts, whofe {tedfalt Faith,
JPow'r, with the frowns of death, could never move:
This happy day I'll confecrate to Love. [Exennt.

EPILOGUE.

Roh, Gentlemen, you mufd vonchfufe a while
I T excufe my mirth, I cannot chufe but [mile,
And ’tis to think., how like a fubtle fpye
Our Poet wdits to hear bis deflinys
Tufl in the Entry as you pafs, the place
where fir[t you mention your diflike or grace:
Pray whifper. foftly that he may not hear,
or elfé fuch words as fhall not blaf his ear.
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The Names of the Perfons.

The Duke of savoy.
Lord Amgels, his Deputy.
Benedilf, Brother to Angelo.

Luczo }His F'riends.
Balthazar
Efchalus, a Counfellor.
Clandio, in love with Fulietta.
Provofi.
Fryer Thomas.

- Rernardine, a Prifoner.
Jaylor.
Fool.

Hangman.

Pages.

Beatrice, a great Heirefs

Ifabella, Sifter to Clandio.

Tulietta, Miftrefs to Clandio.

Viola, Sifter to Beatrice 5 very young,
Francifca, a Nun.
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ACT L SCENE L

Enter Duge, Angelo, and Attendant;.
Duke. |'M fure in this your fcience does exceed
T'he meafures of advice 5 and to your skifl,
By deputation, I refolve to leave a while
My place and (trength. |
Ang. Your Highaefs does amaze me with your truft.

Drke. Your Brother will be here to night; “and brings
His fhare of Victory and fair renown.

That Vidtory gives me now free leifure to
Purfue my old defign of travelling;
Whillt, hiding what I am, in fic difguife,
I may compare the Cuftoms, prudent Laws,
And managements of foreign States with ours. J
...4ng: Your Highuefs has a plenteous choice of men,
Whom you may here depute with more fuccefs,
Than my abilities can promife.
Ditke. Here, take our Commiffionm—
In which we have enabled you with all
The fev'ral ftrengths and organs of my Pow'r:
Your youth may bear that weight, which tires my Age.
- Ang. Ta this acceptance, Sir, | do with fome
Uawillingne(s obey your pleafure.
__Duke. Heaven does with us, aswe with Torches do,
Not light them for themfelves, but others ufe.
For 1f our virtues go not forth of us,
It were alike as if we had them not. 4
Be thou at full our felf, whillt we are abfent
From our Seat in Tirir.
4drg. Sir, I could with
There were more tryal of my mettle made,
Before {o noble and {o great
A Figure as your own be {tampt on it.
Dr%e. No more evafion, -
I have proceeded towards you with choice,
Sufiiciently prepar’d. Good Efthalus
Your ceremony now of taking leave |
Mult needs be fhort. You know the purpofe of

My truflt to 4ngelo, who here hasmy
Commiffion feal'd.

Efch. Your Highnefs having been
So long refolv’d to travel, could not leave
A Deputation of your Pow'r in better hands.
- __ Duke. Farewel ! our halte from hence is of import.
You fhall, as time and fit occafion ferves,
Have Letters from us 5 and [ hope to know,
With equal care, what does befall you here.

Ang. Will not your Highnefs give us leave to bring .
You vnward on the way ? '

Duke. My hafte permits it not.
3 - Mma

[ Enter Efchalts.
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You need not (on mine honour) have to do
With fcruple, for your {cope is as mine owns
So to inforce, or qualifie the Laws,
As to your foul {feems good. Give me your hand,
I'll privately away ; [ love the People;
But would not on a Stage {alute the Crowd.
I never. relifhe their applaufe 5 nor think
the Prince has true difcretion who affedls it.
Be kind ftill to your Brother Bewedick
And give him that re{pect which he
Hath by his fhare in Victory deferv’d.
Once more farewell.
Ang. The Heavens give fafcty to your purpofes. .
Ef¢h. Lead forth, and bring you back in happine(s. [ Ex. Duke.
Ang. 1 fhall defire you Efchalus, to let |
Me have free {peech with you : for it concerns
Me much to {ee the bottom of my place.
The Duke has left me pow’r, but of what ftrength
And nature it will prove, may haply
Require your friendfhip to confider.
Efch. My Lord, if it fhall pleafe you to withdraw, |
You may command my fecrefie and {ervice. [ Exeunt.
Enter Beatrice, Julietta, Viola, Balthazar.
Beat. Does Signior Benedick return to night?
Balt. We may expect him prelently. He brings
A fhare of conqueft with him, and intends
To make a modeft Entry here by ftealth:
But he is ftill as pleafant asyou left him.
Zeat. How many has he kill’d, and eaten, in
Thefe Wars? but pray, how many has he kill’'d ?
For I promis’d to eat all of his killing.
Balt. He hasdone great fervice inthefe Wars, Lady,
Beat. Sure you had mufty victual thens
And he has helpt to eatit. I know, Sir,
He isa valiant Trencher-man, and has

A good {tomach.
Balt. He i1s a good Souldier, Lady.

Beat. A good Souldier
To a Lady, but what is he toa Lord?
Balt. A LordtoalLcrd, a man toaman:

Stuft with all honourable virtues.
Beat. Heis, indeed, no lefs than a {tuft man.

But for the f{tuffing Well, we are all mortal.
Ful. Do not miftake my Coulin Beatrice, Sir,
There 1s a kind of a merry war between
Count Bewmedick and her: they never meet,
But there 1s a skirmifh of wit between ’em.
Beat. He got nothing by that. In our laft encounter
Four of his five wits did go halting off;
And now the whole man is govern’d by one.
I pray, Sir, who's his Companton now ? for he was wont,
Every Month to have a new {worn Brother.
Balt. Is't poflible? '
Beat., Very poflible.

He
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He wears his faith but as the fafhion of -
His Hat 5 it ftill changes with the next Block. -
Balt. Madam, the Gentleman is not in your Books.
viol. If he were, I have heard my Sifter fay
She would burn her Study. . |
Balt. Small Miltrefs, have you learnt that in your Primer ?
This, Madam, 1s your pretty Bud of wit.
viol. A Bud that has fome prickles, Sir. Take heed
You cannot gather me. |
Beat. But, Signior Balthazar,
I pray who is Count Bewedicks Companion? - .
Balt. At idle {eafons, Madam, he is pleas’d :
To ufe no better company than mine.
Beat. Hewill hang on you like a difeafe,
He’s.{fooner cau&t than the Peftilence;
And the taker does run prefently mad.
Heaven help you Balthazar, if you have caught
The Benedickt, for itwill colt you more
Than a thoufand pounds to be cur'd. _
Balt. 1 with I may hold friendfhip with you, Lady.
Beat. Y ave the wit, Sir, to wifh for your felf,
Ful. You'll never run mad Coufin.
Beat, Not till a hot January. [ Enter Seryant,
serv. Madam, your Guardian’s Brother, Count Besedick,
Is newly enter’d.
Beat. The man of War, having been fletht
Inthe laft Battel, will bear all before him.
Let us found a retreat, and hide our felves

Behind the Hangings, to mark his behaviour.
viol. Dear Sifter, let me hide my felf too

[ Beatrice, Viola, Juliet, [ behind the Hanging 3

Balt. O pray do, with a Bongrace ﬁJ'om thfSIt’m. S,

Madam, I'll leave you to your Ambuth.
Enter Benedick, Efchalus.

Ben. My Brother private in affairs of State ?

Efch. My Lord, he’s at thisinftant muchreferv’d ;
But, when I fhall acquaint him you are here,
He will difmi(s his bufinefs to receive,
And welcome you ?

Ben. Signior Efthalus, I thank you: but it
Is fit our private love {hould give free way
Tofervice which concerns the publick profit.
I am, Sir, in{ome trouble, that [ could
Not havethe happinefs of paying my
Obedience to his Highnefs e’re he went.
Will he be abfent long ? -

Efch. That 1sunknown |
Even toyour Brother Angelo 5 whe is his full
Vicegereat here, and hath receiv’d commands
To let you tafte his Pow'r, to every ufe
That can procure you any benefit,

In memory of your laft fervice. o [_’Eﬂ}br Luéio.

Luc. My Lord you are moft happily return’d,
And met withall the joys we can exprefs. |
| Beﬂo
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Ben. Lucio, 1 am much pleas'd to fee you wells
It gives me hope that [ fhall have but few

Sad Evenings here in Turin, if the

Beauties which I left be not quite wither'd,
Their Voices cra&, and their Lutés hung on Willows.

Luc. My Lord, I am not only haften'd hither by
My Love to be the firft that {hall congratulate
Your good fucce(s abroad, but to entreat
Your aid at home. If you will pleafe but to
Take leave of that grave Magiltrate a while,
I fhali deliver you a meflage from mankind.
gen. How, Lucio? That is of concern indeed.
Signior, I (hall befeech you to obferve
My Brother’s leifure, thatImay attend him. |
Efch. Your Lordthip is moft welcome to Turix. & [Exit Elcbalus,
Ben. Now, Lucio, {peak your affair from that great
Common-Wealth which {ent you, Mankind.
Balth. They are too many for you to enquire
Particularly after their healths3 therefore
He may without Ceremony proceed. | o
Iyc.. Youhave heard of the Supream Pow'r plac’d in
Count 4ngelo your Brother?
Ben. I have, Lucio.
Luc. Under your favour, Sir,
I may fay the beginning of his rule
Is not pleafing to the belt fort of men,
He deals very hardly with Lovers.
Bew. 1am forry tohear that of a Brother.
Luc. My Lord,Iam moreforry to reportit.
He has already reviv'd an old Law,
Which condemns any man to death, who gets,
Being unmarry'd, a Woman with Child. |
Ben. How Lucio? does he mean to govern like
The Tyrant Turk, with Ev’nuchs of his Counctl 2
Lyc. You muft affwage the choler of his wifdom,
And put him in mind that men are frail.
Ber. This bufinefs, Bal#hazar, requires our cares
For we having profefled again(t the bonds
Of Marriage, and he, reftraining
The liberty of Lovers, the good Duke
When he returns, will find no Children left

In Turin. .
Lxc. For my part, Sir, .

I only fear the deftruction of Learning :

For if there be no Children, farewel Gramar-Schools.
Ben. Come, we mutft fit in Council, Balthazar,

Increale our party, and ftill defie marriage. ‘
Beat. We cannot hear’em, Juliet 5 let usenters [ Enter Beat. Jul.

Ben. My dear Lady difdain! are you yet living? (Viol

Beat. Can difdain dye when fhe has {o fit food

To feed it as Benedick? |
Ben. 1 am belov'd of all Ladies, only

You excepteds and [ am forry they muft lofe
Their fighs; for I havea hard heart,
And can lovc none.

| Tbe L.«mj: '--égai‘nﬁ Lovess,

Peat. A happinefs to Women; who would ol 272
Be troubled with a moft pernicious Syitor > e

But I can anfwer your humour ; "for [

Had rather hear my Dog bark at
Than a Man {wear he logves meil , ? Crow,

Bez. Keep in that mind, Lady, for then fome ¢

Friends may (cape a predeftinate [cratche face,

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe
It it were fuch a Face as Benedick's. ’

. Ben. You are a rare Parrot-teacher.

fmy

But keep your way : I have dope, your Fongue s

Beat, j’l,k’tg he a]wayg endS With .
jul. The Gentleman’s wit is tir'd 7Jades trick,

Vio. Y'are welcome home my Lord H
Ang Pm\%llahnts, andfﬁne Fans, ﬁ'?:;m the.Wa‘::g
en. VWnat my {weet Bud, you are grown '
Vio. My Sifter has promis'd me that% ﬂ?::l? bt: loflom!
A Woman, and that you fhall make Jove t
When you are old enough to have 2 Wife.

Ber. This is not a chip of the old Block. b
A fmare Tng of the young Branch. ’ [uEnter Efch. and S
Ef¢h. Lord Angelo expects you, Sir, ! HESEY:

- d this
Fair Company. Ex.B o |
Serv. Signtor Claudio, now u'r:ld:r a;azr?:?t' salth. Jul. Etch. Vio.
Defires to (peak with you ? |

Luc. How ! under Arr

Is no proper place for a Prifoners vifj.
Pray favour me o much as to tell him thag
F'll come down to receive his commands,
- Enter Provoft, Claudio
4ra. 1hus can the Demi-gcd Auth’or' |
Us pay down for our offence by weight 1y make L Enter Lucio

Luc. Clandio! how now! fr '
. + Irom whence comes ¢ Int?
Claud. From too much liberty. s refrain;

As Surfet is the father of a F aft,

So Liberty by the immoderate ufe,
Turns.to reltraint. Our N

An evil Thirft, and when we drink we dye.

O me,

t will prove

Yet (to fay truth) I had rather enio
The foppery of freedom, than thejwji’fe
Morality of Imprifonment. What

Is thy offence Clundjo

Cland. To [peak of it were to offend
Lwc. What is it, Murder?
Cland. No.

Luc. 1 believe ’tis that

again.

whicht : L
Cland. You may call it fo.c he precife call Incontinence,

Bal. I am told claudio is Arrefted, Lenter Balthazar.

Luc. "T1s too true, Balthagar.
Bal* What is his crime?

Luc,
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Luc. Lord Angelo has taught us fo much modefty,
That [ am atham’d to name 1t.

Balth, What, is there a Maid with Child by him?

ruc. No, but I fear there isa Woman with Maid By him.

prov. Signior, I {inall offend if you (tay here: '
Be pleas’d to go. | |

Cland. Provoft,allow me but a few words more.

Luc. Pray Clandio {peak your mind: we are your friends.

claud. 1grieve totell you, Gentlemen, that |
Have got pofleflion of Fulietta’s bed.
She is my Wife by facred vows, and by,
A contratt {eal’d with form of witnefles.
But we the ceremony lack of marrage,
And that, unhappily, we did detfer
Only for the aflurance of a Dowry,
Remaining in the Coffers of her Friends;
From whom we thought it fit to hide our love,
Till time had mafter’d their confent to it.

But fo it happens, that
Our oft (toln pleafure is now writ

With Charalers too grofs 1n Juliet. .
gal. With Child perhaps.
Claud. *Tis {03
And the new Deputy
Awakens all the enroll’d penalties,
Which have been Nineteen years unread, and makes
Me fecl the long negleted punithment,
By fuch a Law, as three days after
Arreflt, requires the forfeit of my head.
Luc. Thy head {tands now fo {lightly
On thy (houlders, that a Milk-maid, if (he
Be in love, may figh it off.
Bal, Lucio, you are a {tranger to Lord 4ngelo,
But [ well know the fowrenefs of his Soul :
And [ was told in pafling to you hither,
That Juliet is Arrelted in his houfe,
And forc’d from the protection of

The Lady Beatrice his fair Ward.
Luc. Tlike it not: fend quickly to the Duke,

And then appeal to him.
clud. T have done fo but he’s not to be found.
I prethee, Lucio, Jend me thy a{liftance 3
This day my Sifter fhould the Cloifter enter,
And there receive her approbation.
Acquaint her with the danger I am 1n.
Implore her in my name, that (he make friends
To the ftrit Deputy: {he muft her felf aflay hims
[ have great hope inthat; for in her youth
There 1s a fweet and fpeechlefs dialect,
Such as moves mens and well fhe can perfwade.
Lue. I with fhe may. I would be loth |
That any of my friends fhould foolifbly
Play away their lives at a Game of Tick-tack.

Bal, We will both to her prefently.

Cland.

- J¢ may {eem tyraany to punifh them,

- v e - e
- ." -,
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claud. Come Officers, away |
Enter Duke and Fryer Thomas.
puke. No, Holy Father 5 throw away that thought;
Lov’s too tender to dwell in my cold bofom.
I defire you to give me fectet hatbour,
For a defign more grave and wrinkled than
The-aims of giddy youth can have.

Fryer. May your Grace fpeak of it ? |
Duke. None, Holy Father, better knows than you,

. How I have ever lik’d a life retir’d;;

And (till have weary of Aflemblies been,
Where witlefs youth comes dreft to be ador'd.
I have deliver’d to Lord Angelo

(A man of ftrictnefs, and firm abftinence)

My abfolute pow'r and place here in Turins
And hebelieves me travelling to spain;

Now (pious Sir) you will demand of me
Why I did this? = |

Fryer. I fain would know. s

Duke. We have [trict Statutés, and chaftifing Laiws
Which [ have fuffer’d Nineteen yeats to (leep, ’
Even like an o’regrown Lyon 1n a Cave
That goes not out to Prey. But as fond Fathers
Bind up the threatning Rod, and ftick it in
Their Childrens fight, for terror more than ufe,

Till it in time become more markt than Fear'd;

So our decrees, dead to inflittion, t0
Themfelves are dead, and froward Tiberty,

Does Juftice {trike, as Infants beat the'Nurfe.

Fryer. This ty’d-up Juftice, Sir, you'might have foon
Let foofe, which would have {feem’d more dreadful
Than in Angelo.

Duke. Too dreadful,Sir. For fincé
It was my fault to give the People {cope,

For what [ bid them a&. We dono lefs =
Than bid unlawful altions to be done, 3
When evil deeds have their permiffive Pafs.

Fry. I am convinc'd. '

Duke. 1 have on Angelo impos’d
Th'unpleafant pow’r-of punithing; who may
Witfﬁn'the Ambufh of my name,— firike home.
And’to behold how he:does nile, I will,

As if I were a Brother of your Order,

Vifit both Prince and People. Theretore, I pray,
Supply me with the Habit, and inftruct me how
I may in perfon a true Fryar {eem. |
I can allow you no more reafous for

This action now, than that Lord Angelo

Stands at 2 Guard with Envy, and does {carce
Confefs that his bloud flows;

The Man feems fngulai, but we fhall (ee,

If Pow'r change purpofe,. what our {eemers be:

N o
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Enter Ifabella, and Francifca a Nun.
Ifz. But have you Nuns no further priviledge?
Nun. Are not thefelarge enough? |
1fa. They are; I fpeak not as defiring more,
But rather wifhing a more {trict reftraint
Were on the Silterhood vow’d to Saint Clare.
Luc. Ho! peace be in this place
Ifab. Who is it that does call? |
Nun. It is 2 mans voice. Gentle Ifabella,
Pray turn the Key, and know his bufinefs of him:
You may, I may not; you are yet unf{worn.
When you have vow'd you muft not {peak with men,
But in the prefence of the Priorefs;
Then if you fpeak, you muft not fhew your face;
Or if you fhew your face, you mult not {peak.
r4c. Ho! the Sifterhood. |
Nun. He calls agains I pray you anfwer him.

“______________———_-———————‘—"—-—_——_——-_

[ Lucio, Balthazar within.

Ifab. Peaceand Proiperity. Whois'tthat calls? [ Enter Luc.Balt.

Tuc. Hail Virgin! pleafe you befriend us fo,
As to permit us to the fight of Ifabell, o
A novice of this place, and Sifter to
Young Clandio, her unhappy Brother. |
1fab. Why her unhappy Brother? Let me ask 5
The rather fince I now muft make it known
I am that Ifabella, and his Sifter. o
Luc. Gentle,and fair; your Brother kindly greets you.
Bal. We cannot, Lucio,come too fuddenly
With forrows to a mind prepar'd; tis fit
You tell her that her Brother is in Prifon.
Ifab. Ay me! for what?
Lyc. For that which cannat be excus’d;
Ard yet, perhaps if he were try'd
By Judges not much older than himfelt,
Would have an eafie puni(bment. He bas,
I hope unwillingly, got his friend with Child.
1f. Sir, make me not your {corn.
Luc. T would not, though ’tis my familiar fin,
To jeft with Maids, play with all Vigins fo.
I hold you as a thing infhrin’d, and to
Be talkt with as a Saint 1o all fincerity.
1> You hurt the good in mocking me.
Bal. Believe what he has {aid 1s truth. _
1/ab. Some one with Child by him? my Coufin Tuliet 2
Luc. Is fhe your Coufin? . |
1fzb. Adoptedly, as School-maids change their names.
Luc. She 1t 1s.
Ifzb. Let him marry her.

Bal. Marry'd, they are 1n ﬁght of Heaven, though not
With fuch apparent forms, as makes the Law

Approve and witnefs it.

Lue. The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hences

“And with full force of his authority,

Lord Angelo now Rules; a man whofe bloud
Is very Snow-broth, one who never feels

The
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The wanton motions of the fenfe 5 but does
Rebate and blunt his natural edge,

With Morals, Lady. He {tudies much,
And fafts.

galt. To frighten Libertines (vyho long have fcap’d,

And filently have run by th’ {leeping face
Of hideous Law, as Mice by Lyons fteal )
Lord Angelo has haltily awak’d
A dreadful act, under whofe heavy fenfe,
Your Brothers life falls into defperate forfeit.
Luc. All hope is gone, unlefs you have the grace,
By moving Prayers, to foften Angelo. .
1(%. Does he fo {ternly feek his life?
Luc. He has already fentenc’'d him, and (as
[ hear ) the Provoft has a Warrant for
His Execution.
1fab. Alas,what poor abilities
Have [ to do him good?
Balt. Make tryal of what pow’r you have.
1fab. My pow'r alas [ doubt !
Luc. Go to Lord Angelo, and let him know,
When Virgins (ue, men give like Gods;
But when they weep and kneel, no pow’r has then
So much of Devil in't, asnot to yield.
1f2b. T'll fee'what I can do.
Luc. But {peedily.
Ifab. 1 will about 1t {traight s
Not ftaying longer, than to give the Mother
Notice of my bufinefs. I humbly thank you.
Comumend me to my Brother. Soon at night
I'll fend him certain word of my fuccels.
Lue. We take our leaves.
1/2b. Heaven guide you, Gentlemens
And fo prepare to Angelo my way,
As if Saint Claredid prompt me how to pray.

ACT II. SCENE L

Enter Angelo, Benedick,

Ben. THUT for ill doing, Sir, muft claxdio dye?
B Ang. The Law' appoints that he
Who gets a Child unlawfully muft dye.
Ber. But mult a man be requited with death,
For giving life to another ?
Ang. Wemuft not make a {care-crow of the Law 3
Setting it up to fright our Birds of prey
And let it keep onefhape, till cultom makes 1t
Not their terrour, but their Pearch.
Ben. Call, Sir, your own affeCtions to accompt.

Had time concur’d with place, or place with wifhing 5

N n 2
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And had the refolution of your blood, | She has too much wit, and great Wits will not long
Found means t’attain th’ eflect of your own purpofe, Lye idle. |
Perhaps, in fome hot {eafon of your life, Ef¢h. You have too much mirth to have fufpicion.
Even you, Sir: would haye err'd In thats Ben. As I will not do Ladies fo much wrong
For which you cenfure him. To miltraft any, {o I'll do my felf
Ang. "Tis one thing to be tempted, Benedick , The right to truft nope.
Another thing to fall. I not deny Ef:h. This {utes not with your Brothers purpofe. [ Enter Lucio
The Jury pafling on a Prifoners life, Ben. Welcome, are either of you inclin’d to marriage ? (Bahhf
May in the fworn twelve, have a Thiefor two Balt. How,marriage? it is a noofe for Nianies
Guiltier than him they try. What konows the Law, Do youthink [ will have a Recheat winded
Whether Thicves pﬂﬁv on Thieves? | Inmy ﬁ)rehcad’ ot hgng my Bugle in
You cannot leffen his offence, becaufe An invifible Baldrick ?

Luc. If [ ever marry, let mine eyes be
Pickt out with the Pen of a Ballad-maker,
And-hang me up at the door of a Brothel,
For the Sign of blind cupid.
Ben. You {ee, Signtor Ffthalus, my Brother makes
So many Inemtes to propagation,
That 1f the Duke ftay long, he may chance find
A Dominton without Subje(ts.
Luc. If he have any, they will need
No Governour, for they will all be old
Enouzh to govern themfelves. [ Enter Beatrice, Viola.
Ben. Here comes the Lady 4pril, whofe fair face
Is alwaysincident to {fome foul weather.
Beat. I wonder you will ftill be talking, Benedick ;
No body marks you.
Ben. I mean to drink
Opiuz before I come in your Company,
That you may excufe my follies, ‘
With {aying, I talk in my {leep.
Beat. Where 1s Lord Angelo?
Efeh. Madam, he is retir'd.
Beat. What to his Prayers?
As Exccutioners kneel down and ask pardon,
Before they handle the Axe,

I have oflcnded too: but tell me at
That time, when I, who cenfure him, do fo
Offend 5 and my own judgment then {hall be
A pattern tor my death. Brother, he mult dye.

Ben. Sir, when [ heard you had the place of Juftice,
I did not think your gravity did mean
To (wagger with her broad Sword. Can Dame Jultice
Become, fo foon, fo notable a Cutrter?

Ang. You haveleavetobe pleafant; butl pray
Liften to Efchalus, he’ll give youcounfel. [ Exit, und Fnt:r Eichalqe,

Ben. Good Ffchalus, I {hould have found you out.
Is there no means to fave poor Clandio’s lite? -~

Efch. Your Brother has given order to the Provdlt,
To fee his Execution punctually
Perform’d, by nine to morrow morning.

Ben. A fhort warntng for a terrible long Journey.

Efch. A Confeffor will be fent to prepare him.
Ben. I'm told, Signior Efchalus, you have counfel for me.,

Ffch. My Lord, I'll not prefume to call 1t mine;
'Tis from your Brother, who does well advife,
That you would pleafe to think of marriage.

You know the Lady Beatrice was his Ward 3
And now her Wardfhip is expir’d.
Ben. Marry ?

What to beget Boys for the Headfman? Ben. Hale in Maine-Bolin! the ftorm begins!
Efch. Good my Lord, leaving your feverity, Beat. Heavenfend the good Duke here aguin! do you
You needs muft think her beauty worth your praife. Not hear, Signior, Efchalyr, of the Mutiny
Ben. She's too low for a high praife, and too little InTown>
i For a great praife; but tl}us tar I'll commend her; Efch. No, Madam, is there a Mutiny ?
;. Were fhe other than fhe is, the were then Beat. All the Midwives, Nurfes, and Milk-women
? Unhandfom, and being no other but Are up in Arms, becaufe the Governour
| As fhe s, I do not like her. } Hasmadeal.aw againft Lovers.
I Efch. My propofal deferves a {teady Anfwer. | Ben. True, the Law 1s, that none who have not been
Ben. My Brother, Sir, and I, walk feveral ways. Bound Prentices to Hymen, fhall {et up
i He takes care to deftroy unlawful Lovers; In the trade of making Children.
, And I'll endeavour to prevent th'1ncreafe Eﬁ'/) Madam, you will marry, and have your freedom.
[ OF]QWﬁ]l CUCkO]dS. ' BG’/Zf. Marry? }fes, ifyou’” fafhi()n me a man
Ef¢h. None of the beauteous Sex can have more virtue, ‘ Of 2 middle conftitution, between
Than fair Beatrice. o | Lord Angelo’s Carthufian gravity,
| _ Ben. Sir, I fincerely allow your opinion. And his Brother Bewedick 5 the one is »
k- She is yet very exceedingly virtuous, - Too like a State-Image and fays nothing -
‘ . And has a lazinefs towards love : but, Sir, And the other, too like a Country Lady’s

She Eldeft
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Eldeft Son, evermore talking.
Ben. Nay do but perfecute my Brother,

And I am fatisfy’d. |
Beat. Signior Efchalus, 13 not my Wardfhip out?

Efch. Yes, Madam. | |
Beat. And this Houfe, where the Goveinour lives, mineown 2

Ffch. Madam, 1t 1s. |
Beat. Methinks my Guardian
Is but a rude Tenant. How durft he with
Unmanly power, force my Coufin Juliet from me?
Efch. Lady,it was the Law that us’d that force.
geat. The Law? is fhe not married by fuch Vows
As will (tand firm in Heaven? that’s the fubftantial part
Which carries the effect, and mult fhe then
Be punifht for neglect of form?
Muft confcience be made good by compliment ?
Ben. My Brother will have men behave them{clves
To Heaven, as Boys do to their Pedants: they
Mult not fay grace, without making their legs.
Beat. I am glad Benedick , to hear you
Sometimes in the right.
Ben. I'm inthe right, Lady, only
As often as you are 1n the wrong. |
Beat. Pray, Signior Efthalus, defire my Guardian
To let the Divines govera the Civilians.
I would have my. Coufins {piritual marriage
Stand good in confcience, though “tis bad 1n Law.
She muft not be lockt up within thick Walls,
And Iron Grates. A Wood-bine Arbour will
Prove {trong enough to hold a Lady, when
She is grown fo weak as to be i love, o
viol. Pray, Silter, why is Julietin Prifon? IR
Beat. Peace, Viola, you are too young to know.
Ben. She play’'d with a bearded Baby, Miltrels,
Coutrary to Law.
viol. Alas, poor Juliet! T'll fing no more
Tothe Governour, till he lets her out. .
Beat. Sir, the Deputy drinks too much Vinegar 3
It makes his difpofition {owr.
Efch. Pray, Madam, tell him fo. |
Beat. No, Sir, you States-men manage your difcourfe
Amongft your {elvesby figns. I am not mute
Enough to underftand your Mylterzes. |
Come, Viola, I'll write to the Duke. [ Exennt Beat. Viol.
Ben. This would make a rage Wife, were fhe_not
A woman.
Balt. You with the men, and (he with the maids, will
Quickly forbid all Banes.
Luc. If we do not
Bring ill Poefies of Wedding Rings out of
Fafhion, let’s not be numbred with the Wits.
Enter Angelo and Byovolt.
Ang. What is your bufinefs, Provolft?

Prow. Isityour will Claxdio (hall dye to morrow 2

[Exeunt.

¢ . Ange

Kneel down before him; y’ are too cold.
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Ang. Did I not fay he fhould? had:vou not order?
Why do you ask again > -
prov. Lelt [-might betoorath.
Uader your good correttion, I have feen
When, after execution, the wile Judge
Has his rafh doom repented. '

4rg. Do you your office, or elfe give 1t up,
And you fhall well be fpar’d.

Prov. 1 crave your Excellencies pardon.

What (hall be done with the weeping Juliet ¢
Ang. Dilpole of her tofome apartment in
The Prifon, where Claudio may not fee het.

serv. Here is aSifter of the man condemn'd,
Defires accefs to you.

Ang. Already 1s his Sifter come, ..
She has the reputation, Provoft, of . b
A virtuous Maid. | :

Prov. I, my good Lord, a very virtuous Maid,
And tobe fhortly of a Sifterhood.

Ang. Let her be admitted.

Prodvaﬂ tak? care that Juliet be remov’'d .
At diftance from her Lover. Enter Luch
Prov. Heaven [till preferve your Excellencg. rher Litcio, abells.
Ang. Stay here awhile. Y'are welcome, what’s your will 2
Ifab. Iam a woful Sutor to your Excellence,
If you in goodnefs will vouchfafe to hear me,
Ang. What 13 your fuit?
Ifab. There 18 a vice which moft I do abhor,
And moft defire that it fhould meet rebuke 3
For which I would not plead, but that I muft.
Ang. Well, come to the matter.
Ifab. I havea Brother iscondemn’d to dye,

I would befeech you to condemn the fault, and not
My Brother.

Proy. Heaven give thee moving graces!

Ang. Is not cach fault condemn’d e’re it be done ?
I were the very Cipher of Authority,
If I fhould fine the fault, whofe fine ftands in
Record, and yet forgive the Ator.

Ifab. Oh juft! but yetfevere Law!

[ Enter Servant.

[Exit Servant. '

I had a Brother then. Heaven keep you, Sir.

Luc. Give it not over {o, to him again:

Ifab. Muft he needs dye ?
Ang. Virgin, no remedy.
Ifab. Yes, I believe that you might pardonhim 5

And neither Heaven, nor man, would at
The mercy grieve.

Ang. I will notdo’t.

Ifab. You can then if you would?

Ang. That which I fhould not do, ‘I cannot do.
Ifab. But you may do it, Sir, and do the world

No hurt : I would your heattsvere toucht with fuch
Remorfe, as mine is to hin

Ang.
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Ang. Hc's fentenc’d, ’tis too late,
Luc. You are too tame.
Ifab. Too late? I who have fpoke a word, may call
The meaning back. NoCeremony, -
No Ornament which to the Great belongs s
Not the Kings Crown, nor the deputed Sword,
The Martial’s Truncheon, nor the Judges R obe,
Become them with {o beautiful a grace
As mercy does. If he had been as you,
And you as he, you might have err’d like hims
But he like you, would not have been {o ftern.
Ang. | pray be gone. s.
1fab. Would Heaven, if you were Ifabell, thatI

A while might have your pow’r, to let you fee . - AF

How f{oon the forrow of aSifters tears,
Should clenfe the foulnefs of a Brothers fault.

Luc. That is the Vain, touch it boldly.

Awg. Your Brother is a forfeit of the Law s
And you but wafte your words.

Ifzb. Alas,alas, all Souls were forfeit once s
And he who might the vaatage beft have took,
Fouund out the remedy. What would you do
If he, who on the utmoft top of heights,

On Judges fits, fhould judge you as you are?

Ang. Be you content, fair Maid,

It was the Law, notl, condemn’d your Brother;
Were he my Kin{man or my Son, 1t {hould
Be with him thus. And he muft dye te morrow.

Ifab, To morrow? Oh that’s fudden! fpare him! {pare hnnl

He’s not prepar’d. Evenfor our Kitchins we
The Fowl of Sealon kill. Shall we ferve Heaven*
With lefs relpet, than we would minifter
To our grofs (elves? My Lord, in mercy {peak !
Who is 1t that has dy’d for this offence?
Too many have committed it.
Luc. Well faid. |

" 4ng. The Law has not been dead, thongh it has flept. ™
Thol% many had not dar'd to act that crime,
If he who firft did the edict infringe,

Had anfwer'd for his deed. ’Tis now awake3; B

Takes note of what 1s done, and Prophet-like, | .
Looks in a Glafs, which fhows what future ills, . - .
Might by remiflnefs be in progrefs hatcht. -
Ifab. Yet fhow fome pity. | o
Ang. 1 fhow it moft, when I moft Juftice (how,
For I commiferate then, even thofe whom I
Shall never know 3 and whofe offences, if
They weré forgiven, might afterwards deltroy them.
And alfo do him right, who, punifht for
One pleafing crime, lives not to act another.
Be fatisfy’d 5 your Brother dies to morrow.
Ifzb. So you, my Lord, muft be the firft that e're
This fentence gave, and he the firft that fuffers it.
'Tis excellent to have a Giants {trengths
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But

But Tyrannous to ufe it like aGiant. =
Luc. Well faid again. k.

Ifzb. If men could thunder-
As great Jove does, Fove ne’er would
For every cholerick petty Officer,
Would ufe his Magazine in Heayen for Thuonder
We nothing fhpuld but Thunder hear, Sweet Heaven ! |
Thou rather with thy (tiff and fulph’rous bolt ik

Doft fplit the knotty and obdurate O
Than the {oft Mirtle. O but man’,a perouzk;nan [

(Daeﬁ tn a little brief authority, |

Moft 1gnorant of what he thinks himfel

Affur'd) does in his glaffy effence, ltlli]kef:F

An angry Ape, play fuch fantaftick tricks

Before high Heaven, as would make Angels laugh

It they were mortal, and had fpleens Jik
Luc. To him, he will relentfl fe him o

Prov. Pray Heaven (he gain him|

Ang. Why do you ufe this paffion before me >

Ifab. Authority, thodgh it does j

Yet has a kind of ,Med’ci%e In it fclefrr e of
Which skins the top of every vice, ’
Knock at your bofom, Sir, and ask your heart
It it contains no crime, refembling my
Poor Brothers fault, and then, if it confe(s
fnatural %uilt:inefs, {uch as his is,

et 1t not found a fentence fro
Again{t my Brothers life, " YOUuE fongye
Ang. She {peaks {uch fenfe
As with my reafon breeds fuch Images
As fhe has excellently form’d. Farewel.
Ifab. Gentle, my Lord, turn back !

Ang. 1 will bethink me, come again to morrow.

Ifab. Heark, how I'll bribe : d
Ang. How! bribe me? youj good my Lord turn back.

Ifab. 1, with fuch gifts that Heaven (hall fhar
Lxc. You had marr’d all elfe,

Yab. With early Prayers that (hall
And enter there before) 21l be up at Heaven,

The mornings Cafement opens to the World:
The Prayers of fafting maids. )
Ang. Well, come to me to morrow.
Luc. Enough, away !

Ifab. All that is good be near your Excellence.
Ang. I thank you. '

Ifab. At what hour fhall I attend you.
Ang. At any time e're noon. |

Ifab. The Angels ftill preferve you. E o
4ng. From all, but from thy virtue maid ! [ xeunt all but Angelo,

Ilove her virtue. But, temptation! O!

Thou falfe and cunning guide! who in difguife o

Of Vfrtucs {hape lead't us through Heaven to Hell. .-

No vitious Beauty could with pradtisd Arc |

Subdue, like Virgin-ionocence, my heart, -
A o o

quiet be ;

el him coming.

hers,

e with you.

- [Ex#.
Enter
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Enter Duke in difguifé of a Fryar, and Provolt, -

Duke. Hail to you, Provolt, {o I think you are.
rrov. I amthe Provofts What's your will, good Father?
Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blefled Orders,

I come to vifit the affli¢ted minds - |

In Prifon here. Do me the common right,

To let me fee them; and to let me know

The nature of their crimes; that I may minifter

Accordingly to their relief. ‘
prov. | would do more than that, if more were needful.

Look, here comes one, whoinher flames of youth [ Enter Juliet.
Has blifter'd her fair fame. She is with Child, .

And he that got it fentenc'd.
puke. When mult he dye?
prov. As I believe, to morrow.
I'll go in, and prepare him for your vifit:
[n the mean time beftow your counfel here.
puke. Repent you (fair one) of the fin you carry ?
Jul. 1 bear my punifbment moft -patiently.
Duke. I'll teach you how you (hall arraign your confcience,

And try your penitence.

Jul. Tll gladly learn.
Duke. Lov'd you the man that wrongd you ?

Ful. Yes, as [ lov'd the woman that wrong'd him.

Duke. So then it feems you mutually have fin'd?

Jul. We mutually have fin'd againft the Law :
And I repent for it, but am as much

Afflifted at my 1gnorance, |
Not knowing ‘twas a fin when I tranfgreft,

As at the fin 1t felf.
Duke. If Daughter you repent that fin, becaufe

It brings youfhame, it 1sa common, and
An erring grief, which looks more at our felves,
Than towards Heavens not fparing Heaven for love,

But tear. o
Jul. As’tis an evil I repent, and grieve not for

The thame, becaufe you think it is deferv’d.

Duke. There reft.
Your Partner (as I hear) muft dye to morrows

And I am going with inftructions to him.

Grace go with you. )
Jul. Muft dye tomorrow? oh injurious love !

It refpites me a life whofe very belt

Is {till a dying horror.
Enter Claudio, Lucio, Balthazar.

alth. Claudio, to tarry longer with you now,
Were but to lofe that time which we
Mult husband for your benefit. Nocare
Is wanting in your Sifter, nor in us.
Ixc. Our Lawyers make good Merchandife of Women,
The head of a man pays for a maidenhead.
claud. There is no rack fo painful in this Prifon,
As that which {tretches me "tween hope and doubt.

[Exit ProvOJio

[ Exit.

 All I defire is certainty. I
Balt,

[ Exit.

The Ld»‘agdin/‘.}‘;l.owrs. B

Balt. You {peak as if Srou were already i
Another world; for there’s no certain:y 7
In this. We'll fee you hourly, fo farewel.

Luc. When I leave this wanti '
I'll ride Poft to him on a Hobby?hgozvfg,rld’ RS
And fence againft his Dart with a Fools Bauble,
Claud.. By all your loyal friendthip, Balthazar
Let Fuliet be protected with your care ’
And courage, from injurious tongues. ’
B}zlt.dl glll deferve your truft. -
" Cland. Pray {erve her with a nobl
In all that her afiliCtions (hall rec?uoirf;.E encernefl
Balt. I need not {uch a {triét command,
Away, let’s leave him to his medications.
. éuc. .Rketgember Clandio,
1s wicked world does homage to ri
An;i w1ttK Il'l;en want money. 5 r-]Ch Fonl Enter Provolt
rovs ather delires to fpeak with v , dio. ot
Luc. Methinksitisteo late[;or CLmdz’Z (t)cl)l - L Claudio,Provoit
Expelt a Reprieve. :
Balt. Hope 1s fo familiar an acquainta
That though fhe ftays with us allqday, ;:f we
Are loth to part with her at night,
Lu;‘. \ghere 18 Benedick ?
Balt. Gone to Beatrice, the jult now fent for hi
Luc. We fhall never out-face the world u(r)ll;t})] lc[)rlll‘r
énve&w%? againft marriage, for I find
exes will meet, though Mountains and rough §¢
Make a lqng {pace betweén them. Our de[%%nseas
On Benedick and Beatrice muft be purfu'd, -
| Balt. Let’s tothe Governours, and in the wa
Il tell thee how we ought to manage it. ’
. Enter Angelo.
Ang. My weighty Office I can valgue now
But as an 1dle plume worn in the wind. 9
Serv. The Sifter, Sir, of Clandio defires accefs.
WAng. Shew her the way into the Gallery.
hy does my blood, thus flowing to my heart
Ma!ge 1t unable for 1t {elf, whil(t then o
It difpofiefies other parts of that
Which they inlefler ftreams would ufeful make?
So deal officious throngs, with him who fwounds;
They come to help him, and they ftop the air g
By which he fhould revive; andfo..
The numerous Subjetts to a well-wifht King, -
Quit their own home, and in rude Fondnefs,to
I]gls prefence crowd, where their unwelcome love
oes an offence, and an opprefiion prove. ’ [ Exit

[ Exeunt,

[ Enter Servant.

[ Exit Servant.
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ACT III. Scene I. .
Enter 1(abel, Angelo.

1fab. I Am come to know your pleafure.

: !
L
=

/Ang. That you might know it would much better pleafeme,

Than to demand what 'tis: your Brother cannot live.
1[ab. Even fo, Heaven keep your Excellence.
Ang. Stay a little,

For he perhaps may live awhile: nay, and
As long as you or I, fince none can know

Their own appointed ends. ~ Yet, he muft dye.
7fxb. Under your fentence ?

Ang. Yes. S |
Ifab. When, I befeech you? that 1n his Reprieve

Longer or Shorter) he may be fo fitted
'(Thatghis Soul may I)'lot {uffer with his body.
Ang. Hehadafilthy vice. It were as good
To pardon him that has from Nature {toln
A man already made, as to permit
Their fawcy {weetnefs, who Heavens Image coyn

In Stamps which are forbid. |
anZzb. EI‘hat is fet down in Heaven, but not on Earth.

Z4ng. How? fay youfo? thenIfhall quickly poze you.

Which had you rather, that the moft jult Law

~ Should take your Brothers life, ot to redeem him,
Give up your pretious {c!f to fuch a blemith

As fhe permitted whom he ftain'd ?

1fab. T'll rather give my Body than my Soul.
Ang. 1 talk not of your foul. Our compell’d fins

Do more for number ftand, than for account.

Ifzb. How fay you, Sir?
£2g. Nay, I'll not warrant that : for I can fpeak

Againft the thing [{ay : anfwer to this.
I (now the voice of the recordedLaw)
Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life,
Might there not be a charity in fin,
To f{ave this Brother’s life ?
1fab. Pleafe you to do't,
I'll ‘take it as a peril to my foul,
It is no fin at all, but charity.
Ang. You doing it at peri] of your foul,
Make equal poize of (in and charity.
1fzb. ‘That I do beg his life, if it be fin,
Heav'n let mebear't. Ifit be fin for you
To grant my fuit, I'll make it {till my Prayer,
To have it added to the faults of mine,
And not to your account.
Ang. Nay, but hear me. .
Your fenfe purfues not mine 3 fure you are ignorants;
Or feem fc craftily, and that’snot good.
1fab. Let mebeignorant, and in nothing good,

But
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But gracioufly to know I am no better, ~
Ang. Thus Wifdom wifhes to appear molft bright,

When it does tax it felf; asa black Mafk

Often proclaims a cover’d beauty more,

Than beauty does it {elf, when openly

Difplaid. But mark me Ifabell,

Or if I may more plainly be receiv'd,

I'll fpeak more home. Your Brother is to dye.

Ifub. So! |

Ang. And his offence is fuch, asit appears
Accountant to the Law.

Ifab. True!

Ang. Admit no other way could fave his life,

(As1 fubfcribe not that, nor any other,

Unlefs by way of queftion) but that you

(Finding your felf defir'd of fuch a man

Whofe credit with the Judge, could free your Brother) -
Mutt either yield the treafures of your youth,
Or el{e muft let him dye: what would you do?
Ifzb. As much for my poor Brother, as for Ifabell,
Th'impreflion of (harp whips I gladly would
AsRubies wear, and {trip my {elf |
Even for a Grave, as for a Bed, e’rel
Would yield my honour up to fhame.
Ang. Then muft your Brother dye,
Ifab. And 'twere the cheaper way.
Better it were,.a Brother dye a while,
Than that a Sifter, by redeeming him,
Should dye for ever. |
Ang. Are younot thenas cruel as that fentence
Which you have {lander’d {o?
Ifab. Ignoble ranfom, no proportion bears
To pardon freely givens and lawful mercy,
Is not at all akin to foul redemption.
Ang. You feem’d of late to makethe Law a Tyrant;
And {o your Brothers guiltinefs excus'd,
As if it rather might be ftil’d -
A recteation than a vice.

Ifab. O pardon me my Lord. Oft it falls out,
That Pleaders {peak not what they mean,

In hope to get what they would have.
I fometimes may excufe the thing I hate,
For his advantage, whom I dearly love.

Ang. We are-all frail.

Ifab. Elfe let my Brother dye.

Ang. Nay, Women are frail too.

Ifab. 1, as the glafles where they fee themfelves,
Which are as eas’ly broke, as they make forms.
Women? helpHeaven! pray call us ten times frail,
For we are {oft, as our complexions are,

And foon a bad impreflion take.

Ang. And from this teftimony of your own Sex,

(Since I fuppofe we are not made fo {trong,

But that our faults, may fhake our frames) let me .
SN
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Be bold t'arreft your words. Be what you are,
That is, a woman, if y’are more, y'are none,
If you be one (as you are well exprelt
By all external warrants) fhew it now.
Ifab. 1 have no Tongue-but one. Gentle my Lord,
Let me intreat you fpeak the former language.
Ang. Plainly conceive, I'love you.
Ifab, My Brother did love Fuliet;
And you tell me he fhall dye tor 1t.
Ang. He {hall not, Ifabel, 1t you give me love.
1/ab. Your pow’r may your difcretion licence give,
And make you feem much fouler than you are,
To draw on others.
Ang. Believe me on mine honour,
My words expre(s my purpofe. o
Ifzb. Ha! little honour, to be much believ'd,
Your purpofe is pernicious now difcern’d.
[ will proclaim thee Angelo, look for't;
Sign me a prefent pardon for my Brother,
Or [ will tell the world aloud
What man thou art. | '
Arg. Who will believe you Ifabell ¢
My unfoil’d name, aufterity of life,
My word again{t you, and my place r'th’ State,
Will fo your accufation overweigh,
That you'll be ftifled in your own report.
And now I give my fenfual race the rains.
Yield to my paffion, or your Brother muft
Not only dye, but your unkindnefs fhall
Draw out his death to lingring pains.
To morrow anfwer me, or by that love
Which now does guide me, I will be
A Tyrant to him. |
1fb. To whom fhali [ complain?
If I tell this, who will believ't?
I'll to my Brother ftraight,
That he may know falfe Angelo’s requett,
And then prepare for his eternal reft.
Enter Benedick and Beatrice, feveral wayse
gen. I was told, Lady, you would {peak with me:.
geat. 1 would, and I would not.
Ben. Then I'll ftay, or I will not ftays
*Tis all one to me. o
Beat. Nay, I know you are but an indifferent man:
Yet now by chance, Irather am inclin'd
T hat you fhould ftay. | ;
Ben. And 'tis a greater chance
That our inclinations {hould fo foon meet 3
For I will {tay. |
Beat. Your Brother isa proper Prince, he rules
With aRod in’s hand inftead of a Scepter,

Like a Country School-Mafter in a Churchs ‘a

He keeps a large Palace with'no Attendants,
And is fit to have noné but Boys for his Subjeéts.

n02 The Law againft Lovers.
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| Exit.

| Exit,

Ben. As 1ll as he governs (if my
Defign thrive againlt the Fetters of marriage,
As his does againft the liberty of Lovers)
His rule may laft till the end of the world 3
For there will be no next Generation.

Beat. Would I might truft you Bewedick.

Ben. Madam, you believe me to have fome honout.
If you have moft (ecretly invented . '

A new Drefling, can you think I'll reveal
-The fafhion, before you wear it?

Beat. Notwith{tanding your feeming indifpofit;
Towventions of F aﬂliox;gs,y yet there bge B
Thole in Turiz, who have intercepted

Packets between you and Taylors of Paris.

Well, though thofe are bat light correfpondents,
Yet I would truft you in matter of weight.

Bez. 1 hope, Lady, you have no plot upon me.
I'll marry nc woman. “

_ Beat. I did not think you had been fo well natur'd,
As to prevent the having any of
Your breed. Marry you? what fhould I do with you >

Drefs you in my old Gown, and make you m
Waitting Woman ? ’ Ty

Ben. A waiting Woman with a Beard?

Beat. 1{hall ne’er endure a Husband with a Beard.
I had rather lye in woolen.

r

Ben. Though you difguife matrimonial pretenfions,
With pretty {corn, yet I am glad I have

A Beard for my own defence. And though fathion
Makes me fhave much (and that you believe me

A lover of fafhions ) yet mine (hall grow

To avery bufh, for my greater fecurity.

But, pray proceed to your matter of weight.

Beat, 1 will truft yous not as a man of love,
But a man of Arms.

Ben. At your own peril.

And more t’encourage you, I will declare

That though I'm very loth to come within

The narrow compaf(s of a Wedding Ring 3

Yet [ owe every fair Lady a good turn.
But to the buftnefs, L

Beat. In briefl you muft

Renew familiarity with your Brother ;

And (teal the ufe of his Signet to feal

Julietta’s pardon and her liberty,

And Clandio’s too : this done, they fhall pradtife
Their efcape, I'll endeavour mine 5 and you
Signior may fhift for your felf.

Ben. This is but betraying an ill Brother,

‘For a good purpofe; I'll do’t if I can. |

Beat. You fhall give me the Signet, for I'll have
All in my own management. ~ '

Ben. No, though I rob my Brother of the Signet ;
You (hall not rob me of the danger. =~
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Beat, Then I'll proceed no further.

Ben. That as you pleafe.
Beat. You would have the honour of the bufinefs.

Ben. Tisduetomy Sex.
Beat. Fare you well Sir yet you
May come again an hour hence, to receive

An ill look. . ,
Ben. That will not fright me much 5 for you canlook

No better than youufetodo. [ Ex. Ben. af one door. Enter Viola
viol, Sifter,[havegot Verles. Signior Lucio (at another.
Made them: he and Balthazar are within.
Beat. Is Lucio become a man of meetre ?
That's the next degree upward to the gtddy
Station of a foolith Lover. They are
Compos'd into a Song too. Sing it Viola.

Viola {ings the SONG.

Viol. Ake all the dead! what hoa! what hoa!
W How foundly they fleep whofé Pillows lye low £
They nind not poor Lovers who walk above
On the Decks of the World in florms of love.
No whifper now nor glance can pafs
Through Wickets or through Panes of Glafs 5
For onr Windows and Doors are fbut and . barr'd.
[ ye clofé in the Church, and in the Church-yard.
In cv'ry Grave nake room, make room !
The Worlds at an end, and we come, we come.
2.
The State is now Love s foe, Love's foe 3
Has feiz’d on his Arms, bis Quiver and Bow;
Has pinion'd his wings, and fetier'd bis feet,
Becanf¢ he made way for Lovers to meet.
But O fad chance, bis ‘fudge was old s
Hearts cruel grow, when blood grows cold.
. No nran being young, bis procefs wonld draw.
O Heavens that love fhonld be fithjel¥ to law!
Lowers go woo the dead, the dead !
Lye two in a Grave, and to Bed, to Bed !

Enter Lucio, Balthazar.
Beat. Signior Lucio, you are grown fo defp’rate
As to write Verfes. |
Luc. Very little bulinefs, much love,
And no money makes up a parcel-Poet.
But the Verfes are not mine..
Beat. Whofe are they 2
Luc. Balthazar knows the Author.
Balt., Not better than you, who had them from him,
Luc. Pray, Madam, let him tcll you.
Balt. Excufe me, Sir, T am as chary of
Getting my friend the ill name of a Poet,
As you are. e e
Beat. Why Geintlemen, you will not make
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A fecret of telling the hour of the day,
When your Watches are ready to ftrike ?
Pray whofe are the Ver{es? |
Luc. Madam, the Author’s name is Bénedick.
Beat. Is’t poffible? I am glad he lies bare
Under the lafh of the Wits. There are now
No {uch Tormentors in Turin as the Wits.
Poor Beredick , they’ll have him on the Rack |
E're night; why they will draw'a {trong line, to
The {ubtle weaknefs of a Spinners thred.
Balth. | fear he will be quickly liable
To a greater torment, than any that
The Wits can inflit.
Lre. Madam, we are your vow'd Servants,
We caanot chufe but tell you all. Balthazar,
You made the firlt dilcovery, you may {peak it.
Balt. Madam, ‘tis not civil to lengthen your
Expeltation. Heis tn love.
Beat. Inlove? that were a {udden change, and would fhew
More of the Moon in him, than is in a Mad-woman,
Good Balthazar with whom ?
Balt, Lucio was ready to dye laughing when
He found it, and {wore then he would tell you. ,
Beat. Keep your oath, Lucio 5 who is’t that has caught him
Luc. Nay, Madam, you now impofe upoa me.
Beat. Let me intreat you.
Luc. Why then, as {ure as you can love no Lover,
He loves you.
Beat. This founds like fiction and defign.
Good Balthazar, he is but newly gone
From hence, go feek him out, and bring him back ;
Your friendthip may prevail with him.
Luc. It will beget more mirth, than belongs
To a Morrice, in the month of 24.y.
Balt. But I befeech you no words of our dilcov'ry. , |
Beat." Signior, you ray truft me. [ Exit Balthazar.
Perhaps, Lucio, you cannot think it {trange,
Thatl believe you of my Party s
And fitter for my truft than Balthazar.
Luc. O no, Madam, [ have been trufted by
Young Ladies e’re now.
Beat. Are you {ure Bewedick loves me? he has
No fafhion of a Lover in publick.
Lyc. Poor man, he has two contrary extreams
Of Love-madnefs. Heis in company
As tantaftical as a Fencer after
His victory in a Prizes; but in private
He will figh more than an ¢id Dutch Pilot
That has loft his Ship.
Beat. 1 {hall have rare diverfion if his fit holds.
Lue. It 1s not good to jelt away mens lives.
Beat, I fee you are ferious: but will you (wear this?
Luc. If you can endure the coorfenels of {wearings
I've been unlucky at play in my time,

Pp And
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And (ha!l quickly fwear like a lofing Gamelter.
nBc.at. S(t]ay Sir): you may take up the fools commodity

Cf belief, without ingaging of oaths: |
I know you are a man of excellent temper.
Iuc. Madam, [ fwear by————,
Beat. | pray Sir hold! |
Lxe. Nay if you would put me to't. .
Beat. Lucio, you muft difwade him from his loves

And I muft truft you. I have but one heart,

And that is already difpos’d off.

Luc. Madam, all Lovers compar’d to Benedick ,
Are but lamentable Courtiers in old Cloaths.

geat. Truly, he was wont to be merry.

r#c. E're he felt Love, his heart was as {ound
As any Bell, and his Tongue was the Clapper :
For what his Heart thought, his Tongue would fpeak.
"Take heed, you muft nct loie him. |

Beat. Lucio, my heart is deligi’d toanother.

Lye, ©1alam, may I be bold t'enquire to whom?

Brat. You know the man.

7 z¢. Bohe what he will, he muft {(hew as ugly
As 3 tall man, fitting on a low ftool

Before a Chimney, compar’d to Benedick, |
geat. You ought not to fay fo, when I name him. |

Luc. Madam, I dare juftifie my friend.
Beat. 1 (hall be angry if you compare him
To him whom I can name. Suppoleit is
Signior Lucio. . |
Luc. Madam, I confefs Comparifons
Are fomewhat odious. |
geat. O, are they {o? I pray let me advife you

Not to leffen your felfs though I percetve

vou canot chufe but make much of your friend.
I uc. Sits the wind on that fide? I muflt hotfe fail

With Top, and Top-gallant. -
peat. But are you not ty’d, Sir, by fome deep vow
To wooe for Benedick? 1 am very tender

Of Mens vows.
Lue. Will you believe me, Madam?

Beat. Without oaths I befeech you. |

Tue. He knows as much the matter of this vifit,
As I do of the Great Turk’s particular
Inclination to Red Herring.

Beat. Are you in earneft?

Luc. Balthazar anc.i [ | |
Were only over officious to ferve him.

geat. Nor he is not in love 2 .

ILuc. No more than a man that goes continually
To Sea to make difcoveries.

Beat. Then it appears a little ftrange,
That you made this hearty addrefs for him.

Luc. On my honour, Madam, it was to get
Some opportunity to move for my felf. .

geat. And you think him no extraordinary wit:

o
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Luc. So, {o, a modeft wit, fomewhat out of countenance

Being laught at; for then he grows as melancholy
As a Lodge in a Warren.

- Beat. Right, I ufe to laugh at him.

And then there’s a Partridge wing fav'd at night s

For the Fool will eat no Supper.
Luc. Madam, I (ee you know him. .
Beat. Signior Lucio, be kind to your felf. ' [ Exit.
Luc. Lucio,if thou were't any thing but Lucio,

I would hug thee to death. Some men in choler

Rail again{t Fortune, but I adore her:

She has made her f{ail of my Mothers Smock.

I would the Poets would fend us a dozen

Such Goddefies. . [ Entzr Balthazar.
Bal. 1 have been {eeking Bewedick : and | )

Am told now, he’s gone up the back-{tairs, -

And is in private with the Deputy.

Where's the Lady Beatrice ?
Luc. Balthazar, trouble not your {cif, for men

May often lofe their labour,
Balt. How {o?

Luc. Beredick i\S};(;t the man fhe aims at.

Balt. He’s very figgular and eminent.
But I confels, this angling for Ladies
Is a very fubtle {port. '
Luc. They are Fifhes of fantaftical palatss
And will fometimes fooner bite at a Worm,
Than at a 34z5-Flye.
Balt. She has a full fortune. Twelve thoufand Crowns

A year.
Luc. He will befafe from Creditors that has her. [ Enter Viola,
viol. Sigmor Lucio, my Sifter would fpeak with you. | Exit.

Luc. Balthazar, [ mult €’en retire from bufinefs;
You fee I cannot reft for Ladjies. '
Balt. 1 prethee put the matter home. L Exeunnt feversl ways.
Entcr Duke in Fryers Habit, Claudio, and Provaf.
Cland. Father, I thank you!I am now of Death’s
Small party, 'gain{t the Crowd who ftrife for life. [ Enter 1(ab.
Ifab. What hoa! Grace dwell within!
Prov. Who's there? the wilh deferves a welcome.
Duke. Dear Sir, e’re long I'll vifit you again.
Clard. Molt rev’rend Sir, I thank you.
Ifab. My bufinefs isa word or two with Clandio.
Prov. You are welcome. Look Signior, here’s your Sifter.
Duke. Provoft, a word.
Prov. Asmany as you pleafe.
Duke. Bring me, where I conceal’d

May hear them f{peak. [ Ex. Duke, Provoft.

Claud. Now Sifter, what’s the comfort?

Ifab. ’Tis {uch as earthly comfortsufe to be,
Lord Angelo, having affairs to Heaven,
Intends you for his {fwift Ambafiador. ~
Therefore your beft appointment make with {peed

To morrow you fet on. |
Ppo2 Claud.
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clend. Is there no remedy ? |
Ifab. Yes Brother, you may hive

There is 2 devillith mercy in the Judge

It you'll implore it, that will free your life,

But fetter you till death.

Cland. Perpetual durance?
1fab. *Tis worfe than clofe reltraint, and painful too

Beyond all tortures which afilict the body 3
For 'tis a Rack invented for the mind.
Claud. But of what nature ts 1t?
1fab. "Tis fuch, as fhould you give it your confent,
Would leave you ftript of all the wreaths ot War,
All ornaments my Father’s valour gain'd,
And fhew you naked to the {cornful world.
Cland. Acquaint me with my doom.
Ifab. If I could fear thee, Claudio, I (hould weep
Left thou a fhameful life {hould(t entertain,
And fix or feven fhort Winters more refpect,
T han a perpetual honour. Dar’{t thou dye?
The fenfe of death is moft in apprehenfion;
And the fmall Beetle, when we tread on it,
In corp’ral fuff rance, finds a pang as great,
As when a Gyant dyes.
Cland. Why give you me this (hame?
Think you I can a refolution fetch

“ From tendernels? It I mult dye,

I'll welcome darknefs as a fhining Bride.

1fab. There {poke my Brother: there my Fathers Grave

Utter’d a chearful voice. Yes, youmuitdye,
You are too noble to conferve a lite
By wretched remedies. Our outward Saint
Does in his gracious looks difguife the Devil.
His filth within being calt, he would appear
A Pond, as foul as Hell.
Claud. The princely Angelo?
7fab. Oh, he is uglier than the frightful Fiend,
By Pencils of our cloyfter’d Virgins drawn.
Speak, clandio, could you think, you might on earth
Be guiltle(s made by him, if I would Heaven
(Which never injur'd us) fouly offend ?
Claud. Infernal Angelp! can this be true?
1fab. Yes, he would clear you from your blackeft crimes,
By making me much blacker than himfelf,
This night’s the time, when he would have medo
What I abhor to name, or elfe you muft
Be dead to morrow.
Cland. Thou fhalt not do’t.
1fab. O, were it but my life,
I would for your deliverance throw it down,
Moft frankly, Clandio.
Cland. Thanks dear 1fabella.
Ifab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to morrow.
clund. Has he Religion in him? fure he thinks
It is no fin, or of the deadly feven

W
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He doss believe it is the leaft,
Ij;‘:é..d Which is the leaft ? |
Clana. If it were damnable, he being

Why would he for the momentary tfll['}]g .mfc

Of lult, eternally be fed with fire »
But Habell .

~ Ifab. What {ays my Brother >
Cland. Death 13 a fearful thing.

Ifab. And living fhame more hateful.
Sure you have ftudy'd what it is to dye.

"’ Clawd. OhSilker, ’tis to go we know not whither.

We lye in filent darknefs, and we rot ;

Where long our motion is not {topt 5 for though
In Graves none walk upright (proudly to face
The Stars) yet there we move again, when our

Corruption makes thofe worms in whom we crawl.

Perhaps the Spirit (which is future life)
Dwells Salamander-like, unharm'd in fire
Or elfe with wand'ring winds is blown about
&h}:: world.. But if condemn’d like thofe
Om our incertain thought imagines ng

Tha.n the moft loath’d ancii; the mgﬁ we}::(x');v I;Feg,
Which Age, or Ache, want, or Imprifonment
Can lay on Nature, is a Paradife
To what we fear of death.

Ifab. Alas, alas !

Cland. Sweet Sitter! I would live,
Were not the ranfom of my life much more

Than all your honour and your virtue too

(By which you are maintain’'d
Without undoing both. ) can ever pay,

I/2b. Prepare your felf, your line of life is (hort.

Claud. T am prepar'd: but Sifter, if
Your Brother you did ever love; or if
Our Mothers pity may your pattern be,

Let Fuliet in your tender bofom dwel] :
Who has no blemith, if fuch Law:v o

As 10nocent antiquity allow’d,

Were now of force, or if Religion here
In Turin, did not more tubf(ift

By publick form, than private ufe.

Ifab. You want Authority to tax the Law.
Let your {ubmiffion your laft virtue be.

Clawd. Will yoube good to Fulies?

Ifab. Iwill invite her to my breaft, and to
A cloylter'd (hade, where we with mutual grief
Will mourn, in {fad remembrance of our lofs.

Cland. Your promife is now regifter'd in Heaven.
Bear her this fatal pledge of our firft Vows.
Farewel. To cloyft'rall kindnefs both
Retire, where you may ever live above
The rage of pow’r, and injuries of love.

Duke. Vouchfafe a word, young Sifter, but one word.

. _Iﬁb. What is your will?

[Gives her a Ring.

[Exit, and the Duke

(feps in.

Duke.
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Duke. 1 would fome {atisfaltion crave of that, Fie S I X \\_“_3\
\ o grew willing to betr S -
In which you likewife may haKe&)eneﬁt. And f-liow-Sea tg; s 1:1?’ l;’:roE; ;’ll;ndF
Ifab. My forrows, Father, haften me away. OF that Tribe are very loving bUt. f_OI' men
I muft befeech you to be brief. . . . To themfelves. He furprizd ) g elpecially -
Duke. The l:nand which made you fair, has made you good. And counterfeited the hand C olgnee, .
Th’ aﬁ%ult wl}lch Angelo has to ) oo b Beat. Give it me, I long }0 be abane
Your virtue given, chance to my nowle ge brings. Ben. A little patience; ¥ ’ out it.
I have o'reheard you, and with much aftonithment Ready without your G!;f- ou would make your felf
[ gaze on th’[mage you have made pf: Angelo. - Beat. Thefe male-Con fbi.sator -
1fzb. How isthe noble Duke deceiv’d 1n {fuch . Ber. 1 mult convew ; P s are {o tedious,
A Subftitute > whofe wickednefs I will Engage his fecrecy y 1t to the Provof§, and
Proclaim to all the Wo.rld. | | Beat. Make halte, you muft "
Duke. Your accufation he will foonavoid, - . So long as to be civi,I to him a¢ gO;t' ay
arting,

By faying he but tryal of
Your virtue made; therefore I wifh you would
Conceal his horrid purpofe till fit time
Shall ferve you at the Duke’s return:
Do you conceive my counfel good ?
Ifab. Father [ am oblig’d to follow it.
Dnke. Where lodge you, virtuous Maid?
Ifib. The Sifterhood of Saint Clure will {foon inform you.

I lodge in the Apartment for probation.
puke. There I'll attend you Daughter. Grace preferve you.

[ Exeunt feveral ways.
pater Benedick and Beatrice at feveral doors,
and Viola with her.
Beat. O Sir! you are a very princely Lover!
You cannot woo but by Ambafiadors;
And may chance to marry by Proxy.

gen. Your wit flows fo faft
That Il not {tem the tydes I'll calt Anchor,

r And confult in your Cabin how t'avoid

Danger. The Rocks are very near us.
geat. How now ? afraid of the Deputy’s Gholt

Ben. My Coach attends me at the Gate.

Beat. O, 1 forgot! vour two Confed’rates have
Been here, and brought verfes from you.

Ben. \éer(es? and from me?

Beat. Yes, and they woo'd for '
Was {oon perfwaded to fpeak foryh?;]r;fetl)fl'jt e
He faysyou are a meer Country-Wit,

gen. I'll dip him in this Plot, ti
'lvyitg bufinefs. Ifit were fit o ull e grow f'plemn
o be malitious, that Caytiff, Lucio, {h '
5 5 ould h
Coxcomb cut off for foolifh Treafm;. ) a‘ﬁzgm, feveral ways.
5k MyL Ezéterth%l;a]us vzeeting Benedick. i
¢cn. My Lord, the -
o W.hy o on Sir:;rrant for the Pardon? have you it?
Efch. Sull wear it in your hand, and watch it there.

Ben. I keep it "tween my Fj
As clofe as a catcht Flea. y ¥inger and my Iumb,

Are you afraid it will (Kip from me>

Efcs The matter is of dreadful confequence.

Ben. Iear nothing, Sir; the World would fi;
Run {wiftly round ;5 but for you State.cr?;pleglll

E're he be dead ? my Sifter fhalllead you . ,

Through the dark. ! - - ‘gfhto malce Lt halt with your politick ftops
pen. There is the Pardon . OZ r?fl.lc cauiton,

Sign'd for Juliet and tor claudio too. SRRTHER Circﬁ » 46 yOur Bm’thel’; the Deputy,

Beat. I thank you, Benedick. Give 1t me. = Bumvlgnt u(;, you'l fecure me by the Duke?
zen. You are as nimble asa Squirrel, but Lo B e'f:".l ou {hall add a leafe of my life to your own.

The Nuts are not {o foon crackt. e refolute, I amin hafte. [ Excunt feveral wa
zeat. Unlefs I have it Ill take back my thanks. o . E".’Z’: Jailor, Juliet. Viola knocking within. =
gen. If it be poffible to fix Quick-filver S ThI'/ "’f‘ ﬁ’,” ’;" My Coufin Juliet, are yon here > L Failor opens the doo

Stay but a little. o (ELow ooks like a man boyl'd [ Enter Viola,
Beat. What would you fay ? S : c;mg—water. Is he marry’d. . -
Ben. Efchalusis in the Plot, . Ju y re you not frighted with this difmal place?

And was brought to’t with more fears, than a furrd - - WOJV oes your Sifter? {peak, does fhe not blufh

Alderman to an infurrection L Vhen {he remembers me?

Of Prentices. | L C Viol. I bring you good news!

Beat. Signior Efthalus 2 could his gravity - Douﬁt;l, Id would not meet that man in the dark.

Venture to change his Gold Chain for a Halter ? - Tl?es e dwell here to lock up children

| at are imprifon’d for crying?

gen. 1 was fain to pretend hourly correfpondence Tul, Tell
With th’ abfent Duke 5 which gain'd me his refpect. VZal I\?a n;e you"l}‘aPPY newss Dear viola!
I affur’d him of promotion, and then - You fhall hg;r;lalnt;em you none, yet tis very good.
_ Orrow.

.
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. To morrow is the laft 10 my thort Calendar.
Z:ol. I(l)lave heard more thanl will fpeak. Y ou fhall

Come forth and lye with me, and dream all night
Of new Dreffings, and dance all day.
Jul. Would I had ne're outliv'd this innocence.
viol: Do your Judges dwell here? were [ that man,
I would walk in the dark and fright‘em. _
Jul. That mao does do you hurt. Let us retire.
Had I been wither'd at her Beauties fpring,
And ftay'd from growing at her growth of mind,
I had not known the cruel nor the kind.
Thofe who outlive her years do but-improve

The knowledge of thofe griefs which grow with Love.

‘ v

ACT IV. SCENE. L

Enter Benedick, Lucio, Balthazar.

Y Ucio, you broke from our confed’racy
e L Againyﬂ matriage, then woo'd in’my behalfs
And afterwards for your felf.
Lye. Do but hear me.
gen. Excules are like weak

Referves after a Battel is loft.
Luc. Let me be heards for if poor Truth

Have atongue of her own and mult not ufe1t;
Why then the may retire into a corner,

And weep out her eyes.

Ben. What can you fay? |
I4c. 1 meant no more love to the Lady Beatrice,

Than I do to wooe an arrefted Widow,
With a Serenade at a Prifon Grate.

Balthazar knows my heart.
gals. T know fev'ral of your hearts.

Men are not i'th’ falhion unlefs they have
Change of ev'ry thing. o
Lucg. [ ever thought her a Mermaid.
Ben. How fo?

.[Exeunt.

Tuc. From the Breafts downward fhe’s as cold as a Fi(h.

zen. Well Lucio, I'll call none but the Four Winds

T’accompt for what is paft. Look, Sir,—— thusI
Blow away your offences: but you mult

Be {teddy now, and diligent. I told
You my defign for Clardio’s prefervation.
The Provoft was your Uakles Creature, and

him prefer’d.
ByBalt. PThc Provoft will make good
Our truft, and ev’ry charatter of gratitude.
gen. You muft engage him, Lucio, and difcern
By what pretext or obftacle the Fryar

Proceeds fo far to interrupt our hopes.

Iuce.
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Lye. T'll bind the Provolt to your fervice in

His own (hackles. And, concerning the Fryar,

I'll ftraight confefs him, and you fhall know all.
Ben. Be {udden and fuccefsful, go.

Enter Beatrice, and Page.

A loft thing, but that I knew I (hould have
The ill luck to find you again, |
Ben. You trip it too faft.
You need not be fo {wift to meet misfortune.
I had juft now a Letter from the Provoft ;
Who either fufpelts the truth of the Pardon
Becaufe I enjoin’d him to fecrefie, ’
Or elfe 1s led by a Fryer to fome frefh
Defign.
Beat. Are we circumvented by a Fryer 2
Rather than not vex that Fryer, I'll invent
A new Sect, and preach in a Hat and Feather:

Ben. " 11s {trange that men of their difcretion,
Should come abroad in old fathion Gowns,

And dreft with abominable negligence.

To be bufie.

Ben. And neverobferve .
The right {eafons when they are neceflary.
For though we are content with their company
When we are old and dying 5 yet (methinks)
They fhould not trouble us with their good counfel,
When we are young, and in good health, .

Bait. Alas poor Book-men! they want breeding.

Beat. Can we not feparate the wicked Provoft,
From this fcrupulous Fryer? § -

Ben. I have fent Lucio to him.

Beat. Bemedick , .
We will calt off the ferious faces of
Confpirators, and appear to the Deputy
AAs metry, and as gay, as Nature in

The Spring. This Houfz fhall be all Carnaval,
All Mafquerade. - |

Ben. Good! we will Jaugh him out
Of’s Politicks, till he make Paper-Kites
Of Machiavel’s Books, and play with his Pages
In the Fields, ;
Bait., And fhall we {ing and dance.
Beat. 'Till the old Senators lead forth
The Burghers Widows, and cry out for a Pavin,
Page, call viole with her Caftanietos
And bid Bernardo bring his Guittar.
Ben, My Brother will not endure this habitation.
Balt. He’ll rather to Sea, and dwell in 2 Gun-room.

Ben. Orlyeround like a Sextons Dog, beneath
The great Bell in a Steeple.

Beat. Heark! viola has ta’ne th’ alarm.
Ben. Thofe Caftanietos found

Qg

3

[ Exit Lucio.

Beat. O, are you come? I would have cry’d you as

Beat. Bus'nefs makes them great flovens, and they love

[ Exit Page.

[ Viola flrikes the Caftaniets within.

Like
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irrels cracking of Nuts.

{ike a Confort of Squ
ncing a Saraband awhile with Caflanietos.

Enter Viola da
peat. Shall we ftand idle 1n (eafons of bufinefs ?
head Bénedick 5

¥ ou have Feathers on your
Have you none at your heels 2

So very a Kid at cap’ring, that ymj
May make Gloves of my skin, Balthazar!

Call for more Mufick. .
Balt. Not for me, Sir.

[ can dance at the meer tolling of-a Bell.
After the Dance, enter Efchalus.

Efch. Have you no apprehenﬁon of the Deputy 2

Are you infenfible?
Beat. Do you fufpect
We are infen(ible by our want of motion ?
zen. You fhould provide my Brother-Deputy
A Dolititians quilted Gap to cover
His eaye. Twill preferve him from noife.
5..::. Thefe politick men thould keep company

With their fellow-Foxes in decp holes.
ait. He'll grow fo angry, that hell lay the puni{hments

GFf L:w afide, and Piftol us with his own hand.
gfrh. This, Signior, is not the right way to meet
Your Brothers temper. -
Ben. Signior, my meaning 1s.
T’ avoid the way where I may meet my Brother.
I'll prove a very Erab to hims for {till -

As he proceeds, I purpofe to go backward.
Efch. 1 hope you’ll be cautious about the Pardon.

Ben. Pray mingle fo much courage with your wifdom,

As may bring you into the poflibility
Of fleep again. |
Efch. Sir, I more than befeech you
Not to provoke your Brothers gravity
With fantaftical noifes. ’
Bexn. Believe me, we o
Are politick 3 and do 1t to difguife
That melancholly which belongs to defign.
Efch. That may dowell. - |
gen. Go up and retire with him,
If you ftay here, he'll take you for aman
Of mirth 5 and then you'll lofe his favour.
peat. *Tis fit, Bewedick , you feek Lucio out,

To learn quickly the Provofts refolution.
I'll go change my fcene to the Garden-Terras,

Under your Brother’s Window, that I may

Torment him with new noifes.
viol. Shall I fetch the great Girls that make Bone-Lace,

To fing out of tune to their Bobbins ?
Beat. ‘Do, ¥iola. Let them be long lean Wenches.

viol: And we'll hang a dozen Cages of Parrots

At his Window, to tell him what’s a Clock. o
[ Exennt feveral ways-
Enter

[ They dance.

[ Exit Efchalus.

”
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Enter Lucio and Provoft.

Luc. I'd fpeak with that Fryer
| hat Fryer who obftru® Y4
Prov. His bulinefs with claidie being donue, Z?&Zﬁ:’:&d
5 D¢, he thall : you.
~ Lue. Fool! what is’ner Enter Fool ina shack]
Been fren L, 2 Prisner ? | thought tooling had. “ Shacke,
Fool. Fooling is free before the w; .
gu;r truly[‘?‘ Sipinior, a Fool can no niov:clfre |
ufier a ¥ool, than one of /] '
Endure another Wit. ’ ',the Wits can
Prov. You, Sirrah, are committed -t
Kind of folem ot tted for the wor(t
TOgmherc;o Ing. You have brought both Sexes
Luc. A Bawd? alas poor Fool! i i
In jealt, you have beeg n earn(:?(i !mﬂead of being
Wfaol. I dealt with perfons of quality
lt13 whom I thought fit to be manne;ly
Was't civil to let them meet to no ptlrpof’e 2
Prov. You have been civil indced, =
Fool. All deeds muft fubmit to Interpretation.

For my part to prevent all animofities

And heart-burnings between
I brought them lo%ingly tog[:ft)lym(é:}.ng men and women,
Luc. AMBEWd in a Fools Coat ?
Prov. Miltrels Mitigation gave hi i
Luc. "Tis a villainoﬁs newgdif(?guil[[“::1 e Livery.
ll; or tl:ie good old Caufe,
ow does Mother Midnight ? what, {h i
Fool. Signior, {li'as eaten up all her ge%ll:%ws‘ rieh?
And is her felf in the Tub. ' o
Lyc. Powder'd to make her laft. *T;
. T '
Bu; pret;]c;]e, what ;nean thofe Keys at thlysr nGc;:jl? l)l"s
rov. 1 have preterr’d him. He’s an under .
| - Jaylor.
. tlflmi' Y0E1 have but chang’d your dwelling, {33’0?}‘ our off
' e lame; for you were wont to keep doors. R
[ fhrlalv. Strrah, look to your Pris’ners. Signior Lyci [ Enter Duke.
all leave you with this rev'rend Father e
Ilzzcé Good day, Father., | LEx. Provefl, Foo,
Duke. And to you, Sir, a long and |
Luc. Father, I aim at no dilﬁ%ult tlaliggg d e
It it be fhort and {weet, I'm (atisfy d, |
DuI(e.NHow mean you, Sir?
- Luc. ay, I'm not now prepar’d f;
I'm 1n great haflte. You mupﬂ rf)eeds pigsz)i?femons velides
With I;heSProvo[t to let the Pardon pafs
Duke. Some hours after the date . |
An Order came hither for Executio(r)rF the Pardon,
I\_V;Jhlch had proceeded too, if Fryer ;‘banm:'
ad not, by help of the Deputy’s Confeffor
Got a R_F}[:rleve till to morrow. o
Luc. Th'abfent Duke was a true friend ¢o |
IL)uke.KIt fee;lns you-know the Dul:;e>nd fo Lovers:
#c. Know him? yes Fryar, very w 1L '
To be.g\)‘t' his Council ¢ but I bmear{ Si(;,l thad th honpur
W Qq 2 _; | In
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In midnight matters, He was about once
To raife a charitable foundation;
Not for loufie learning, or fuch Cripples
As creep from loft Battels, but for poor
Difeas’d Lovers.
Duke. 1 did not think he had been amorous.
Luc. Who, he? yes as far as to your Begger
Of fifty : and he us'd to put a Ducket
In her Clack-Difh.
Duke. Is’'t poflible ? |
He was not, {ure, in’s youth this way inclin'd,
Luc. No, he began to [teer ~
The right courfeabout forty ; but, good man,

He repented the loft time of his youth. [ Exit.
Duke. Virtue's defenfive Armour muft be {trong, |
To fcape the merry, and malicious Tongue. [ Exit.

Enter Jaylor, Ifabella.
If:b. Good Friend be courteous, and let Juliet know
My name is Ifabella, and I come
To ferve her. Will you {o much favour me?
There’s for your pains—
Jayl. Youmuft ftay here, till [ fhall fend herto you. [ Exit Faplor,
Ifab. A Prifon is too good a Den for
This rude Bealt.
Have comfort Sifter! I muft call you fos;
Though the uncivil Law will not allow
You yet that name. |
Ful. Iam not worthy of it.
7(ab. Since you have fpoke fo humbly of your felf,
You muft and fhall be comforted : perhaps
Like confcience, love, when fatisfy’d within,
May oft offend the Law, and yet not fin.
Ful. 1 find the greateft love is an offence;
For greateft love 1s greateft confidence 5
W hen, trufting thofe who for our credence woo,
We truft them with our love and honour toc.
Ifab. I come to bring your forrows fome relief;
And would your crime not leffen but your griet.
Jul. How can I lofe that honour which I gave
To him, who canand will that honour fave?
Ifab. When you your honour did to Claxdio give,
Coz'ning your felf; you did our Sex deceive.
Honour is publick treafure, and ’tis fit
Law fhould in publick form difpofe of it.
Jul. Oh Ifabells! you are cruel grown.
1fab. Sifter! you gave much more than was your own.
Jul. 1lov’dtoomuch; yetfor your Brother’s fake;
Who had that love, youmy excufe fhould make.
1fab. My Mothers life did fair example give
How, after death we might unpunifht live.
She, dying, did my Childhood then affign
To Clandio’s cares he leaves you now to mine.
Jul. Oh Heav'n! you mean that Clendio now muft dye

.And [ am now becc?me a Legacy? 236, My

[:Enter ]uliEt.
[I(ab. falutes ber.

+ "

_————*.—.._ﬁ—_"—_-“"
| - The Law againft Lovers,

b Ifab. My triends are fuing for your libert |

And that you may fecure from pznance be. b
Jul. What need I for the thame of Penance care >

No fbiuﬂ]]:) e're dy’d the palenefs of difpair.
Ijav. Do not, with weeping, vainly quench

Tears are to H:eaven a ufeful Sacriﬁ{;c:1 FOREyes

Where ev'ry drop moves mercy s but they gain

On Earth no more remorfe than common Rain.

Fwl. Is there no means your Brother’s life to faye >
Ifab. None that I would afford, or he would have>

Yet can I not affirm that there is none.
Jul. Oh call back Hope, which fafte does from us run.

Ifab. Sifter, you call in vain; for when you know
How wicked now Saint Angelo does grow,y

You will rejoice that Death makes clandio free s
And think your Bonds more fafe than liberty.
Jul Is Angelo as wicked as fevere?
Zfab. 1 more his kindnefs now than anger fear.
j#l. To what would Tyrant-force kindly perfwade!

Ifab. He gently treats, then rudely does invade.
[ dare not give his purpos'd fin a name;

It 1s too hard a word for untaught fhame.

Jul. Falle Image of refin’d authority !

1fab. UnlefsI yield my Brother is to dye.
Jalt now I left the Guards drawn up, who wait
For Execution at the Prifon Gate.

ful. Oh Ifabell! why are we ufelefs made?
Too weak t'inforce, and artlefs to perlwade :
Nor you nor I can any help afford
To your dear Brother, and my plighted Lord.

Yet you have means; but muft not have the will
By evil to prevent a greater ill,

Ifab. Have I the means? your grief mifleads your tongue,——

She is going out.
Ful. I would do Claudio good, and you no wrogg. .
Your vertue 1s fevere! hear me but fpeak !

My heart will elfe out of my bofom break.
Ifab. fpeak clearly then. You are not underftood.

May none do ill, that fo they may do good?

Nature no greater gift than life can give.
Ifab. By vertue we our nature long outlive.
Jul- Canit be vertue to let Clandio dye?
Ifab. His lite (hould not be fav'd by infamy,
j#l. Loath’d Infamy confilts of evils grown

So impudent as covet to be known.

But thofe feem lealt which bafhfully we (hun,

At firlt, and then for good intent are done.
Ifab. Sifter, you argue wildly in your grief.

You are too good to feek a bad relief

For Clandios therefore look for no reply.

J«l. 1 look for nones yet would not have him dye,m———
' | Gaing ont.

Ifab. You feem’d to intimate that bafhfulnefs
At evil doing makes the evil lefs 3

That
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That when we good intend by doing ill,

We bring necefity t’ excufe our will :
And that our faults, when hidden by our fhame,

Pafs free from blemifh, if they {cape from blame.
Tul. Forget my words. How could they be but weak,
When grief did make thofe thoughts which fear did fpeak.

) Ifab. Suppofe I can a likely way devife,
That you, affitted aptly by difguile,
May take to night my place with Angelo:
The means is not remote : what will you do?

Jul. [ am amaz’d and apprehend you not.
1fab. Your fudden 1gnorance is {trangely got.
I now am going to the Deputy
To make to his requeft my lalt replys
And I perhaps may promife willingnefs,
But on conditions made for my accefs
With bafhful privacy retir'd from lights
From ev’ry witnefs too but fecret night
Whofe thickeft Curtains fhall immure the Room

- Where for my promift perfon you may come.
- Thus Clandid’s life you fave and lofe no fame s

For g here none fees we cannot feel our thame.

. The L;‘z.w '(zga!'nﬂ Lobéﬁ‘.' o 369

yiol. My Coufin Enter Viola,
jol. My Coulin Fuliet has lockt her felf
{’-]Ver Qhan;.bkér.l\ll farw her through the Kcyl}f(;;]é |
eeping ltke Nutfe when {he loft her W ing Ring,
e T e t her Wedding ng.
Pity thy Erjt.lte friendfhip, but am more
Vext at our publick Enemy, thy Judge. ' '
Balt. Your tears, Madam, (hew more pity than anger
Beat.No,Sir, great {torms do oft begin with R ain. [_En.ter Benedicl
Ben. I {aw your Coach at the Prifon Gate, Lad o
gnrd.tbougl}tly’ had been arrelted on S
uipicion ot love; which now is made high-Treaf(t
Natural Bodies by the Body politiclge gh-Treat
Beat. I {hould marvel, Bewedick, how you had
The face to come within fight of my Sex.
But that 1l faces, being common, are
No caufe of wondecr. .
Ber. Mine’s a politick faces and |
Are held handfot};l: {o politiz‘k thatﬁ;? of that for
Will hardly be {educ’d to make another
In thefe dangerous times.
Beat. So politick, as I'd have you walk o
At night, and with a dark Lantﬁorn beForen;r);u °
That, though you {ee others, none may fee you. )
Yo; are 19;1.62 o]F thofe xivhom [ think unlucky.
en. This gloomy place prefents 1 ifions.
Your Coach.attendsyypou. I%r’ay Cha)[;(é: ml;%i;a:.ge vions,
Beat. Whither? to fee your Brothers Guards drawn u
For ¢landio’s execution, ’'las poor women :
They get much by you men.
Ben. Truly, 'tfs thought they might get more; |
For men are always civilly willing,
Though ever blam’d. Bur patience, and we fhall
Have right when we are heard.
Beat. Heard? yes, may (he
Who henceforth liftens to your fighing Sex
Il(iave hgf Af\i"s-c:‘ar(si in publick bor'd, as Love's
nown -Slave, and wear fo | i Is
Anown Slave, At W r Pendants Morrice-Bells
Ben. No whifp'ring the ‘Platonick way ?
Beat. Platonick way > my Coufin has Plato’d it
Profoundly 5 has fhe not? i’th’ name of mifchief.
Make friendlhip with your felves, and not with us.
Let ev'ry Damor of you, chufe his Pithear,
And tattle Romantick Philofophy
Together, like bearded Goffips.
Ben. Though fuch converfation might breed peace in
A Palace, yet ‘twould make but a thin Court.
Beat. .Difcourfe all day, lolling like lazy ill-
Bred-Wits, with your right Legs o're your left Knees:

Bid my Lacquies be careful to cudjel him. Defining love, ’till he become as raw,
- As if he were defetted by Anatomifts.

Jayl, 1 thank you. [Exis Japlor. .
| Give Balls and Serenades to your dear felves.
Enter | i

Afciill to dire neceffity the ill,
TheBa0d of it belongs then to your will.
Quickly refolve and I'll prepare your way.
Ful. E're I will clandio in my felf betray,
I will the torment of his death endure
His ficknels more becomes him than the cure.
Ifab. How Juliet? can you righteoufly refufe
Th' expedient which you plead that I (hould ufe ?
Go chide the paffion which would have me do,
That which, though ill in both, feems leaft 1n you:
The good or ill redemption of his life,
Does lefs concern his Sifter than his Wite.

Ful. Alas, we know not what is good or ill.
7fab. Perhaps we fhould not learn that fatal skill.

The Serpent taught it fir(t. Sifter,away ! .
We'll more for patience,than for knowledge pray. [ Ex. feveral ways.

Enter Balthazar, Beatrice, Jaylor, Page.
Beat. Where’s 7iola 2 have I loft her ? that {care-crow

Makes a very Bird of her.
Balt. She’s run up {tairs, Madam, to inform

Your Coufin Fuliet of your being here.
Beat. Methinks this Fellow looks not only ill,

But faucily 1ll.
Balt. How {o Madam?

Beat. *Tis impudence to fhew fo bad a face
In good company——Friend, I'll reward you.

Jagl. The {ooner the better.

geat. You fhall wear my Colours;

Boy, when he comes abroad
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Ben. That were (as we arc taught by the old Proverb) .
To Be merry and wife. [ Enter Lucio.

Luc. We fhall be more .
Troubled with this fidling Fryer, than with ten

Lay-Fools. Hehas fo infected the Provolt
With good counfel, that there is no hope from him. J-l-c,b
The Guards are doubled at the Prifon Gate;
And claidio isto dye at break of day..
eat. Where's now your valour, Sir 2
Is furious Benedick like Bealts of prey,

Couragious only in the Ficld,
And with familiar tamenefs creep in Towns

Beneath the anger of your Feeders Law?

Jaylor, where are you: bring me to my Coufin?
zew. She's rais'd to a moft amiable humour.

Now is your time, Lucio, tO make love to her..
Iue. 1 am now for tige Platonick way of billing

Like meek Turtles, without the noife of paffion.
galt. We, Lucio, who are parcel-Lovers, {hould

Mourn like Turtles over a Bottle 1

Thefe days of perfecution.
Ben. Signiors prepare t'offend the Laws, I find

I muft grow rude, and make bold with my Brother.
Enter Provoft, Duke.
prop. The Guards thus doqbled at the Prifon Gate,

Confirms my doubt that Signtor Benedick

[ Ex. Beat. Viol.

[ Ex. Omnes,

Duke. You have another Prifoner here

Condemn’d to dye? |
prow. The wicked Bernardin, hath long
Been a moft painful, and a watchful Robber,

But now the {hort remainder of his life,

He lazily confames in {leep.
puke. Is he fo carelefs before death.

Prov. He minds
Not what is paft, or prefent, or to comc.

Duke. He wants advice. . o
prov. We oft have wakened him, as if he were

To go to execution, and fhew’d him too

A feeming Warrant, but he (eem'd not mov'd.
Fool. The Hangman waits to difpatch his bufinefs

With your Worlhip. . .
prow. Sirrah, hisbufinefs 1s with you. |
Fool. My Worfhip will hardly be at leifure for him.
Prov. Call him 1n.

This Fellow early in the morning 1s

[ Enter Fool.

" . To help you in your execution.

He cannot plead a quality above
Your fervice, he has beena noted Bawd.

Hang. A Bawd!fyeonhim, he'll difgrace our Myftexy.
Fool. Sir, by your good favour (for {urely, Sir,

You would have a good favour, had you not

A hanging look) d’ you call your trade a Myftery?

Hang. Yes, you will find it fo. col

[ Enter Hangman.

-
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Fool. What myftery there (hould be in han_'—_'—h
I were to be hang’d, I cannot imagine. ging, 1f

Hang. It1s aMyltery : but you mult be hang'd
E’re you can find it out.

Prov. P:uvide your Block and Axs
Anu call Rernardine.

Duke, What horrid Inltruments are us'd by pow’r.

Fool. Mr. Rernardine you mult rife and be hang’d
Mr. Bernardine. 5%

Rern. witlin. Curfe on your thr l
oat! who make '
What are you? s that noife?

Fool. Your friend the Hangmap: v
As to rife, and be put to de:%th. " you mut be fo good
Bern. Away youRogue, I amf{leepy.
Prov. Tell him he muft wake.
Foel. Pray Mr, Bernardine awake till you
Are executed and lleep afterwards.
Prov. Goin and fetch him out.

Fool. He’s coming, Sir, for [.hear his {traw ruflle
Enter Bernardine. .
Fern. How now, Fool, what's the news with you ?
Fool. Truly,Sir, [ would defire you to clap clofe to
Your prayers, for the Warrant’s come.

Bern. Y'are aRogue, I've been drinking all night
And am not fitted for the Warrant ’ ?

Fo?l. Thc;;* better, Sil:i for he that drinks all night
And 1s hang'd very beti-ies 1n the morning, ’
May {leep the {oundlier al! the next dav.

’Prov. l:.ook, Sx‘r.. here comes your Ghbltly father.
D’you think we jelt now ?

Duke. [nduc’d, Sir, by my charity, and hearing how
Haftily you are to depart, I2m come to advife you,
Comfort you, and pray with you.

Eern. Eryer, notl, ['ve been drinking hard all night |
And wll have more t:me to prepare me, or they )
Shall beat out my brawns with Billets.

I'li not dye to day. ,

Dukz. O,Sir,you mult, and therefore, I befeech you,

Look forward on.the Journey you fhall go.

Berrz. I'll not dye till I have flept for a
VMans perfwaﬁom ’ Y

Duke, But hear you.

Rern. Not a ward; if you have any thing to fpeak "
Cume to my Ward, for I'll not thence to da;{. [ Ex. Bern, Fool
Prov, What think you of this Prifuner. Father ? o
Duke. Nature did never make a thinp more wretched.
He 1s unfit to live or dye. *Twere want
Of common charity r * trantport him
[n the mind he is, let him !ave mye time
And bereltrain’d trom ev'ry + ardiiment but fleep
Till T have made hnim fit tor deatt.
Jopl. Sir, a Metlenger at -he Prifon Gate
KXnacks hard, and favs that he muli fpeak with you.
Prov. Icome! Father, if it pleale you, let’s retire.

R r Enter

e e g—a

[ Enter Jaylor.

——_

- e — A

[ Exit Hangman,
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Enter Claudio and Fool.
cland. Bolting the door we are unheard and fale.

Thou art a man, though in anill difguifes

And (hould'ft fupport thy being worthily.
nFool. Why, tggly Sir, though I have had a couple

Of 11l callings, yetl would live as well

As I could by both.
clend. Thou halt a Servant been to fhame, and now

Art but an Officer to cruelty.
T here, take this Gold 5 it is a thoufand Crowns.
Wilt thou not run a little hazard for
Much happinefs. The venter 1s not great
Aund it may probably produce at once
" Thy freedom and {upport.
Fool. Sir, mine is but
A thin Summer-fKin3 't has been often cut
And flafht with whipping. I would very fain

Sleep whole in 1t now. | |
ngd. Have courage, friend, ’tis Gold.

Fool. My Grandam left me nothing at her death
But a good old Proverb, that's Touch and Tage.
And I may fay ‘thas been a lucky Proverb
To me. What would you have me do?
Claud, 1 have within a Pages habit, palt up
Clofe. Prethee convey it by your friend,
The Jaylor, to Julietta, whofe efcape,
In that difguife, I newly have contriv'd,
By correfpondence with an Officer
Who has the foremoft {tation of
The Guards without, and has been {ervant to
My Father. If thou halt any tendernefs
Do this, that fhe may fcape from publick penance.
Fool. But how fhall I fcape, Sir? I fhall do Penance
Without a Sheet or Shirt: for my kind Tutor,
The Hangman, will ftrip me {tark naked
When I’'m {winging, though the wind blow northerly.
cland. The Law for thy offence can doom thee
But to Fetters during life, and half that Gold

May purchafe thy releafe. | |
Fool, A fore whipping may come into the bargain.
But "tis a poor back that cannot fometimes
Pay for the maint’nance of the belly. | Il do't.
cland. Pray lofe no times [ have but httle left.
Fool. Have you no more Gold? fure you might {cape too.
Cland. Friend,I have given you allIhave, nor could
My greater plenty work my liberty s
For my Confederate dares not undertake
To make the pafiage clear for more than one,
Or if he could, I want difguife for two.
Fool. If you get out, Sir, you then {cape from Death.
cland. And fhe by freedom fcapes from dreadful fhame

Of doing Penance. Pray difpute it not. [ Knocking within.

What hand is that ? if you prove faithful now

You'll gain forgivene(s for your paft offences. oy
0

—
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Fool. My golden guells retire you f{traight into
The clofet of my Breeches.

Much 1n all ages, good innocent Gold,

Has been lay’d to your charge [Tuts up the Bag and looks

It 1s the Lady Fuliets Maid, Tl Jet through the Key-hol
Her in5 and bear the Habit to her Miftrefs, {Forong [rx:{ FZ(,LZ

Frter Maid
Maid. My Lady with this Letter, Sir, fends yout
Her dearelt prayers and love.
Cland. Heaven value both, {fo much as they
Are priz'd by me

[H eacls the Letter.

The Provoff's wife, in pity of gour diffrefis or perbaps out of love
fo your perfon, or ratber, (asI Fope ) ont of refpect to your vertue
has devis'd vreans for your efape.  she has by large gifts prevail'd witf;
my Keeper to leave your paffage free to my Chamber. I befeech you., with
the efficacy of my laft breasd, 10 nrike ufe of this occalion and to /;.'zﬂe;z

hitber.  Your way to liberty mufl he out of wy Window, from whence
by a finall Engine fhe will wrench the Bars.

Maid. Can you find leifure to confider, Sir,
Ot that which by my Lady is fo well
Refolv’d?

Cland. The Provoll’s wife? will the facilitate
Your Ladies liberty with mine?

Miid. She fays, fhe cannot undertake (o far.

Claud. Then I'll refufe her courtelic.

daid. My Lady fends you this requeft in tears.
Will you deny it her? .

Cland. 1t my elcape I from her Chamber make,
The Law will fay the guilt of it on her ;s
And fhe remains behind to bear

- The pumfhment.

M.eid. She hath agreed to that
Conditioa with the Provoft’s wife.
Cland. Your Lady makes me an unkind requeft.
Muaid. H:ve you the heart to judge it {o?
Cland. Can {he be ign’rant that the rigid Law
Does judge it in a Prifoner forfeiture
Of life, to help another Prifoner to
Efcape, who iscondemn’d to dyc?
Miid. That torferture fhe cheerfully will pay
But has {fo govern'd me with defp’rate vows,
That I lackt courage to refufe to bring
This meffage to you.
Cland. How pow’rful, fatal Julict, is thy love?
Yet muft it not more valiaut be than mine——w [#eeps,
Tell her, I've newly fent her a requeft
More juft than that which the has {ent by yous;
It will:be brought her with a Prefent too:
Which if] uakindly, fhe denys to take,
She does by example my denial make.
: Enter Angelo, Servant.
Ang. Attend her in, and then wait you at diftance. [ Ex, serv.
- Rro2 , O

LEx. feveral ways.
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O Love! how much thy borrow'd (hape_s_difguifﬂe:

Even to themfelves, the valiant and the wife?
: Ewnter l{abella.

Ang. Had younot fear’d th’approach of Cluudio’s fate
( Which fhews you are to him compafiionate,
Though not tome) I had not feen you here.
He may your pity thank, and I your tear.
1fab. My Lord,I hardly could my felf torgive
For fuing ftill to have my Brother live,
But that a higher hope direlts my aim 3
Which, faving his {rail life, would yours reclaim.
Ang. How defp’rate all your hopeful vifits prove!
You bring me counfel ftill inftead of love.
And would in ftorms of paffion make me wife.
Bid Pilots preach to winds when tempelts rife.
Ifab. But yet as tempefts are by fhowers allay’d,
So may your anger by my tears be {way’d.
Ang. You muft by yielding teach me to relent.
' Make hafte ! the Mourners tears are almolt fpent,
Courtiers to Tyrant-Death who bafely wait,
To do that Tyrant honour whom they hate.
Inviting formal Fools to fee his Fealt
To which your Brother is th* unwilling Guett.
Aud the ablolving Prieft muft fay the Grace:
Nights progrefs done, Clandio begins his Race.
1fab. And with the mornings wings your crucl doom
He (hall convey where you muft trembling come,
Before that Judge, whofe pow’r you ufe {o 1ll,
As if, like Law, ‘twere fubject to your will.
' The cruel there fhall with they had been juft,
‘ And that their {eeming love had not been luft.
Ang. Theleulelefs fayings were from Cloyfters brought:
Y ou cannot teach fo foon as you were taught.
You muft example to my mercy gives
| Firfi fave my life, and then let Clandiolive.
Ifab. Have you no words but what are only good,
Becaufe thetr ill 1s quickly underftood?
| Difpofe of Clandio’s life! whillt cruel you
‘ Seem dead, by being deaf to all that {ue.
Till by long cuftom of forgiving none
Y’ are {o averfe to all forgivenefs grown.
, That in your own behalf you fhall deny,
| To hear of abfolution when you dye. .
| Ang. How Ifabel! from calms of bafhfulnefs
| (Even fuch as {uppliant Saints to Heaven exprefs,
‘ When patience makes her felf a Sacrifice)
E Can you to {torms of execration rife?
|

Leave me not full of evil wonder, ftay !
1fab. Can it be good to hear what you would fay?

[ He ﬂep: in and reaches a4 Cabinet.

Ang. In this behold Nature’s Referves of light,

When the loft day yields to advancing night.
When that black Goddefs fine 1n Frofts appears,

Then ftarry Jewels bright as thefe fhe wears.

[ Ifabel is going out.

The

. I
_-_\“\“-‘
The wealth of many Parents who did {pare o 3“5“'

In plenteous peace, and get by profoeran
Ifab, Ofthat which egil IiF}c:: glaypgézu;xaxgakc
A wonder in a monftroys boalt s
Which death from you as certain] y will take
As 'tis already by your Parents loft,

Ang. Be in this world, like other mortals, wife ;
And take thistreafure as your Beauty’s prize j

Wealth draws a Curtain o’re the face of fhame:;
Reftores loft beauty, and recovers fame. 3

1fab. CatchFools in Nets without 2 C : 1.
Can 1, who fee the treafon, be betra;’d ;)vert aids

Ang. Stay Ifabel! ftay but a moments (pace !
You know me not by knowing but rn)sr fggf.
My heart does differ from my looks and tongue,
To know youmuch, I have deceiv’d you long.

Ifab. Have you more thapes, or would ou new devife ?
Arg. 11l now at once calt off my wholeydifgnui?edewre.
Reep (till your virtue, which is dignify’d |
And has new value got by being try’d
Clandio (ball live longer than I can do |
Who was his Judge, but am condemn’d by you
The martial of the Guards keeps lecretly |

His pardon feal'd 5 nor meant I he fhoyid dye.

Ifab. By fhifting your difguife. vouy (;
Inborrow’d darknefs than sou :v}e’re bee?'gi-:um T

Ang. Forgive me who, tiil now. th
Too many of your beauteous Sey tog ﬁ%:él ould find
I (trove, as jealous Lovers curioys grow
Vainly to learn, what I was loth to know.
And of your virtue I was doubtfu] grown
As men judge womens frailties by their owa.
But fince you fully have endur'd the teft
And are not only good, but prove the bjef’t
Ot all your Sex, fubmiffively [ woo

To be your Lover, and your Hushand too.

Ifab. Canl when free, be by Thdn’
, your words {ubdu’d
Whofe a&ions have my Brother’s life purfu’d? ’

Ang. I never meant to take s Iifes
But if in tryal how to chufe ayvgiuszmther S
[ have too diffident, too curious beén
[Nl pardon ask for folly, asfor fins
[lov'd you e’re your pretious beauties were -
ln your probation fhaded at Saint ¢laye -
And when with facred Sifterhood confin’d
A double enterprife perplext my mind ; ’
By Clandio’s danger to provoke you forth
trom that bleft fhade, and then to try your worth.
Ifab. She that can credit give to things fo {trange
And can comply with fuch afudden change, ’
Has mighty faith, and kindnefs too {o (trong
That the extream cannot c¢ontinue long. ’
I'am fo pleas’d with claydis’s liberty,
That the example fhall preferve me free.

[G’oiﬂg out.

Ang.
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1fab. In favour of my Sex and not of you,
I with your love {o violent and true,
That thofe who fhall hereatter curious be,
To feek that frailty, which they would not fce,
May by your punifhment becoqle'aﬁ'ald,.d
To ufe thofe Nets which you ignobly la1 :
Ang. Ah Ifabel! you blam d my crucl;y . \
Will you, when I thew mercy: cruel be: . :
Ifzb. You might have met a weaker breaft than mine,

oh at approach to parley would incline:

g(tlv little [l:?)nour then you had obtain'd, )
If, where but little was, you that had ftain'd:
Had you been great of mind, you would ha.ve {trove
T* have hid, or helpt the weaknefles of loves
And not have us'd temptations to the frail,
Or pow'r, where ‘twas dithonour to prevail,
You will ('if now your love diffembled be)
Deceive your felf, in not deceiving me.
If it be true, you (hall not be believ'd, | |
Left you {hould think me apt to be decetv’d. ' [ Exit.

Ang. Break heart! farewel the cruel and the juft!
Fools feek belicf, where they have bred diftruft :
Becaufe fhe doubts my virtue I muft dyes

Who d:d with vitious arts her virtuetry. [ Exit.

[ —
ACT V. SCENE L

Enter Duke and 1{abel.

O U told me, Daughter, that the Marfhal has
DIRe Y Your Brother’s pardon (eal’d, and I fhall watch
All means to keep him fafe, lelt Angelo
Should ture his clemency nto revenge.
Do not th affurance of his freedom buy

:¢h hazard of a Virgins liberty. | |
W‘I}zb [ (hall with patience follow your inftruction.

Duke. Night's fhady Curtains are already drawn

And you fhall hear ftrange news before the dawn. [ Exit Duge.
Enter Francifc c?.
. Is the good Father gone: . |
I;fr;b’chess, Si&%r, and has left my brealt 1n peace. [ 4 Bell rings.

£ranc. This Bell does nightly warn us e’re we {leep,

T* anpeale offended Heaven. Let us go pray,
Th’:f;pthe worlds crimes may vanifh with the day.
cater Benedick, Efchalus, Beatrice, Viola, Lucio,

finging a Chorys within.
Ffeh. YourBrother, Sir, has an unquict mind
¥+ late, and he would take his reft.

iol, We'll fing him afleep.

Viol.  Cold Cowards all perils

[ Exeunt.

Ben.

—_—
Th
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o {hould |

Live lean with care of the whole Common-
Grow fat with fleep like a Groerzlakd-Be::l ?wealth, '

Efch. Rulers are but mortal; and fhould have reft

Ben. A States-man fhould ta] e ]
And only dream of fleep. i€ 2 nap n his Chair,

Beat. Thele great tame Lions of ¢
(Who make Offenders of the we%k)he v

Should ftill feem watchful, and like wild I.;
Sleep with their eyes opex;. SN S Ko

Efch. Is night a feafon for finging >

Luc. Madam, we'll ing, The Governogr

May come (if he pleafe) and figh to the C
Efcs. I'll bear no part, Sir, in %rdur Song norus
Nor in your punithment. ’

The SONG.

Luc.  Owur Ruler bas got the vertigo of States

The world turns round in his politick pate,
He flears in a Sea, where his Conrfe cannot laf} 5

And bears too nuch Sail for the renoth '
Cho. Let bin plot dfll be cé{tz, “ Ofb" jMdﬂ.

Like a politick man, |
Tet Love though a Child may fit bim.

Tioe finall Archer though blind,

Such an Arros wjll Jind,
As with an old trick fhall hit hin.

2.
Beat.  sure Angelo knows Loyes '
| party is ftrong ;
Love melts, like Joft wax, the hearss of t/)f;o;mg.
And none are 5 old bus they think on the tafle,

And weep with rensembrance of hing
Cho. Let hine plot all fje c{’fzggeﬂér £4

- g.
Ben.  Love in 2he wifef? is beld 2 mad fits

And madnefs in Fools is recRon’d for Wit.

4.
of anger (hun s
70 c.iarzgcr.r of Love they leap wbe;z” tbq; *HA.
The waliant in frolicks did Jollow the Boy,

Cho When he led them a Dance 9y Greece 29 old Troy,

Let hine plot all be can, &o.

. Enter Balthazar.,
Balt. Behind the Garden of the Anguflines

Your friends attend. You myft !
You'll be fuccefsful. Uit be fudden if

[ Exit Efchalus,

bens,
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zen. | come. Bid Lucio in awhilper to
Retire, and to expet my Orders at
Saint Laurence Gate. Lady, though vou deny
3leep to my Brother, yet, youmay do well
v allow a little of it to your felf.
It grows lates and Viola, methinks, begins
To lnfz un eye with watching 1n your (ervice.
vict. i 'ove watching and dancing too in Moon-fhine nights,
Like any Fairy. .
».at. Can whifpershide your bus'nefs, Benedick,
\When vou are fucha Weather-Cock, that with
But lcoking on you I can quickly find
Where the wind fits - Well, T wifh you fome danger,
That you may get the more honour. [ Exennt feveral ways.,
Enter Angelo, Efchalus.
Ang. Ttisnot joft | thould rebuke them for
Their harmony of mind s that were to (hew
The rage, and envious malice of the Devil,
Who qimrrels with the goe i, becaufe they have
That happinefs, which = .0 ne’er €njoy. .
£fch. My Lord * .. u fick for want of reft
And grieveto h. .y, the caufe of your
Dii-aleisin your {v
Ang. No (icknels, 7 fcoalus,
Cun Le mcie dangerous than mine, of which
T he caule is known to that Phyfician, who

Enjoins me to difpair of cure.

Efch. Your words amaze me.
¢ serv. To Arms, my Lord, to Arms !

The ancient Citizens are wakt 1o terrour
By the infulting youths who in loud throngs
March through the Streetstothe Parade.

[ Enter 1.Servant.

Ang. Hence Coward! thou art frighted by thy dream. [ Ex.Serv.

Enter 2, Servant.
». cerp. Arm,arm,myLord! your Brotheris revolted,
Heading a Body of disbanded Ofhcers.
He is in skirmifh with your Guards,
To refcue Clandio from the Law.
Ang. My Brother grown my publick Enemy ?
This iteration founds like truth. I was
Juft now fending to declare claudio’s Pardon,
And to haften his and Faliet’s liberty.
Efch. You purpos’d well, but your performance was
Too {low. [ Enter 1. Servant.
. cerp. "Tis faid the Marfhal of your Guards is {lain.
Ang, That’s a furprife of fortune s for he had
clandio’s Pardon, and, had he fhewn it, might
Perhaps have quencht the mutiny.
My Armour ! and command my Guard of Switzs
To march, and to make good the Pafs, which leads

To Saint Jago's Port. Hafte, Efchalus,
And bid Aontano make a fally from

The Citadel. [ Exeunt feveral ways.
Enter

Loy AR TR TR
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Enter Duke, Provofi. .
Duk. Logk up your Pris'ners, and fecure the Gates.
Prov. I did fufpett by Lucio’s menacings .
That Bewedick would Claudio’s liberty ’
Attempt by force; and therefore did provide
For oppofition to attend th’ affault.
Forty feleted from the Guards without
I have drawn 1n. ’
Duke. Arc they enter'd?
JZ-oZ. Tﬁi_h;y are,dz}nd bo}ld Vrfinoa does command ‘em.
HRe. expedient which, 1 tb’
\]?E/ill In exrremify be fit to ufc’;n ratte, { have prefcrib'd,
hough when you threaten’t men may thi
Prov. Father, I'll ftrictly follow yogr adt:rli{cﬂ?u eruel
Duke. Offer a parly from the Battlements.
Be careful, valiant Provolt, of your charge
Aad Heaven take care of you.J ’

prov. I'll through the Pofter ‘
Y our function wilfl; protect you.n ead you out E
R Futer }?enwedick, Balthazar, Officers. et
en. Remove the Martial ftrai
Attend‘ his wound, which is not glh(:rm}l]e:gggggeons o
His lofs of blood deprive him of his fpe:?ch.
Balt. A Squadron of the Guards at our approach
Retir'd into the Prifon, to make good ’
The Gazﬁs again{t affault, .
- Ben. Their {udden fear begot that policy
Rather to make conditions fo% themfe{):;;cj ’
Than for the phce. ’
Balt. The Provolt will be obftinate.
Ben. [t may be fafer for him to preferve
His courage for fome other ufe.
Enter Luclo, Dyke,

Luc. Father Fox the Fryer, is {toln out of his hole
And is going to make a vilit to ,

The Geele of his Parifh.
Ben. Lucio,let him pafs.
Luc. It you give quarter to the Enemies
Of Lovers, you will be follow’d in your
Next War, by none but decrepid old Souldiers;
The youth will all forfake you.

Ber. Unhand him ftraight: ' ’
His funtion make him frgee. e it 1n revicace to
Duke. Peace be with your Lordfhip.
Luc. Take care of Lovers in your Orizons
And the rather, becaufe praying for them, ’
You pray for the Duke. Remember that Fryer.
Duke. If e're I {ee the Duke, Sir, he fhall know
How much he 1s oblig’d to you.
Ben. Lucio, be ftedfaftinyour ftation. - [ Exennt Duke, Lucio
Provoft from the Battlemenis. S
Ben. Look up! the Provoft doesrelent: he feems

Inclin’d to parly.

Prov, May Fortune {erve the valiant Benedick,

S f o
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Lucio muflt be the fhadow ? if Bewedick
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In all attempts, but when he does 1nvade
The Forts of Law, where Juftice would fecure
The Trophies of her Victories. |
zen. Provoft, I take your greeting well, and wilh
Your courage more fuccef3, than you 1n your
R efiftance now are liketo find. You are
Too wife to talk of Law to thofe who mean
To juftifie their ations by their Swords.
prov. My Lord, fome honour [ have gotten in
The face of Enemies; and will not lofe
It in the fight of friends.
Ben. You mult give Clandioand Julietr liberty s
And then your other Pris'ners, and your (elf,
Shall, undifturb’d, be at your own difpofe.
" prov. Claudio by fentence is condemn'd 5 and fure
My Office does engage my honour to
Make good the fentence of the Law.
Balt. Provofl, we come not here to make a War,
Like Women, with vain words.
Ben. Accept of peace by yielding that which I
Would gain by a requeft, or elfe expect
The worft event of force.
prov. Your force I will
Oppofe; and when my temper 1s too much
Provokt, perhaps the extremity may make
Me (hew you fuch an objelt, as will hurt

Your eyes. [ Enter Lucio.

Lue. My Lord retire to face your Brother’s pow'r,
Which now is doubled by afally from
The Citadel.

Ben. Make good the paffage at Saint Laurence Gate:

And, whil(t my Squadron does advance,
You, Balthazar, maft march at diftance with
The Reer. _

prou. Urfino! range your Partizans!
*Tis now our time to make a {ally too.

Enter Beatrice, Viola, Lacquay.
viol. Sifter! Sifter ! can we not hide our felves?
Beat. Fear nothing, #iola, till you are 1n love,
But then our Faces we like Wood-Cocks hide ;
Whillt foolifh fear (which is in women {hame)
Makes us but tempt the Fowler to give aim.
Enter 1. Page.
1. Page. Madam, all’s our own.
Beat. Well, fpeak! you are ane of thole Meflengers
Who loft his Wages by his diligence;
Running fo faft to bring good news, that he
Wanted breath to utter it.
1. Page. Count Benedick’s a molt (ubftantial man.
Would the Sun were up, that his friends might fce
How he ftands to’t, whilft his Enemies flye from him.
Beat. He is alubftanoe fit toftand 1'th’Sun

Tomake a fhadow. And being the fubftance,

- [Exennt.
[Clafhing of Arms within.

Flye fielt, Lucio will not fail to follow him.
1. Page. Thereisno end of Count Benedicks valour.
Beat. Valiant without end; that is, ftout to no purpofe.
‘ . Enter 2. Page.
2. Page. Ch Madam! Count Benedick is loft.
Beat. How? this foolifh Boy was ever given to lying:
Lacquay, go out, and bring me truth; fuch truth
As I thall like, or elfe return no more.
2. Page. Madam, all the Maids—

viol. Well, I fear the news may be tootrue thens

Beat. My eyes are not prophetical 5 perhaps
They melt too foon. Loft, valiant Benedick ,
Loft by thy noble kindnefs for my fake;

Who whillt I pity’d clandio in his danger,
Had of thy fafety no indulgent care.

Enter Balthazar.

Balt. Madam, pardon my hafte, which is as rude
As my unfeafonable vifit.

Beat. Tell me, I pray, the bufinefs of this night

Balt. Count Benedick began it with fuccefss
Who to redeem unhappy Clandio from
The arms of death, and Fuliet from the fhame
Of publick penance, did affault the Guards
Attending near the Prifon Gate ; and at
The firlt encounter did difperfe that force.

Beat. This is no wonder; for in Honours Game
(Where many throw at the laft great ftake, life,
As if 'twere but light Gold) young Gamefters ofe
Are lucky.

Balt. The Provoft offer’d parly, but deny’d
To yield the Pris'ners, and the caufe which made
Him obftinate grew quickly evident;

By old Montano’s {ally from the Citadel,
And 4ngelo’s advance with all his Zwits.
Thefe were by valiant Benedick repulft.
Beat. I'm not forry now that I have his PiGture::
For the vain Gentleman will quickly grow
So alter’d by fuccefs, that without his

. Image I thould hardly know him.

Balt. Lord 4ngelo would have retir’d into the Citadel;
But in the {trife of that retreat

Brave Benedick receiv’d a wound.
Beat. A wound-----Excufe me, Balthazar, if 1
AfTume the feeling of your friendfhip to him,
And pity him for your fake.
Balt. The wound was {light 3
And rather ferv’d t'augment his courage, than
To walfte his {trength.
Beat, Well, I'll allow him courage. Pray proceed.
Balt. With many fhouts faluted, he again
Summon’d the Pravoft$ who enraged at our

Sf2 Reﬁffaqc'e'

Beat. Peace! your Intellrgence comes from the Launciry.

They know what they fay. Carlo, tellitme. [ Pageand Viola whifper.



Pty - S—

332 The Law againft Lovers,

Refiftance ot his {ally trom the Prifon,
Licens'd his anger even to cruelty;

For, as a dire expedient to prevent _
Th’ occaliots of a new dflault,- he doom'd
Young Clasdio to endure the bloody Axes
And from the Battlements {hew’d us his head.

Beat. Enough’! yoir ftory grows too difmal to
Be heard. Dead Clawéid, yet midre happy is
Than living Julict.  Pray be brief, if you
Have any other {orrows to reveal ! |

Balt. Thecruel Provolt having thus provokt
Count Benedick 3 he“ftfdight prepares to {torm

The Prifon 3*and:th™allault was {carce begun,
When fuddenly our Sav’raign Duke breaks forth,
From the dark Cloud of that difguife, in which,
It {eems, he hath remain’d conceal’d in Turix.

Beat. The Duke 1n Town?

B.lt. Mot vifibly in perfon, -and in pow'r.
For by his high command vitorious Benedick,

Is now with conquer’d Angelo, and both
Are Pris’ners to the Provolt,

Beat. Sudden and ftrange.-

Balt. Lord Argelo is kept from Vifitants,

To make him ignorant of what is paft 5 '
And by the {trictnels of'the Guards to Bewedi. X,
"T1s whifper’d and fufpected, that he will |
Be fentenc’d for Rebellion. ' |

Beat. I'll to the Duke, He’s full of clemency:

A Priance who by forgiving does réclaim,
And tenderly preferve for noble ufe,
Many whom rigid Juftice, by exemplar death,
Would make for ever ufelefs to the world.
Balt. *Tis fit you haflten'to him.. -
Beat.. Tn his own arms he bred'my infancy.
He ever yielded to me when I .fu'd '
For men who had no other pleato get
Their pardon but their mifery; and fure
He'll not deny me when in tears I knecl, .
For valiant Bewedick. - : [ Exennt.
Enter Duke in his owr Habit, Efchalus, Provoft,
Fryer Thomas, Attendants.

Ditke. In favour of that pow’r, which I did leave
In Angelo’s pofleflion, as my Subftitute, ~
I have reliev'd him from his Brother’s fury.

But Axgelo 1n his thort Government,
Dishgur'd and disgrac’d that fair
R.efemblance which he wore of me,
By many blemifhes.

Ff*o. Though your accultom’d clemency (bould give
Hin leave to ufe his eloquence, in’s own |
Detence, yet he would filence it, and hope
For no relief, but from your-gracious mercy.

Duge. Provoft, he is your Pris’ner now,

With Bencdick. Take care they do not meet.

I

Prov.

Duke. "Tis well. Go do what further | enjoin'd you,
Prov. I humbly beg your Highnefs pardon, for my
Ignorance of what you were when you
Were pleas’d to make your vifjts in difguile,
Dike. You need no pardon, but have merited
My thanks and favour. '
Fry.Tho. Is it your Highnefs will that I attend you >
Duke. I've left your habit, but will ne'er forfake
- Your company nor counfel. ~ Father now
You mult make hafte, and doas I directed.
Fry. Tho. I {hall be diligent in both of your
Commands. |
Duge. You, Efchalus, complain of bein ong’
By having been made ignoraft)]t of all B trrong ¢

Thefe evils paft. Ileft you not to {leep
Away your time, |

Efch. If you vouchfafe me not your pardon
[ thall with (hame receive my punifhment 3 ,
Though ir is better to be ignorant,
Than to be guilty.

Exnter Beatrice, Viola, 2 Pages, Ld('gnaj.

Beat. As virtuous Virgins, by their vows to

Have brought you here, fo may their Prayers
Preferve you long among(t us.

Drge. 1 thank you, beauteous Maid. Byt [ perceive
Afiliction in your Eyes. Whence does ;¢ come ?
seit. 1 am alowly Sutor to your H 1ghnefs.

D#’¢. I hope you are not (o unfortunate,
As to defire » benefit, which I

Unwillingly thall grant,
Beat. If no »ffenders were, then Sov'ra; ’
Would have no ufe ofrncrcy’ ; oviaign Pow'

Though Benedick has much offended, yet
Forgive that valour which by yours was bred ;
And let him not be loft who 'was mifled.
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