MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 378

Than that which lives to fear: make it your comfort,
So happy is your brother.

SCENE VL
Enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft.
Ifab. 1 do, my lord.

Dutke. For this new-marry’d man, approaching here,
Whofe falt imagination yet hath wrong’d
Your well-defended honour; you muft pardon him
For Mariana’s fake: but as a judge,
Being doubly criminal, in violation
Of facred chaftity, and in promife-breach,
Thereon dependant for your brother’s life,
The very mercy of the law cries out
Moft audible, even from his proper tongue,
An Angelo for Claudio ; death for death.
Halfte ftill pays hafte, and leifure anfwers leifure 3
Like doth quit like, and Meafwre ftill for Meafure.
Then, Angelo, thy faults are manifeft ; :
Which, though thou would’ft deny ’em, deny thee vantage.
We do condemn thee to the very block
Where Claudio ftoop’d to death; and with like hafte,,
Away with him.

Mari. O my moft gracious lord,
I hope, you will not mock me with a hufband.

Duke. It is your hufband mock’d you with a hufband.
Confenting to the fafeguard of your honour,
I thought your marriage fit ; elfe imputation,
For that he knew you, might reproach your life,
And choke your good to come: for his pofieflions,.
Although by confifcation they are ours,
We do enftate and widow you withal,
To buy you a better hufband.

Mari. O my dear lord,
I crave no other, nor no better man.

Diite,




