MEASURE FOR MEASURE.

Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muft die:
Thou art too noble to conferve a life
In bafe appliance. This outward-fainted deputy,
Whofe fettled vifage, and delib’rate word,
Nips youth i’ th’ head, and follies doth emmew
As faulcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil:
His filth within being caft, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. The prieftly Angelo 2

Ifzb. O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell,
The damned’ft body to inveft and cover
In prieftly guards! Doft thou think, Claudia?
If I would yield him my virginity,
Thou might'ft be freed.

Claud. O heav'ns! it cannot be.

I/ub. Yes, he would grant thee, for this rank offence,
So to offend him ftill. This night’s the time
That I thould do what I abhor to name,

Or elfe thou dy’ft to-morrow.

Claud. Thou thalt not do’t.

Ifab. O, were it but my life,

I'd throw it down for your deliverance
As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, deareft I/abel.

I/ab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow.
Claud. Yes. Has he then affe@ions in him,
That thus can make him bite the law by th’ nofe,
When he would “force it ? fure, it is no fin;

Or of the deadly feven it is the leaft.

Ifab. Which is the leaft? :

Claud. 1f it were damnable, he, being fo wife,
Why, would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fin’'d? o Ifabel !
I/ab. What fays my brother ?
Claud. Death’s a fearful thing:.
Ifab. And fhamed life a hateful.




