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				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Be­fore Le­onato’s House.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Le­onato, Hero, and Be­atrice, with a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Le­onato
								I learn in this let­ter that Don Pedro of Ar­ragon comes this night to Mess­ina.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								He is very near by this: he was not three leagues off when I left him.
						

						
								Le­onato
								How many gen­tle­men have you lost in this ac­tion?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								But few of any sort, and none of name.
						

						
								Le­onato
								A vic­tory is twice it­self when the achiev­er brings home full num­bers. I find here that Don Pedro hath be­stowed much hon­our on a young Florentine called Clau­dio.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								Much de­served on his part and equally re­membered by Don Pedro: he hath borne him­self bey­ond the prom­ise of his age, do­ing, in the fig­ure of a lamb, the feats of a li­on: he hath in­deed bet­ter bettered ex­pect­a­tion than you must ex­pect of me to tell you how.
						

						
								Le­onato
								He hath an uncle here in Mess­ina will be very much glad of it.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								I have already de­livered him let­ters, and there ap­pears much joy in him; even so much that joy could not show it­self mod­est enough without a badge of bit­ter­ness.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Did he break out in­to tears?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								In great meas­ure.
						

						
								Le­onato
								A kind over­flow of kind­ness: there are no faces truer than those that are so washed. How much bet­ter is it to weep at joy than to joy at weep­ing!
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I pray you, is Signior Mount­anto re­turned from the wars or no?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								I know none of that name, lady: there was none such in the army of any sort.
						

						
								Le­onato
								What is he that you ask for, niece?
						

						
								Hero
								My cous­in means Signior Be­ne­dick of Padua.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								O, he’s re­turned; and as pleas­ant as ever he was.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								He set up his bills here in Mess­ina and chal­lenged Cu­pid at the flight; and my uncle’s fool, read­ing the chal­lenge, sub­scribed for Cu­pid, and chal­lenged him at the bird-bolt. I pray you, how many hath he killed and eaten in these wars? But how many hath he killed? for in­deed I prom­ised to eat all of his killing.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Faith, niece, you tax Signior Be­ne­dick too much; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								He hath done good ser­vice, lady, in these wars.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								You had musty victu­al, and he hath holp to eat it: he is a very vali­ant trench­er­man; he hath an ex­cel­lent stom­ach.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								And a good sol­dier too, lady.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								And a good sol­dier to a lady: but what is he to a lord?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								A lord to a lord, a man to a man; stuffed with all hon­our­able vir­tues.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								It is so, in­deed; he is no less than a stuffed man: but for the stuff­ing—well, we are all mor­tal.
						

						
								Le­onato
								You must not, sir, mis­take my niece. There is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Be­ne­dick and her: they nev­er meet but there’s a skir­mish of wit between them.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Alas! he gets noth­ing by that. In our last con­flict four of his five wits went halt­ing off, and now is the whole man gov­erned with one: so that if he have wit enough to keep him­self warm, let him bear it for a dif­fer­ence between him­self and his horse; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known a reas­on­able creature. Who is his com­pan­ion now? He hath every month a new sworn broth­er.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								Is’t pos­sible?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Very eas­ily pos­sible: he wears his faith but as the fash­ion of his hat; it ever changes with the next block.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								I see, lady, the gen­tle­man is not in your books.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								No; an he were, I would burn my study. But, I pray you, who is his com­pan­ion? Is there no young squarer now that will make a voy­age with him to the dev­il?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								He is most in the com­pany of the right noble Clau­dio.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								O Lord, he will hang upon him like a dis­ease: he is soon­er caught than the pes­ti­lence, and the taker runs presently mad. God help the noble Clau­dio! if he have caught the Be­ne­dick, it will cost him a thou­sand pound ere a’ be cured.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								I will hold friends with you, lady.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Do, good friend.
						

						
								Le­onato
								You will nev­er run mad, niece.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								No, not till a hot Janu­ary.
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								Don Pedro is ap­proached.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Clau­dio, Be­ne­dick, and Balthas­ar.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Good Signior Le­onato, you are come to meet your trouble: the fash­ion of the world is to avoid cost, and you en­counter it.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Nev­er came trouble to my house in the like­ness of your grace: for trouble be­ing gone, com­fort should re­main; but when you de­part from me, sor­row abides and hap­pi­ness takes his leave.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								You em­brace your charge too will­ingly. I think this is your daugh­ter.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Her moth­er hath many times told me so.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her?
						

						
								Le­onato
								Signior Be­ne­dick, no; for then were you a child.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								You have it full, Be­ne­dick: we may guess by this what you are, be­ing a man. Truly, the lady fath­ers her­self. Be happy, lady; for you are like an hon­our­able fath­er.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								If Signior Le­onato be her fath­er, she would not have his head on her shoulders for all Mess­ina, as like him as she is.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I won­der that you will still be talk­ing, Signior Be­ne­dick: nobody marks you.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								What, my dear Lady Dis­dain! are you yet liv­ing?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Is it pos­sible dis­dain should die while she hath such meet food to feed it as Signior Be­ne­dick? Cour­tesy it­self must con­vert to dis­dain, if you come in her pres­ence.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Then is cour­tesy a turn­coat. But it is cer­tain I am loved of all ladies, only you ex­cep­ted: and I would I could find in my heart that I had not a hard heart; for, truly, I love none.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								A dear hap­pi­ness to wo­men: they would else have been troubled with a per­ni­cious suit­or. I thank God and my cold blood, I am of your hu­mour for that: I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow than a man swear he loves me.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								God keep your lady­ship still in that mind! so some gen­tle­man or oth­er shall ’scape a pre­des­tin­ate scratched face.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Scratch­ing could not make it worse, an ’twere such a face as yours were.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Well, you are a rare par­rot-teach­er.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								A bird of my tongue is bet­ter than a beast of yours.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I would my horse had the speed of your tongue, and so good a con­tin­uer. But keep your way, i’ God’s name; I have done.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								You al­ways end with a jade’s trick: I know you of old.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								That is the sum of all, Le­onato. Signior Clau­dio and Signior Be­ne­dick, my dear friend Le­onato hath in­vited you all. I tell him we shall stay here at the least a month; and he heartly prays some oc­ca­sion may de­tain us longer. I dare swear he is no hy­po­crite, but prays from his heart.
						

						
								Le­onato
								If you swear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn. To Don John. Let me bid you wel­come, my lord: be­ing re­con­ciled to the prince your broth­er, I owe you all duty.
						

						
								Don John
								I thank you: I am not of many words, but I thank you.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Please it your grace lead on?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Your hand, Le­onato; we will go to­geth­er. Ex­eunt all ex­cept Be­ne­dick and Clau­dio.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Be­ne­dick, didst thou note the daugh­ter of Signior Le­onato?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I noted her not; but I looked on her.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Is she not a mod­est young lady?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Do you ques­tion me, as an hon­est man should do, for my simple true judg­ment; or would you have me speak after my cus­tom, as be­ing a pro­fessed tyr­ant to their sex?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								No; I pray thee speak in sober judg­ment.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Why, i’ faith, me­thinks she’s too low for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise and too little for a great praise: only this com­mend­a­tion I can af­ford her, that were she oth­er than she is, she were un­hand­some; and be­ing no oth­er but as she is, I do not like her.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Thou thinkest I am in sport: I pray thee tell me truly how thou likest her.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Would you buy her, that you in­quire after her?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Can the world buy such a jew­el?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Yea, and a case to put it in­to. But speak you this with a sad brow? or do you play the flout­ing Jack, to tell us Cu­pid is a good hare-find­er and Vul­can a rare car­penter? Come, in what key shall a man take you, to go in the song?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever I looked on.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I can see yet without spec­tacles and I see no such mat­ter: there’s her cous­in, an she were not pos­sessed with a fury, ex­ceeds her as much in beauty as the first of May doth the last of Decem­ber. But I hope you have no in­tent to turn hus­band, have you?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I would scarce trust my­self, though I had sworn the con­trary, if Hero would be my wife.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Is’t come to this? In faith, hath not the world one man but he will wear his cap with sus­pi­cion? Shall I nev­er see a bach­el­or of threescore again? Go to, i’ faith; and thou wilt needs thrust thy neck in­to a yoke, wear the print of it and sigh away Sundays. Look; Don Pedro is re­turned to seek you.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Don Pedro.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								What secret hath held you here, that you fol­lowed not to Le­onato’s?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I would your grace would con­strain me to tell.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I charge thee on thy al­le­gi­ance.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								You hear, Count Clau­dio: I can be secret as a dumb man; I would have you think so; but, on my al­le­gi­ance, mark you this, on my al­le­gi­ance. He is in love. With who? now that is your grace’s part. Mark how short his an­swer is;—With Hero, Le­onato’s short daugh­ter.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If this were so, so were it uttered.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Like the old tale, my lord: “it is not so, nor ’twas not so, but, in­deed, God for­bid it should be so.”
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If my pas­sion change not shortly, God for­bid it should be oth­er­wise.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Amen, if you love her; for the lady is very well worthy.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								You speak this to fetch me in, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								By my troth, I speak my thought.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I spoke mine.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								That I love her, I feel.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								That she is worthy, I know.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								That I neither feel how she should be loved nor know how she should be worthy, is the opin­ion that fire can­not melt out of me: I will die in it at the stake.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Thou wast ever an ob­stin­ate heretic in the des­pite of beauty.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And nev­er could main­tain his part but in the force of his will.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								That a wo­man con­ceived me, I thank her; that she brought me up, I like­wise give her most humble thanks: but that I will have a recheat win­ded in my fore­head, or hang my bugle in an in­vis­ible bald­rick, all wo­men shall par­don me. Be­cause I will not do them the wrong to mis­trust any, I will do my­self the right to trust none; and the fine is, for the which I may go the finer, I will live a bach­el­or.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								With an­ger, with sick­ness, or with hun­ger, my lord, not with love: prove that ever I lose more blood with love than I will get again with drink­ing, pick out mine eyes with a bal­lad-maker’s pen and hang me up at the door of a brothel-house for the sign of blind Cu­pid.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, thou wilt prove a not­able ar­gu­ment.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat and shoot at me; and he that hits me, let him be clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Well, as time shall try: “In time the sav­age bull doth bear the yoke.”
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								The sav­age bull may; but if ever the sens­ible Be­ne­dick bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns and set them in my fore­head: and let me be vilely painted, and in such great let­ters as they write, “Here is good horse to hire,” let them sig­ni­fy un­der my sign “Here you may see Be­ne­dick the mar­ried man.”
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If this should ever hap­pen, thou wouldst be horn-mad.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Nay, if Cu­pid have not spent all his quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I look for an earth­quake too, then.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Well, you will tem­por­ize with the hours. In the mean­time, good Signior Be­ne­dick, re­pair to Le­onato’s: com­mend me to him and tell him I will not fail him at sup­per; for in­deed he hath made great pre­par­a­tion.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I have al­most mat­ter enough in me for such an em­bas­sage; and so I com­mit you—
						

						
								Clau­dio
								To the tu­ition of God: from my house, if I had it—
						

						
								Don Pedro
								The sixth of Ju­ly: your lov­ing friend, Be­ne­dick.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Nay, mock not, mock not. The body of your dis­course is some­time guarded with frag­ments, and the guards are but slightly basted on neither: ere you flout old ends any fur­ther, ex­am­ine your con­science: and so I leave you. Exit.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								My liege, your high­ness now may do me good.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									My love is thine to teach: teach it but how,
									

									And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn
									

									Any hard les­son that may do thee good.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Hath Le­onato any son, my lord?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									No child but Hero; she’s his only heir.
									

									Dost thou af­fect her, Clau­dio?
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									O, my lord,
									

									When you went on­ward on this ended ac­tion,
									

									I look’d upon her with a sol­dier’s eye,
									

									That liked, but had a rough­er task in hand
									

									Than to drive lik­ing to the name of love:
									

									But now I am re­turn’d and that war-thoughts
									

									Have left their places va­cant, in their rooms
									

									Come throng­ing soft and del­ic­ate de­sires,
									

									All prompt­ing me how fair young Hero is,
									

									Say­ing, I liked her ere I went to wars.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Thou wilt be like a lov­er presently
									

									And tire the hear­er with a book of words.
									

									If thou dost love fair Hero, cher­ish it,
									

									And I will break with her and with her fath­er
									

									And thou shalt have her. Was’t not to this end
									

									That thou began’st to twist so fine a story?
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									How sweetly you do min­is­ter to love,
									

									That know love’s grief by his com­plex­ion!
									

									But lest my lik­ing might too sud­den seem,
									

									I would have salved it with a longer treat­ise.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									What need the bridge much broad­er than the flood?
									

									The fairest grant is the ne­ces­sity.
									

									Look, what will serve is fit: ’tis once, thou lovest,
									

									And I will fit thee with the rem­edy.
									

									I know we shall have rev­el­ling to­night:
									

									I will as­sume thy part in some dis­guise
									

									And tell fair Hero I am Clau­dio,
									

									And in her bos­om I’ll un­clasp my heart
									

									And take her hear­ing pris­on­er with the force
									

									And strong en­counter of my amor­ous tale;
									

									Then after to her fath­er will I break;
									

									And the con­clu­sion is, she shall be thine.
									

									In prac­tice let us put it presently. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Le­onato’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Le­onato and Ant­o­nio, meet­ing.
							
						

						
								Le­onato
								How now, broth­er? Where is my cous­in, your son? hath he provided this mu­sic?
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								He is very busy about it. But, broth­er, I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamt not of.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Are they good?
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								As the event stamps them: but they have a good cov­er; they show well out­ward. The prince and Count Clau­dio, walk­ing in a thick-pleached al­ley in my orch­ard, were thus much over­heard by a man of mine: the prince dis­covered to Clau­dio that he loved my niece your daugh­ter and meant to ac­know­ledge it this night in a dance; and if he found her ac­cord­ant, he meant to take the present time by the top and in­stantly break with you of it.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Hath the fel­low any wit that told you this?
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								A good sharp fel­low: I will send for him; and ques­tion him your­self.
						

						
								Le­onato
								No, no; we will hold it as a dream till it ap­pear it­self: but I will ac­quaint my daugh­ter with­al, that she may be the bet­ter pre­pared for an an­swer, if perad­ven­ture this be true. Go you and tell her of it. Enter at­tend­ants. Cous­ins, you know what you have to do. O, I cry you mercy, friend; go you with me, and I will use your skill. Good cous­in, have a care this busy time. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Don John and Con­rade.
							
						

						
								Con­rade
								What the good-year, my lord! why are you thus out of meas­ure sad?
						

						
								Don John
								There is no meas­ure in the oc­ca­sion that breeds; there­fore the sad­ness is without lim­it.
						

						
								Con­rade
								You should hear reas­on.
						

						
								Don John
								And when I have heard it, what bless­ings brings it?
						

						
								Con­rade
								If not a present rem­edy, at least a pa­tient suf­fer­ance.
						

						
								Don John
								I won­der that thou, be­ing, as thou say­est thou art, born un­der Sat­urn, goest about to ap­ply a mor­al medi­cine to a mor­ti­fy­ing mis­chief. I can­not hide what I am: I must be sad when I have cause and smile at no man’s jests, eat when I have stom­ach and wait for no man’s leis­ure, sleep when I am drowsy and tend on no man’s busi­ness, laugh when I am merry and claw no man in his hu­mour.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Yea, but you must not make the full show of this till you may do it without con­trol­ment. You have of late stood out against your broth­er, and he hath ta’en you newly in­to his grace; where it is im­possible you should take true root but by the fair weath­er that you make your­self: it is need­ful that you frame the sea­son for your own har­vest.
						

						
								Don John
								I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose in his grace, and it bet­ter fits my blood to be dis­dained of all than to fash­ion a car­riage to rob love from any: in this, though I can­not be said to be a flat­ter­ing hon­est man, it must not be denied but I am a plain-deal­ing vil­lain. I am trus­ted with a muzzle and en­fran­chised with a clog; there­fore I have de­creed not to sing in my cage. If I had my mouth, I would bite; if I had my liberty, I would do my lik­ing: in the mean­time let me be that I am and seek not to al­ter me.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Can you make no use of your dis­con­tent?
						

						
								Don John
								
								
									I make all use of it, for I use it only.
									

									Who comes here?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bor­a­chio.
							
						

						
								
								What news, Bor­a­chio?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								I came yon­der from a great sup­per: the prince your broth­er is roy­ally en­ter­tained by Le­onato; and I can give you in­tel­li­gence of an in­ten­ded mar­riage.
						

						
								Don John
								Will it serve for any mod­el to build mis­chief on? What is he for a fool that be­troths him­self to un­quiet­ness?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Marry, it is your broth­er’s right hand.
						

						
								Don John
								Who? the most ex­quis­ite Clau­dio?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Even he.
						

						
								Don John
								A prop­er squire! And who, and who? which way looks he?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Marry, on Hero, the daugh­ter and heir of Le­onato.
						

						
								Don John
								A very for­ward March-chick! How came you to this?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Be­ing en­ter­tained for a per­fumer, as I was smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and Clau­dio, hand in hand, in sad con­fer­ence: I whipt me be­hind the ar­ras; and there heard it agreed upon that the prince should woo Hero for him­self, and hav­ing ob­tained her, give her to Count Clau­dio.
						

						
								Don John
								Come, come, let us thith­er: this may prove food to my dis­pleas­ure. That young start-up hath all the glory of my over­throw: if I can cross him any way, I bless my­self every way. You are both sure, and will as­sist me?
						

						
								Con­rade
								To the death, my lord.
						

						
								Don John
								Let us to the great sup­per: their cheer is the great­er that I am sub­dued. Would the cook were of my mind! Shall we go to prove what’s to be done?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								We’ll wait upon your Lord­ship. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A hall in Le­onato’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Le­onato, Ant­o­nio, Hero, Be­atrice, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Le­onato
								Was not Count John here at sup­per?
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								I saw him not.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								How tartly that gen­tle­man looks! I nev­er can see him but I am heart-burned an hour after.
						

						
								Hero
								He is of a very mel­an­choly dis­pos­i­tion.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								He were an ex­cel­lent man that were made just in the mid­way between him and Be­ne­dick: the one is too like an im­age and says noth­ing, and the oth­er too like my lady’s eld­est son, ever­more tat­tling.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Then half Signior Be­ne­dick’s tongue in Count John’s mouth, and half Count John’s mel­an­choly in Signior Be­ne­dick’s face—
						

						
								Be­atrice
								With a good leg and a good foot, uncle, and money enough in his purse, such a man would win any wo­man in the world, if a’ could get her good-will.
						

						
								Le­onato
								By my troth, niece, thou wilt nev­er get thee a hus­band, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								In faith, she’s too curst.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Too curst is more than curst: I shall lessen God’s send­ing that way; for it is said, “God sends a curst cow short horns;” but to a cow too curst he sends none.
						

						
								Le­onato
								So, by be­ing too curst, God will send you no horns.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Just, if he send me no hus­band; for the which bless­ing I am at him upon my knees every morn­ing and even­ing. Lord, I could not en­dure a hus­band with a beard on his face: I had rather lie in the wool­len.
						

						
								Le­onato
								You may light on a hus­band that hath no beard.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								What should I do with him? dress him in my ap­par­el and make him my wait­ing gen­tle­wo­man? He that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he that hath no beard is less than a man: and he that is more than a youth is not for me, and he that is less than a man, I am not for him: there­fore I will even take six­pence in earn­est of the bear-ward, and lead his apes in­to hell.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Well, then, go you in­to hell?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								No, but to the gate; and there will the dev­il meet me, like an old cuck­old, with horns on his head, and say, “Get you to heav­en, Be­atrice, get you to heav­en; here’s no place for you maids:” so de­liv­er I up my apes, and away to Saint Peter for the heav­ens; he shows me where the bach­el­ors sit, and there live we as merry as the day is long.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								To Hero. Well, niece, I trust you will be ruled by your fath­er.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Yes, faith; it is my cous­in’s duty to make curtsy and say “Fath­er, as it please you.” But yet for all that, cous­in, let him be a hand­some fel­low, or else make an­oth­er curtsy and say “Fath­er, as it please me.”
						

						
								Le­onato
								Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fit­ted with a hus­band.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Not till God make men of some oth­er met­al than earth. Would it not grieve a wo­man to be over­mastered with a piece of vali­ant dust? to make an ac­count of her life to a clod of way­ward marl? No, uncle, I’ll none: Adam’s sons are my brethren; and, truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Daugh­ter, re­mem­ber what I told you: if the prince do so­li­cit you in that kind, you know your an­swer.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								The fault will be in the mu­sic, cous­in, if you be not wooed in good time: if the prince be too im­port­ant, tell him there is meas­ure in everything and so dance out the an­swer. For, hear me, Hero: woo­ing, wed­ding, and re­pent­ing, is as a Scotch jig, a meas­ure, and a cinque pace: the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fant­ast­ic­al; the wed­ding, man­nerly-mod­est, as a meas­ure, full of state and an­cientry; and then comes re­pent­ance and, with his bad legs, falls in­to the cinque pace faster and faster, till he sink in­to his grave.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Cous­in, you ap­pre­hend passing shrewdly.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I have a good eye, uncle; I can see a church by day­light.
						

						
								Le­onato
								The rev­el­lers are en­ter­ing, broth­er: make good room. All put on their masks.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro, Clau­dio, Be­ne­dick, Balthas­ar, Don John, Bor­a­chio, Mar­garet, Ur­sula, and oth­ers, masked.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Lady, will you walk about with your friend?
						

						
								Hero
								So you walk softly and look sweetly and say noth­ing, I am yours for the walk; and es­pe­cially when I walk away.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								With me in your com­pany?
						

						
								Hero
								I may say so, when I please.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								And when please you to say so?
						

						
								Hero
								When I like your fa­vour; for God de­fend the lute should be like the case!
						

						
								Don Pedro
								My vi­sor is Philem­on’s roof; with­in the house is Jove.
						

						
								Hero
								Why, then, your vi­sor should be thatched.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Speak low, if you speak love. Draw­ing her aside.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								Well, I would you did like me.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								So would not I, for your own sake; for I have many ill qual­it­ies.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								Which is one?
						

						
								Mar­garet
								I say my pray­ers aloud.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								I love you the bet­ter: the hear­ers may cry Amen.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								God match me with a good dan­cer!
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								Amen.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								And God keep him out of my sight when the dance is done! An­swer, clerk.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								No more words: the clerk is answered.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								I know you well enough; you are Signior Ant­o­nio.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								At a word, I am not.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								I know you by the wag­gling of your head.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								To tell you true, I coun­ter­feit him.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								You could nev­er do him so ill-well, un­less you were the very man. Here’s his dry hand up and down: you are he, you are he.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								At a word, I am not.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								Come, come, do you think I do not know you by your ex­cel­lent wit? can vir­tue hide it­self? Go to, mum, you are he: graces will ap­pear, and there’s an end.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Will you not tell me who told you so?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								No, you shall par­don me.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Nor will you not tell me who you are?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Not now.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								That I was dis­dain­ful, and that I had my good wit out of the “Hun­dred Merry Tales:”—well, this was Signior Be­ne­dick that said so.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								What’s he?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I am sure you know him well enough.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Not I, be­lieve me.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Did he nev­er make you laugh?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I pray you, what is he?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Why, he is the prince’s jester: a very dull fool; only his gift is in de­vis­ing im­possible slanders: none but lib­ertines de­light in him; and the com­mend­a­tion is not in his wit, but in his vil­lainy; for he both pleases men and an­gers them, and then they laugh at him and beat him. I am sure he is in the fleet: I would he had boarded me.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								When I know the gen­tle­man, I’ll tell him what you say.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Do, do: he’ll but break a com­par­is­on or two on me; which, perad­ven­ture not marked or not laughed at, strikes him in­to mel­an­choly; and then there’s a part­ridge wing saved, for the fool will eat no sup­per that night. Mu­sic. We must fol­low the lead­ers.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								In every good thing.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at the next turn­ing. Dance. Then ex­eunt all ex­cept Don John, Bor­a­chio, and Clau­dio.
						

						
								Don John
								Sure my broth­er is amor­ous on Hero and hath with­drawn her fath­er to break with him about it. The ladies fol­low her and but one vi­sor re­mains.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								And that is Clau­dio: I know him by his bear­ing.
						

						
								Don John
								Are you not Signior Be­ne­dick?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								You know me well; I am he.
						

						
								Don John
								Signior, you are very near my broth­er in his love: he is en­am­oured on Hero; I pray you, dis­suade him from her: she is no equal for his birth: you may do the part of an hon­est man in it.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								How know you he loves her?
						

						
								Don John
								I heard him swear his af­fec­tion.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								So did I too; and he swore he would marry her to­night.
						

						
								Don John
								Come, let us to the ban­quet. Ex­eunt Don John and Bor­a­chio.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Thus an­swer I in name of Be­ne­dick,
									

									But hear these ill news with the ears of Clau­dio.
									

									’Tis cer­tain so; the prince wooes for him­self.
									

									Friend­ship is con­stant in all oth­er things
									

									Save in the of­fice and af­fairs of love:
									

									There­fore all hearts in love use their own tongues;
									

									Let every eye ne­go­ti­ate for it­self
									

									And trust no agent; for beauty is a witch
									

									Against whose charms faith melteth in­to blood.
									

									This is an ac­ci­dent of hourly proof,
									

									Which I mis­trus­ted not. Farewell, there­fore, Hero!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Be­ne­dick.
							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Count Clau­dio?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Yea, the same.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Come, will you go with me?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Whith­er?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Even to the next wil­low, about your own busi­ness, count. What fash­ion will you wear the gar­land of? about your neck, like a usurer’s chain? or un­der your arm, like a lieu­ten­ant’s scarf? You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got your Hero.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I wish him joy of her.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Why, that’s spoken like an hon­est drovi­er: so they sell bul­locks. But did you think the prince would have served you thus?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I pray you, leave me.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Ho! now you strike like the blind man: ’twas the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll beat the post.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If it will not be, I’ll leave you. Exit.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Alas, poor hurt fowl! now will he creep in­to sedges. But that my Lady Be­atrice should know me, and not know me! The prince’s fool! Ha? It may be I go un­der that title be­cause I am merry. Yea, but so I am apt to do my­self wrong; I am not so re­puted: it is the base, though bit­ter, dis­pos­i­tion of Be­atrice that puts the world in­to her per­son, and so gives me out. Well, I’ll be re­venged as I may.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Don Pedro.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Now, signior, where’s the count? did you see him?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Troth, my lord, I have played the part of Lady Fame. I found him here as mel­an­choly as a lodge in a war­ren: I told him, and I think I told him true, that your grace had got the good will of this young lady; and I offered him my com­pany to a wil­low tree, either to make him a gar­land, as be­ing for­saken, or to bind him up a rod, as be­ing worthy to be whipped.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								To be whipped! What’s his fault?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								The flat trans­gres­sion of a school­boy, who, be­ing over­joyed with find­ing a bird’s nest, shows it his com­pan­ion, and he steals it.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Wilt thou make a trust a trans­gres­sion? The trans­gres­sion is in the steal­er.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Yet it had not been amiss the rod had been made, and the gar­land too; for the gar­land he might have worn him­self, and the rod he might have be­stowed on you, who, as I take it, have stolen his bird’s nest.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I will but teach them to sing, and re­store them to the own­er.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								If their singing an­swer your say­ing, by my faith, you say hon­estly.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								The Lady Be­atrice hath a quar­rel to you: the gen­tle­man that danced with her told her she is much wronged by you.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								O, she mis­used me past the en­dur­ance of a block! an oak but with one green leaf on it would have answered her; my very vi­sor began to as­sume life and scold with her. She told me, not think­ing I had been my­self, that I was the prince’s jester, that I was duller than a great thaw; hud­dling jest upon jest with such im­possible con­vey­ance upon me that I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole army shoot­ing at me. She speaks pon­iards, and every word stabs: if her breath were as ter­rible as her ter­min­a­tions, there were no liv­ing near her; she would in­fect to the north star. I would not marry her, though she were en­dowed with all that Adam had left him be­fore he trans­gressed: she would have made Her­cules have turned spit, yea, and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her: you shall find her the in­fernal Ate in good ap­par­el. I would to God some schol­ar would con­jure her; for cer­tainly, while she is here, a man may live as quiet in hell as in a sanc­tu­ary; and people sin upon pur­pose, be­cause they would go thith­er; so, in­deed, all dis­quiet, hor­ror, and per­turb­a­tion fol­lows her.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Look, here she comes.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Clau­dio, Be­atrice, Hero, and Le­onato.
							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Will your grace com­mand me any ser­vice to the world’s end? I will go on the slight­est er­rand now to the An­ti­podes that you can de­vise to send me on; I will fetch you a tooth­pick­er now from the fur­thest inch of Asia, bring you the length of Prest­er John’s foot, fetch you a hair off the Great Cham’s beard, do you any em­bas­sage to the Pyg­mies, rather than hold three words’ con­fer­ence with this harpy. You have no em­ploy­ment for me?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								None, but to de­sire your good com­pany.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								O God, sir, here’s a dish I love not: I can­not en­dure my Lady Tongue. Exit.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Come, lady, come; you have lost the heart of Signior Be­ne­dick.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								In­deed, my lord, he lent it me awhile; and I gave him use for it, a double heart for a single one: marry, once be­fore he won it of me with false dice, there­fore your grace may well say I have lost it.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								You have put him down, lady, you have put him down.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								So I would not he should do me, my lord, lest I should prove the moth­er of fools. I have brought Count Clau­dio, whom you sent me to seek.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Why, how now, count! where­fore are you sad?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Not sad, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								How then? sick?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Neither, my lord.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, nor well; but civil count, civil as an or­ange, and some­thing of that jeal­ous com­plex­ion.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I’ faith, lady, I think your blaz­on to be true; though, I’ll be sworn, if he be so, his con­ceit is false. Here, Clau­dio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won: I have broke with her fath­er, and his good will ob­tained: name the day of mar­riage, and God give thee joy!
						

						
								Le­onato
								Count, take of me my daugh­ter, and with her my for­tunes: his grace hath made the match, and all grace say Amen to it.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Speak, count, ’tis your cue.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Si­lence is the per­fect­est her­ald of joy: I were but little happy, if I could say how much. Lady, as you are mine, I am yours: I give away my­self for you and dote upon the ex­change.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Speak, cous­in; or, if you can­not, stop his mouth with a kiss, and let not him speak neither.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								In faith, lady, you have a merry heart.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps on the windy side of care. My cous­in tells him in his ear that he is in her heart.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And so she doth, cous­in.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Good Lord, for al­li­ance! Thus goes every­one to the world but I, and I am sun­burnt; I may sit in a corner and cry heigh-ho for a hus­band!
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Lady Be­atrice, I will get you one.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I would rather have one of your fath­er’s get­ting. Hath your grace ne’er a broth­er like you? Your fath­er got ex­cel­lent hus­bands, if a maid could come by them.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Will you have me, lady?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								No, my lord, un­less I might have an­oth­er for work­ing-days: your grace is too costly to wear every day. But, I be­seech your grace, par­don me: I was born to speak all mirth and no mat­ter.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Your si­lence most of­fends me, and to be merry best be­comes you; for, out of ques­tion, you were born in a merry hour.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								No, sure, my lord, my moth­er cried; but then there was a star danced, and un­der that was I born. Cous­ins, God give you joy!
						

						
								Le­onato
								Niece, will you look to those things I told you of?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I cry you mercy, uncle. By your grace’s par­don. Exit.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								By my troth, a pleas­ant-spir­ited lady.
						

						
								Le­onato
								There’s little of the mel­an­choly ele­ment in her, my lord: she is nev­er sad but when she sleeps, and not ever sad then; for I have heard my daugh­ter say, she hath of­ten dreamed of un­hap­pi­ness and waked her­self with laugh­ing.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								She can­not en­dure to hear tell of a hus­band.
						

						
								Le­onato
								O, by no means: she mocks all her woo­ers out of suit.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								She were an ex­cel­lent wife for Be­ne­dick.
						

						
								Le­onato
								O Lord, my lord, if they were but a week mar­ried, they would talk them­selves mad.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Count Clau­dio, when mean you to go to church?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								To­mor­row, my lord: time goes on crutches till love have all his rites.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence a just sev­en-night; and a time too brief, too, to have all things an­swer my mind.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Come, you shake the head at so long a breath­ing: but, I war­rant thee, Clau­dio, the time shall not go dully by us. I will in the in­ter­im un­der­take one of Her­cules’ la­bours; which is, to bring Signior Be­ne­dick and the Lady Be­atrice in­to a moun­tain of af­fec­tion the one with the oth­er. I would fain have it a match, and I doubt not but to fash­ion it, if you three will but min­is­ter such as­sist­ance as I shall give you dir­ec­tion.
						

						
								Le­onato
								My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten nights’ watch­ings.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And I, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								And you too, gentle Hero?
						

						
								Hero
								I will do any mod­est of­fice, my lord, to help my cous­in to a good hus­band.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								And Be­ne­dick is not the un­hope­fullest hus­band that I know. Thus far can I praise him; he is of a noble strain, of ap­proved valour and con­firmed hon­esty. I will teach you how to hu­mour your cous­in, that she shall fall in love with Be­ne­dick; and I, with your two helps, will so prac­tise on Be­ne­dick that, in des­pite of his quick wit and his queasy stom­ach, he shall fall in love with Be­atrice. If we can do this, Cu­pid is no longer an arch­er: his glory shall be ours, for we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my drift. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Don John and Bor­a­chio.
							
						

						
								Don John
								It is so; the Count Clau­dio shall marry the daugh­ter of Le­onato.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Yea, my lord; but I can cross it.
						

						
								Don John
								Any bar, any cross, any im­ped­i­ment will be medicin­able to me: I am sick in dis­pleas­ure to him, and what­so­ever comes athwart his af­fec­tion ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this mar­riage?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Not hon­estly, my lord; but so cov­ertly that no dis­hon­esty shall ap­pear in me.
						

						
								Don John
								Show me briefly how.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								I think I told your lord­ship a year since, how much I am in the fa­vour of Mar­garet, the wait­ing gen­tle­wo­man to Hero.
						

						
								Don John
								I re­mem­ber.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								I can, at any un­season­able in­stant of the night, ap­point her to look out at her lady’s cham­ber win­dow.
						

						
								Don John
								What life is in that, to be the death of this mar­riage?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								The pois­on of that lies in you to tem­per. Go you to the prince your broth­er; spare not to tell him that he hath wronged his hon­our in mar­ry­ing the renowned Clau­dio—whose es­tim­a­tion do you migh­tily hold up—to a con­tam­in­ated stale, such a one as Hero.
						

						
								Don John
								What proof shall I make of that?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Proof enough to mis­use the prince, to vex Clau­dio, to undo Hero and kill Le­onato. Look you for any oth­er is­sue?
						

						
								Don John
								Only to des­pite them, I will en­deav­our any­thing.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Go, then; find me a meet hour to draw Don Pedro and the Count Clau­dio alone: tell them that you know that Hero loves me; in­tend a kind of zeal both to the prince and Clau­dio, as—in love of your broth­er’s hon­our, who hath made this match, and his friend’s repu­ta­tion, who is thus like to be cozened with the semb­lance of a maid—that you have dis­covered thus. They will scarcely be­lieve this without tri­al: of­fer them in­stances; which shall bear no less like­li­hood than to see me at her cham­ber win­dow, hear me call Mar­garet Hero, hear Mar­garet term me Clau­dio; and bring them to see this the very night be­fore the in­ten­ded wed­ding—for in the mean­time I will so fash­ion the mat­ter that Hero shall be ab­sent—and there shall ap­pear such seem­ing truth of Hero’s dis­loy­alty that jeal­ousy shall be called as­sur­ance and all the pre­par­a­tion over­thrown.
						

						
								Don John
								Grow this to what ad­verse is­sue it can, I will put it in prac­tice. Be cun­ning in the work­ing this, and thy fee is a thou­sand ducats.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Be you con­stant in the ac­cus­a­tion, and my cun­ning shall not shame me.
						

						
								Don John
								I will presently go learn their day of mar­riage. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Le­onato’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Be­ne­dick.
							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Boy!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Boy.
							
						

						
								Boy
								Signior?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								In my cham­ber-win­dow lies a book: bring it hith­er to me in the orch­ard.
						

						
								Boy
								I am here already, sir.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I know that; but I would have thee hence, and here again. Exit Boy. I do much won­der that one man, see­ing how much an­oth­er man is a fool when he ded­ic­ates his be­ha­viours to love, will, after he hath laughed at such shal­low fol­lies in oth­ers, be­come the ar­gu­ment of his own scorn by fall­ing in love: and such a man is Clau­dio. I have known when there was no mu­sic with him but the drum and the fife; and now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe: I have known when he would have walked ten mile a-foot to see a good ar­mour; and now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fash­ion of a new doublet. He was wont to speak plain and to the pur­pose, like an hon­est man and a sol­dier; and now is he turned or­tho­graphy; his words are a very fant­ast­ic­al ban­quet, just so many strange dishes. May I be so con­ver­ted and see with these eyes? I can­not tell; I think not: I will not be sworn but love may trans­form me to an oyster; but I’ll take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, he shall nev­er make me such a fool. One wo­man is fair, yet I am well; an­oth­er is wise, yet I am well; an­oth­er vir­tu­ous, yet I am well; but till all graces be in one wo­man, one wo­man shall not come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that’s cer­tain; wise, or I’ll none; vir­tu­ous, or I’ll nev­er cheapen her; fair, or I’ll nev­er look on her; mild, or come not near me; noble, or not I for an an­gel; of good dis­course, an ex­cel­lent mu­si­cian, and her hair shall be of what col­our it please God. Ha! the prince and Mon­sieur Love! I will hide me in the ar­bour. With­draws.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro, Clau­dio, and Le­onato.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Come, shall we hear this mu­sic?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Yea, my good lord. How still the even­ing is,
									

									As hush’d on pur­pose to grace har­mony!
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								See you where Be­ne­dick hath hid him­self?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									O, very well, my lord: the mu­sic ended,
									

									We’ll fit the kid-fox with a penny­worth.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Balthas­ar with Mu­sic.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Come, Balthas­ar, we’ll hear that song again.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									O, good my lord, tax not so bad a voice
									

									To slander mu­sic any more than once.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									It is the wit­ness still of ex­cel­lency
									

									To put a strange face on his own per­fec­tion.
									

									I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									Be­cause you talk of woo­ing, I will sing;
									

									Since many a woo­er doth com­mence his suit
									

									To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes,
									

									Yet will he swear he loves.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Now, pray thee, come;
									

									Or, if thou wilt hold longer ar­gu­ment,
									

									Do it in notes.
								

							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									Note this be­fore my notes;
									

									There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the not­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks;
									

									Note, notes, for­sooth, and noth­ing. Air.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Now, di­vine air! now is his soul rav­ished! Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts should hale souls out of men’s bod­ies? Well, a horn for my money, when all’s done.
						

						
								
								
								The Song.
							
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								
								
									Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
									

									Men were de­ceiv­ers ever,
									

									One foot in sea and one on shore,
									

									To one thing con­stant nev­er:
									

									Then sigh not so, but let them go,
									

									And be you blithe and bonny,
									

									Con­vert­ing all your sounds of woe
									

									In­to Hey nonny, nonny.
								

								
									Sing no more dit­ties, sing no moe,
									

									Of dumps so dull and heavy;
									

									The fraud of men was ever so,
									

									Since sum­mer first was leavy:
									

									Then sigh not so, etc.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								By my troth, a good song.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								And an ill sing­er, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Ha, no, no, faith; thou singest well enough for a shift.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								An he had been a dog that should have howled thus, they would have hanged him: and I pray God his bad voice bode no mis­chief. I had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what plague could have come after it.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Yea, marry, dost thou hear, Balthas­ar? I pray thee, get us some ex­cel­lent mu­sic; for to­mor­row night we would have it at the Lady Hero’s cham­ber-win­dow.
						

						
								Balthas­ar
								The best I can, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Do so: farewell. Exit Balthas­ar. Come hith­er, Le­onato. What was it you told me of today, that your niece Be­atrice was in love with Signior Be­ne­dick?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								O, ay: stalk on, stalk on; the fowl sits. I did nev­er think that lady would have loved any man.
						

						
								Le­onato
								No, nor I neither; but most won­der­ful that she should so dote on Signior Be­ne­dick, whom she hath in all out­ward be­ha­viours seemed ever to ab­hor.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Is’t pos­sible? Sits the wind in that corner?
						

						
								Le­onato
								By my troth, my lord, I can­not tell what to think of it but that she loves him with an en­raged af­fec­tion; it is past the in­fin­ite of thought.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Maybe she doth but coun­ter­feit.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Faith, like enough.
						

						
								Le­onato
								O God, coun­ter­feit! There was nev­er coun­ter­feit of pas­sion came so near the life of pas­sion as she dis­cov­ers it.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Why, what ef­fects of pas­sion shows she?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Bait the hook well; this fish will bite.
						

						
								Le­onato
								What ef­fects, my lord? She will sit you, You heard my daugh­ter tell you how.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								She did, in­deed.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								How, how, I pray you? You amaze me: I would have thought her spir­it had been in­vin­cible against all as­saults of af­fec­tion.
						

						
								Le­onato
								I would have sworn it had, my lord; es­pe­cially against Be­ne­dick.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I should think this a gull, but that the white-bearded fel­low speaks it: knavery can­not, sure, hide it­self in such rev­er­ence.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								He hath ta’en the in­fec­tion: hold it up.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Hath she made her af­fec­tion known to Be­ne­dick?
						

						
								Le­onato
								No; and swears she nev­er will: that’s her tor­ment.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								’Tis true, in­deed; so your daugh­ter says: “Shall I,” says she, “that have so oft en­countered him with scorn, write to him that I love him?”
						

						
								Le­onato
								This says she now when she is be­gin­ning to write to him; for she’ll be up twenty times a night, and there will she sit in her smock till she have writ a sheet of pa­per: my daugh­ter tells us all.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Now you talk of a sheet of pa­per, I re­mem­ber a pretty jest your daugh­ter told us of.
						

						
								Le­onato
								O, when she had writ it, and was read­ing it over, she found Be­ne­dick and Be­atrice between the sheet?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								That.
						

						
								Le­onato
								O, she tore the let­ter in­to a thou­sand half­pence; railed at her­self, that she should be so im­mod­est to write to one that she knew would flout her; “I meas­ure him,” says she, “by my own spir­it; for I should flout him, if he writ to me; yea, though I love him, I should.”
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses; “O sweet Be­ne­dick! God give me pa­tience!”
						

						
								Le­onato
								She doth in­deed; my daugh­ter says so: and the ec­stasy hath so much over­borne her that my daugh­ter is some­times afeard she will do a des­per­ate out­rage to her­self: it is very true.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								It were good that Be­ne­dick knew of it by some oth­er, if she will not dis­cov­er it.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								To what end? He would make but a sport of it and tor­ment the poor lady worse.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								An he should, it were an alms to hang him. She’s an ex­cel­lent sweet lady; and, out of all sus­pi­cion, she is vir­tu­ous.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And she is ex­ceed­ing wise.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								In everything but in lov­ing Be­ne­dick.
						

						
								Le­onato
								O, my lord, wis­dom and blood com­bat­ing in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one that blood hath the vic­tory. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, be­ing her uncle and her guard­i­an.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I would she had be­stowed this dot­age on me: I would have daffed all oth­er re­spects and made her half my­self. I pray you, tell Be­ne­dick of it, and hear what a’ will say.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Were it good, think you?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Hero thinks surely she will die; for she says she will die, if he love her not, and she will die, ere she make her love known, and she will die, if he woo her, rather than she will bate one breath of her ac­cus­tomed cross­ness.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								She doth well: if she should make tender of her love, ’tis very pos­sible he’ll scorn it; for the man, as you know all, hath a con­tempt­ible spir­it.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								He is a very prop­er man.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								He hath in­deed a good out­ward hap­pi­ness.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Be­fore God! and, in my mind, very wise.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								He doth in­deed show some sparks that are like wit.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And I take him to be vali­ant.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								As Hec­tor, I as­sure you: and in the man­aging of quar­rels you may say he is wise; for either he avoids them with great dis­cre­tion, or un­der­takes them with a most Chris­ti­an-like fear.
						

						
								Le­onato
								If he do fear God, a’ must ne­ces­sar­ily keep peace: if he break the peace, he ought to enter in­to a quar­rel with fear and trem­bling.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								And so will he do; for the man doth fear God, how­so­ever it seems not in him by some large jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for your niece. Shall we go seek Be­ne­dick, and tell him of her love?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Nev­er tell him, my lord: let her wear it out with good coun­sel.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Nay, that’s im­possible: she may wear her heart out first.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Well, we will hear fur­ther of it by your daugh­ter: let it cool the while. I love Be­ne­dick well; and I could wish he would mod­estly ex­am­ine him­self, to see how much he is un­worthy so good a lady.
						

						
								Le­onato
								My lord, will you walk? din­ner is ready.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If he do not dote on her upon this, I will nev­er trust my ex­pect­a­tion.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Let there be the same net spread for her; and that must your daugh­ter and her gen­tle­wo­man carry. The sport will be, when they hold one an opin­ion of an­oth­er’s dot­age, and no such mat­ter: that’s the scene that I would see, which will be merely a dumb-show. Let us send her to call him in to din­ner. Ex­eunt Don Pedro, Clau­dio, and Le­onato.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Com­ing for­ward. This can be no trick: the con­fer­ence was sadly borne. They have the truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity the lady: it seems her af­fec­tions have their full bent. Love me! why, it must be re­quited. I hear how I am cen­sured: they say I will bear my­self proudly, if I per­ceive the love come from her; they say too that she will rather die than give any sign of af­fec­tion. I did nev­er think to marry: I must not seem proud: happy are they that hear their de­trac­tions and can put them to mend­ing. They say the lady is fair; ’tis a truth, I can bear them wit­ness; and vir­tu­ous; ’tis so, I can­not re­prove it; and wise, but for lov­ing me; by my troth, it is no ad­di­tion to her wit, nor no great ar­gu­ment of her folly, for I will be hor­ribly in love with her. I may chance have some odd quirks and rem­nants of wit broken on me, be­cause I have railed so long against mar­riage: but doth not the ap­pet­ite al­ter? a man loves the meat in his youth that he can­not en­dure in his age. Shall quips and sen­tences and these pa­per bul­lets of the brain awe a man from the ca­reer of his hu­mour? No, the world must be peopled. When I said I would die a bach­el­or, I did not think I should live till I were mar­ried. Here comes Be­atrice. By this day! she’s a fair lady: I do spy some marks of love in her.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Be­atrice.
							
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to din­ner.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Fair Be­atrice, I thank you for your pains.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I took no more pains for those thanks than you take pains to thank me: if it had been pain­ful, I would not have come.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								You take pleas­ure then in the mes­sage?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Yea, just so much as you may take upon a knife’s point and choke a daw with­al. You have no stom­ach, signior: fare you well. Exit.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Ha! “Against my will I am sent to bid you come in to din­ner;” there’s a double mean­ing in that. “I took no more pains for those thanks than you took pains to thank me;” that’s as much as to say, Any pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks. If I do not take pity of her, I am a vil­lain; if I do not love her, I am a Jew. I will go get her pic­ture. Exit.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Le­onato’s garden.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Hero, Mar­garet, and Ur­sula.
							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Good Mar­garet, run thee to the par­lour;
									

									There shalt thou find my cous­in Be­atrice
									

									Pro­pos­ing with the prince and Clau­dio:
									

									Whis­per her ear and tell her, I and Ur­sula
									

									Walk in the orch­ard and our whole dis­course
									

									Is all of her; say that thou over­heard’st us;
									

									And bid her steal in­to the pleached bower,
									

									Where hon­ey­suckles, ripen’d by the sun,
									

									For­bid the sun to enter, like fa­vour­ites,
									

									Made proud by princes, that ad­vance their pride
									

									Against that power that bred it: there will she hide her,
									

									To listen our pro­pose. This is thy of­fice;
									

									Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.
								

							
						

						
								Mar­garet
								I’ll make her come, I war­rant you, presently. Exit.
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Now, Ur­sula, when Be­atrice doth come,
									

									As we do trace this al­ley up and down,
									

									Our talk must only be of Be­ne­dick.
									

									When I do name him, let it be thy part
									

									To praise him more than ever man did mer­it:
									

									My talk to thee must be how Be­ne­dick
									

									Is sick in love with Be­atrice. Of this mat­ter
									

									Is little Cu­pid’s crafty ar­row made,
									

									That only wounds by hearsay.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Be­atrice, be­hind.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now be­gin;
									

									For look where Be­atrice, like a lap­wing, runs
									

									Close by the ground, to hear our con­fer­ence.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									The pleas­ant’st angling is to see the fish
									

									Cut with her golden oars the sil­ver stream,
									

									And greed­ily de­vour the treach­er­ous bait:
									

									So angle we for Be­atrice; who even now
									

									Is couched in the wood­bine cov­er­ture.
									

									Fear you not my part of the dia­logue.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Then go we near her, that her ear lose noth­ing
									

									Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. Ap­proach­ing the bower.
									

									No, truly, Ur­sula, she is too dis­dain­ful;
									

									I know her spir­its are as coy and wild
									

									As hag­gards of the rock.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									But are you sure
									

									That Be­ne­dick loves Be­atrice so en­tirely?
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								So says the prince and my new-trothed lord.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								And did they bid you tell her of it, madam?
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									They did en­treat me to ac­quaint her of it;
									

									But I per­suaded them, if they loved Be­ne­dick,
									

									To wish him wrestle with af­fec­tion,
									

									And nev­er to let Be­atrice know of it.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									Why did you so? Doth not the gen­tle­man
									

									De­serve as full as for­tu­nate a bed
									

									As ever Be­atrice shall couch upon?
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									O god of love! I know he doth de­serve
									

									As much as may be yiel­ded to a man:
									

									But Nature nev­er fram’d a wo­man’s heart
									

									Of prouder stuff than that of Be­atrice;
									

									Dis­dain and scorn ride spark­ling in her eyes,
									

									Mis­pris­ing what they look on, and her wit
									

									Val­ues it­self so highly that to her
									

									All mat­ter else seems weak: she can­not love,
									

									Nor take no shape nor pro­ject of af­fec­tion,
									

									She is so self-en­deared.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									Sure I think so;
									

									And there­fore cer­tainly it were not good
									

									She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Why, you speak truth. I nev­er yet saw man,
									

									How wise, how noble, young, how rarely fea­tured,
									

									But she would spell him back­ward: if fair-faced,
									

									She would swear the gen­tle­man should be her sis­ter;
									

									If black, why, Nature, draw­ing of an an­tique,
									

									Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed;
									

									If low, an agate very vilely cut;
									

									If speak­ing, why, a vane blown with all winds;
									

									If si­lent, why, a block moved with none.
									

									So turns she every man the wrong side out
									

									And nev­er gives to truth and vir­tue that
									

									Which sim­ple­ness and mer­it pur­chaseth.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								Sure, sure, such carp­ing is not com­mend­able.
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									No, not to be so odd and from all fash­ions
									

									As Be­atrice is, can­not be com­mend­able:
									

									But who dare tell her so? If I should speak,
									

									She would mock me in­to air; O, she would laugh me
									

									Out of my­self, press me to death with wit.
									

									There­fore let Be­ne­dick, like cov­er’d fire,
									

									Con­sume away in sighs, waste in­wardly:
									

									It were a bet­ter death than die with mocks,
									

									Which is as bad as die with tick­ling.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								Yet tell her of it: hear what she will say.
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									No; rather I will go to Be­ne­dick
									

									And coun­sel him to fight against his pas­sion.
									

									And, truly, I’ll de­vise some hon­est slanders
									

									To stain my cous­in with: one doth not know
									

									How much an ill word may em­pois­on lik­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									O, do not do your cous­in such a wrong.
									

									She can­not be so much without true judg­ment—
									

									Hav­ing so swift and ex­cel­lent a wit
									

									As she is prized to have—as to re­fuse
									

									So rare a gen­tle­man as Signior Be­ne­dick.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									He is the only man of Italy,
									

									Al­ways ex­cep­ted my dear Clau­dio.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									I pray you, be not angry with me, madam,
									

									Speak­ing my fancy: Signior Be­ne­dick,
									

									For shape, for bear­ing, ar­gu­ment and valour,
									

									Goes fore­most in re­port through Italy.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								In­deed, he hath an ex­cel­lent good name.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									His ex­cel­lence did earn it, ere he had it.
									

									When are you mar­ried, madam?
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Why, every day, to­mor­row. Come, go in:
									

									I’ll show thee some at­tires, and have thy coun­sel
									

									Which is the best to fur­nish me to­mor­row.
								

							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								
								
									She’s limed, I war­rant you: we have caught her, madam.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									If it prove so, then lov­ing goes by haps:
									

									Some Cu­pid kills with ar­rows, some with traps. Ex­eunt Hero and Ur­sula.
								

							
						

						
								Be­atrice
								
								
									Com­ing for­ward. What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true?
									

									Stand I con­demn’d for pride and scorn so much?
									

									Con­tempt, farewell! and maid­en pride, adieu!
									

									No glory lives be­hind the back of such.
									

									And, Be­ne­dick, love on; I will re­quite thee,
									

									Tam­ing my wild heart to thy lov­ing hand:
									

									If thou dost love, my kind­ness shall in­cite thee
									

									To bind our loves up in a holy band;
									

									For oth­ers say thou dost de­serve, and I
									

									Be­lieve it bet­ter than re­port­ingly. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Le­onato’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro, Clau­dio, Be­ne­dick, and Le­onato.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I do but stay till your mar­riage be con­sum­mate, and then go I to­ward Ar­ragon.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I’ll bring you thith­er, my lord, if you’ll vouch­safe me.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Nay, that would be as great a soil in the new gloss of your mar­riage as to show a child his new coat and for­bid him to wear it. I will only be bold with Be­ne­dick for his com­pany; for, from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth: he hath twice or thrice cut Cu­pid’s bow­string, and the little hang­man dare not shoot at him; he hath a heart as sound as a bell and his tongue is the clap­per, for what his heart thinks his tongue speaks.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Gal­lants, I am not as I have been.
						

						
								Le­onato
								So say I: me­thinks you are sad­der.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I hope he be in love.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Hang him, tru­ant! there’s no true drop of blood in him, to be truly touched with love: if he be sad, he wants money.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I have the toothache.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Draw it.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Hang it!
						

						
								Clau­dio
								You must hang it first, and draw it af­ter­wards.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								What! sigh for the toothache?
						

						
								Le­onato
								Where is but a hu­mour or a worm.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Well, every­one can mas­ter a grief but he that has it.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Yet say I, he is in love.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								There is no ap­pear­ance of fancy in him, un­less it be a fancy that he hath to strange dis­guises; as, to be a Dutch­man today, a French­man to­mor­row, or in the shape of two coun­tries at once, as a Ger­man from the waist down­ward, all slops, and a Span­iard from the hip up­ward, no doublet. Un­less he have a fancy to this fool­ery, as it ap­pears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it ap­pear he is.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If he be not in love with some wo­man, there is no be­liev­ing old signs: a’ brushes his hat o’ morn­ings; what should that bode?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Hath any man seen him at the barber’s?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								No, but the barber’s man hath been seen with him, and the old or­na­ment of his cheek hath already stuffed ten­nis balls.
						

						
								Le­onato
								In­deed, he looks young­er than he did, by the loss of a beard.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Nay, a’ rubs him­self with civ­et: can you smell him out by that?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								That’s as much as to say, the sweet youth’s in love.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								The greatest note of it is his mel­an­choly.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								And when was he wont to wash his face?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Yea, or to paint him­self? for the which, I hear what they say of him.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Nay, but his jest­ing spir­it; which is now crept in­to a lute-string and now gov­erned by stops.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								In­deed, that tells a heavy tale for him: con­clude, con­clude he is in love.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Nay, but I know who loves him.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								That would I know too: I war­rant, one that knows him not.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Yes, and his ill con­di­tions; and, in des­pite of all, dies for him.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								She shall be bur­ied with her face up­wards.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Yet is this no charm for the toothache. Old signior, walk aside with me: I have stud­ied eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which these hobby-horses must not hear. Ex­eunt Be­ne­dick and Le­onato.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								For my life, to break with him about Be­atrice.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								’Tis even so. Hero and Mar­garet have by this played their parts with Be­atrice; and then the two bears will not bite one an­oth­er when they meet.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Don John.
							
						

						
								Don John
								My lord and broth­er, God save you!
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Good den, broth­er.
						

						
								Don John
								If your leis­ure served, I would speak with you.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								In private?
						

						
								Don John
								If it please you: yet Count Clau­dio may hear; for what I would speak of con­cerns him.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								What’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Don John
								To Clau­dio. Means your lord­ship to be mar­ried to­mor­row?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								You know he does.
						

						
								Don John
								I know not that, when he knows what I know.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If there be any im­ped­i­ment, I pray you dis­cov­er it.
						

						
								Don John
								You may think I love you not: let that ap­pear here­after, and aim bet­ter at me by that I now will mani­fest. For my broth­er, I think he holds you well, and in dear­ness of heart hath holp to ef­fect your en­su­ing mar­riage;—surely suit ill spent and la­bour ill be­stowed.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Why, what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Don John
								I came hith­er to tell you; and, cir­cum­stances shortened, for she has been too long a talk­ing of, the lady is dis­loy­al.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Who, Hero?
						

						
								Don John
								Even she; Le­onato’s Hero, your Hero, every man’s Hero.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Dis­loy­al?
						

						
								Don John
								The word’s too good to paint out her wicked­ness; I could say she were worse: think you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Won­der not till fur­ther war­rant: go but with me to­night, you shall see her cham­ber-win­dow entered, even the night be­fore her wed­ding-day: if you love her then, to­mor­row wed her; but it would bet­ter fit your hon­our to change your mind.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								May this be so?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I will not think it.
						

						
								Don John
								If you dare not trust that you see, con­fess not that you know: if you will fol­low me, I will show you enough; and when you have seen more and heard more, pro­ceed ac­cord­ingly.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If I see any­thing to­night why I should not marry her to­mor­row, in the con­greg­a­tion, where I should wed, there will I shame her.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								And, as I wooed for thee to ob­tain her, I will join with thee to dis­grace her.
						

						
								Don John
								I will dis­par­age her no farther till you are my wit­nesses: bear it coldly but till mid­night, and let the is­sue show it­self.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								O day un­to­wardly turned!
						

						
								Clau­dio
								O mis­chief strangely thwart­ing!
						

						
								Don John
								O plague right well pre­ven­ted! so will you say when you have seen the se­quel. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Dog­berry and Verges with the Watch.
							
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Are you good men and true?
						

						
								Verges
								Yea, or else it were pity but they should suf­fer sal­va­tion, body and soul.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Nay, that were a pun­ish­ment too good for them, if they should have any al­le­gi­ance in them, be­ing chosen for the prince’s watch.
						

						
								Verges
								Well, give them their charge, neigh­bour Dog­berry.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								First, who think you the most de­sart­less man to be con­stable?
						

						
								First Watch
								Hugh Ote­cake, sir, or George Seacole; for they can write and read.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Come hith­er, neigh­bour Seacole. God hath blessed you with a good name: to be a well-fa­voured man is the gift of for­tune; but to write and read comes by nature.
						

						
								Second Watch
								Both which, mas­ter con­stable—
						

						
								Dog­berry
								You have: I knew it would be your an­swer. Well, for your fa­vour, sir, why, give God thanks, and make no boast of it; and for your writ­ing and read­ing, let that ap­pear when there is no need of such van­ity. You are thought here to be the most sense­less and fit man for the con­stable of the watch; there­fore bear you the lan­tern. This is your charge: you shall com­pre­hend all vag­rom men; you are to bid any man stand, in the prince’s name.
						

						
								Second Watch
								How, if a’ will not stand?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go; and presently call the rest of the watch to­geth­er and thank God you are rid of a knave.
						

						
								Verges
								If he will not stand when he is bid­den, he is none of the prince’s sub­jects.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								True, and they are to meddle with none but the prince’s sub­jects. You shall also make no noise in the streets; for for the watch to babble and to talk is most tol­er­able and not to be en­dured.
						

						
								Watch
								We will rather sleep than talk: we know what be­longs to a watch.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Why, you speak like an an­cient and most quiet watch­man; for I can­not see how sleep­ing should of­fend: only have a care that your bills be not stolen. Well, you are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed.
						

						
								Watch
								How if they will not?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Why, then, let them alone till they are sober: if they make you not then the bet­ter an­swer, you may say they are not the men you took them for.
						

						
								Watch
								Well, sir.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								If you meet a thief, you may sus­pect him, by vir­tue of your of­fice, to be no true man; and, for such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them, why, the more is for your hon­esty.
						

						
								Watch
								If we know him to be a thief, shall we not lay hands on him?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Truly, by your of­fice, you may; but I think they that touch pitch will be de­filed: the most peace­able way for you, if you do take a thief, is to let him show him­self what he is and steal out of your com­pany.
						

						
								Verges
								You have been al­ways called a mer­ci­ful man, part­ner.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, much more a man who hath any hon­esty in him.
						

						
								Verges
								If you hear a child cry in the night, you must call to the nurse and bid her still it.
						

						
								Watch
								How if the nurse be asleep and will not hear us?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Why, then, de­part in peace, and let the child wake her with cry­ing; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb when it baes will nev­er an­swer a calf when he bleats.
						

						
								Verges
								’Tis very true.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								This is the end of the charge:—you, con­stable, are to present the prince’s own per­son: if you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him.
						

						
								Verges
								Nay, by’r lady, that I think a’ can­not.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Five shil­lings to one on’t, with any man that knows the stat­utes, he may stay him: marry, not without the prince be will­ing; for, in­deed, the watch ought to of­fend no man; and it is an of­fence to stay a man against his will.
						

						
								Verges
								By’r lady, I think it be so.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Ha, ah, ha! Well, mas­ters, good night: an there be any mat­ter of weight chances, call up me: keep your fel­lows’ coun­sels and your own; and good night. Come, neigh­bour.
						

						
								Watch
								Well, mas­ters, we hear our charge: let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								One word more, hon­est neigh­bours. I pray you, watch about Signior Le­onato’s door; for the wed­ding be­ing there to­mor­row, there is a great coil to­night. Adieu: be vi­git­ant, I be­seech you. Ex­eunt Dog­berry and Verges.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bor­a­chio and Con­rade.
							
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								What, Con­rade!
						

						
								Watch
								Aside. Peace! stir not.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Con­rade, I say!
						

						
								Con­rade
								Here, man; I am at thy el­bow.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Mass, and my el­bow itched; I thought there would a scab fol­low.
						

						
								Con­rade
								I will owe thee an an­swer for that: and now for­ward with thy tale.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Stand thee close, then, un­der this pent­house, for it drizzles rain; and I will, like a true drunk­ard, ut­ter all to thee.
						

						
								Watch
								Aside. Some treas­on, mas­ters: yet stand close.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								There­fore know I have earned of Don John a thou­sand ducats.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Is it pos­sible that any vil­lainy should be so dear?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Thou shouldst rather ask if it were pos­sible any vil­lainy should be so rich; for when rich vil­lains have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what price they will.
						

						
								Con­rade
								I won­der at it.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								That shows thou art un­con­firmed. Thou know­est that the fash­ion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is noth­ing to a man.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Yes, it is ap­par­el.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								I mean, the fash­ion.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Yes, the fash­ion is the fash­ion.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Tush! I may as well say the fool’s the fool. But seest thou not what a de­formed thief this fash­ion is?
						

						
								Watch
								Aside. I know that De­formed; a’ has been a vile thief this sev­en years; a’ goes up and down like a gen­tle­man: I re­mem­ber his name.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Didst thou not hear some­body?
						

						
								Con­rade
								No; ’twas the vane on the house.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Seest thou not, I say, what a de­formed thief this fash­ion is? how gid­dily a’ turns about all the hot bloods between four­teen and five-and-thirty? some­time fash­ion­ing them like Pharaoh’s sol­diers in the reechy paint­ing, some­time like god Bel’s priests in the old church-win­dow, some­time like the shaven Her­cules in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry, where his cod­piece seems as massy as his club?
						

						
								Con­rade
								All this I see; and I see that the fash­ion wears out more ap­par­el than the man. But art not thou thy­self giddy with the fash­ion too, that thou hast shif­ted out of thy tale in­to telling me of the fash­ion?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Not so, neither: but know that I have to­night wooed Mar­garet, the Lady Hero’s gen­tle­wo­man, by the name of Hero: she leans me out at her mis­tress’s cham­ber-win­dow, bids me a thou­sand times good night—I tell this tale vilely:—I should first tell thee how the prince, Clau­dio and my mas­ter, planted and placed and pos­sessed by my mas­ter Don John, saw afar off in the orch­ard this ami­able en­counter.
						

						
								Con­rade
								And thought they Mar­garet was Hero?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Two of them did, the prince and Clau­dio; but the dev­il my mas­ter knew she was Mar­garet; and partly by his oaths, which first pos­sessed them, partly by the dark night, which did de­ceive them, but chiefly by my vil­lainy, which did con­firm any slander that Don John had made, away went Clau­dio en­raged; swore he would meet her, as he was ap­poin­ted, next morn­ing at the temple, and there, be­fore the whole con­greg­a­tion, shame her with what he saw o’er night and send her home again without a hus­band.
						

						
								First Watch
								We charge you, in the prince’s name, stand!
						

						
								Second Watch
								Call up the right mas­ter con­stable. We have here re­covered the most dan­ger­ous piece of lech­ery that ever was known in the com­mon­wealth.
						

						
								First Watch
								And one De­formed is one of them: I know him; a’ wears a lock.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Mas­ters, mas­ters—
						

						
								Second Watch
								You’ll be made bring De­formed forth, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Con­rade
								Mas­ters—
						

						
								First Watch
								Nev­er speak: we charge you let us obey you to go with us.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								We are like to prove a goodly com­mod­ity, be­ing taken up of these men’s bills.
						

						
								Con­rade
								A com­mod­ity in ques­tion, I war­rant you. Come, we’ll obey you. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Hero’s apart­ment.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Hero, Mar­garet, and Ur­sula.
							
						

						
								Hero
								Good Ur­sula, wake my cous­in Be­atrice, and de­sire her to rise.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								I will, lady.
						

						
								Hero
								And bid her come hith­er.
						

						
								Ur­sula
								Well. Exit.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Troth, I think your oth­er re­bato were bet­ter.
						

						
								Hero
								No, pray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear this.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								By my troth, ’s not so good; and I war­rant your cous­in will say so.
						

						
								Hero
								My cous­in ’s a fool, and thou art an­oth­er: I’ll wear none but this.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								I like the new tire with­in ex­cel­lently, if the hair were a thought brown­er; and your gown’s a most rare fash­ion, i’ faith. I saw the Duch­ess of Mil­an’s gown that they praise so.
						

						
								Hero
								O, that ex­ceeds, they say.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								By my troth, ’s but a night­gown in re­spect of yours: cloth o’ gold, and cuts, and laced with sil­ver, set with pearls, down sleeves, side sleeves, and skirts, round un­der­borne with a blu­ish tin­sel: but for a fine, quaint, grace­ful and ex­cel­lent fash­ion, yours is worth ten on’t.
						

						
								Hero
								God give me joy to wear it! for my heart is ex­ceed­ing heavy.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								’Twill be heav­ier soon by the weight of a man.
						

						
								Hero
								Fie upon thee! art not ashamed?
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Of what, lady? of speak­ing hon­our­ably? Is not mar­riage hon­our­able in a beg­gar? Is not your lord hon­our­able without mar­riage? I think you would have me say, “sav­ing your rev­er­ence, a hus­band:” an bad think­ing do not wrest true speak­ing, I’ll of­fend nobody: is there any harm in “the heav­ier for a hus­band?” None, I think, an it be the right hus­band and the right wife; oth­er­wise ’tis light, and not heavy: ask my Lady Be­atrice else; here she comes.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Be­atrice.
							
						

						
								Hero
								Good mor­row, coz.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Good mor­row, sweet Hero.
						

						
								Hero
								Why, how now? do you speak in the sick tune?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I am out of all oth­er tune, me­thinks.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Clap’s in­to “Light o’ love;” that goes without a bur­den: do you sing it, and I’ll dance it.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Ye light o’ love with your heels! then, if your hus­band have stables enough, you’ll see he shall lack no barns.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								O il­le­git­im­ate con­struc­tion! I scorn that with my heels.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								’Tis al­most five o’clock, cous­in; ’tis time you were ready. By my troth, I am ex­ceed­ing ill: heigh-ho!
						

						
								Mar­garet
								For a hawk, a horse, or a hus­band?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								For the let­ter that be­gins them all, H.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Well, an you be not turned Turk, there’s no more sail­ing by the star.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								What means the fool, trow?
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Noth­ing I; but God send every­one their heart’s de­sire!
						

						
								Hero
								These gloves the Count sent me; they are an ex­cel­lent per­fume.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I am stuffed, cous­in; I can­not smell.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								A maid, and stuffed! there’s goodly catch­ing of cold.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								O, God help me! God help me! how long have you pro­fessed ap­pre­hen­sion?
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit be­come me rarely?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								It is not seen enough, you should wear it in your cap. By my troth, I am sick.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Get you some of this dis­tilled Car­du­us Be­ne­dic­tus, and lay it to your heart: it is the only thing for a qualm.
						

						
								Hero
								There thou prick­est her with a thistle.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Be­ne­dic­tus! why Be­ne­dic­tus? you have some mor­al in this Be­ne­dic­tus.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Mor­al! no, by my troth, I have no mor­al mean­ing; I meant, plain holy thistle. You may think per­chance that I think you are in love: nay, by’r Lady, I am not such a fool to think what I list, nor I list not to think what I can, nor in­deed I can­not think, if I would think my heart out of think­ing, that you are in love or that you will be in love or that you can be in love. Yet Be­ne­dick was such an­oth­er, and now is he be­come a man: he swore he would nev­er marry, and yet now, in des­pite of his heart, he eats his meat without grudging: and how you may be con­ver­ted I know not, but me­thinks you look with your eyes as oth­er wo­men do.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								What pace is this that thy tongue keeps?
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Not a false gal­lop.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ur­sula.
							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								Madam, with­draw: the prince, the count, Signior Be­ne­dick, Don John, and all the gal­lants of the town, are come to fetch you to church.
						

						
								Hero
								Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good Ur­sula. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				An­oth­er room in Le­onato’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Le­onato, with Dog­berry and Verges.
							
						

						
								Le­onato
								What would you with me, hon­est neigh­bour?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Marry, sir, I would have some con­fid­ence with you that de­cerns you nearly.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Brief, I pray you; for you see it is a busy time with me.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Marry, this it is, sir.
						

						
								Verges
								Yes, in truth it is, sir.
						

						
								Le­onato
								What is it, my good friends?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Good­man Verges, sir, speaks a little off the mat­ter: an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt as, God help, I would de­sire they were; but, in faith, hon­est as the skin between his brows.
						

						
								Verges
								Yes, I thank God I am as hon­est as any man liv­ing that is an old man and no hon­ester than I.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Com­par­is­ons are odor­ous: pa­lab­ras, neigh­bour Verges.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Neigh­bours, you are te­di­ous.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								It pleases your wor­ship to say so, but we are the poor duke’s of­ficers; but truly, for mine own part, if I were as te­di­ous as a king, I could find in my heart to be­stow it all of your wor­ship.
						

						
								Le­onato
								All thy te­di­ous­ness on me, ah?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Yea, an ’twere a thou­sand pound more than ’tis; for I hear as good ex­clam­a­tion on your wor­ship as of any man in the city; and though I be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it.
						

						
								Verges
								And so am I.
						

						
								Le­onato
								I would fain know what you have to say.
						

						
								Verges
								Marry, sir, our watch to­night, ex­cept­ing your wor­ship’s pres­ence, ha’ ta’en a couple of as ar­rant knaves as any in Mess­ina.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								A good old man, sir; he will be talk­ing: as they say, when the age is in, the wit is out: God help us! it is a world to see. Well said, i’ faith, neigh­bour Verges: well, God’s a good man; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride be­hind. An hon­est soul, i’ faith, sir; by my troth he is, as ever broke bread; but God is to be wor­shipped; all men are not alike; alas, good neigh­bour!
						

						
								Le­onato
								In­deed, neigh­bour, he comes too short of you.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Gifts that God gives.
						

						
								Le­onato
								I must leave you.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								One word, sir: our watch, sir, have in­deed com­pre­hen­ded two as­pi­cious per­sons, and we would have them this morn­ing ex­amined be­fore your wor­ship.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Take their ex­am­in­a­tion your­self and bring it me: I am now in great haste, as may ap­pear un­to you.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								It shall be suf­figance.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Drink some wine ere you go: fare you well.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								My lord, they stay for you to give your daugh­ter to her hus­band.
						

						
								Le­onato
								I’ll wait upon them: I am ready. Ex­eunt Le­onato and Mes­sen­ger.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Go, good part­ner, go, get you to Fran­cis Seacole; bid him bring his pen and ink­horn to the gaol: we are now to ex­am­in­a­tion these men.
						

						
								Verges
								And we must do it wisely.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								We will spare for no wit, I war­rant you; here’s that shall drive some of them to a non­come: only get the learned writer to set down our ex­com­mu­nic­a­tion and meet me at the gaol. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A church.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Le­onato, Fri­ar Fran­cis, Clau­dio, Be­ne­dick, Hero, Be­atrice, and at­tend­ants.
							
						

						
								Le­onato
								Come, Fri­ar Fran­cis, be brief; only to the plain form of mar­riage, and you shall re­count their par­tic­u­lar du­ties af­ter­wards.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								You come hith­er, my lord, to marry this lady?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								No.
						

						
								Le­onato
								To be mar­ried to her: fri­ar, you come to marry her.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								Lady, you come hith­er to be mar­ried to this count?
						

						
								Hero
								I do.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								If either of you know any in­ward im­ped­i­ment why you should not be con­joined, I charge you, on your souls, to ut­ter it.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Know you any, Hero?
						

						
								Hero
								None, my lord.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								Know you any, count?
						

						
								Le­onato
								I dare make his an­swer, none.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								O, what men dare do! what men may do! what men daily do, not know­ing what they do!
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								How now! in­ter­jec­tions? Why, then, some be of laugh­ing, as, ah, ha, he!
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Stand thee by, Fri­ar. Fath­er, by your leave:
									

									Will you with free and un­con­strained soul
									

									Give me this maid, your daugh­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								As freely, son, as God did give her me.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									And what have I to give you back, whose worth
									

									May coun­ter­poise this rich and pre­cious gift?
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Noth­ing, un­less you render her again.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank­ful­ness.
									

									There, Le­onato, take her back again:
									

									Give not this rot­ten or­ange to your friend;
									

									She’s but the sign and semb­lance of her hon­our.
									

									Be­hold how like a maid she blushes here!
									

									O, what au­thor­ity and show of truth
									

									Can cun­ning sin cov­er it­self with­al!
									

									Comes not that blood as mod­est evid­ence
									

									To wit­ness simple vir­tue? Would you not swear,
									

									All you that see her, that she were a maid,
									

									By these ex­ter­i­or shows? But she is none:
									

									She knows the heat of a lux­uri­ous bed;
									

									Her blush is guilt­i­ness, not mod­esty.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								What do you mean, my lord?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Not to be mar­ried,
									

									Not to knit my soul to an ap­proved wan­ton.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof,
									

									Have van­quish’d the res­ist­ance of her youth,
									

									And made de­feat of her vir­gin­ity—
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									I know what you would say: if I have known her,
									

									You will say she did em­brace me as a hus­band,
									

									And so ex­ten­u­ate the ’fore­hand sin:
									

									No, Le­onato,
									

									I nev­er temp­ted her with word too large;
									

									But, as a broth­er to his sis­ter, show’d
									

									Bash­ful sin­cer­ity and comely love.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								And seem’d I ever oth­er­wise to you?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Out on thee! Seem­ing! I will write against it:
									

									You seem to me as Di­an in her orb,
									

									As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown;
									

									But you are more in­tem­per­ate in your blood
									

									Than Venus, or those pamper’d an­im­als
									

									That rage in sav­age sen­su­al­ity.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide?
						

						
								Le­onato
								Sweet prince, why speak not you?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									What should I speak?
									

									I stand dis­hon­our’d, that have gone about
									

									To link my dear friend to a com­mon stale.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								Are these things spoken, or do I but dream?
						

						
								Don John
								Sir, they are spoken, and these things are true.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								This looks not like a nup­tial.
						

						
								Hero
								True! O God!
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Le­onato, stand I here?
									

									Is this the prince? is this the prince’s broth­er?
									

									Is this face Hero’s? are our eyes our own?
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								All this is so: but what of this, my lord?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Let me but move one ques­tion to your daugh­ter;
									

									And, by that fath­erly and kindly power
									

									That you have in her, bid her an­swer truly.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								I charge thee do so, as thou art my child.
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									O, God de­fend me! how am I be­set!
									

									What kind of cat­ech­iz­ing call you this?
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								To make you an­swer truly to your name.
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name
									

									With any just re­proach?
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Marry, that can Hero;
									

									Hero it­self can blot out Hero’s vir­tue.
									

									What man was he talk’d with you yes­ternight
									

									Out at your win­dow betwixt twelve and one?
									

									Now, if you are a maid, an­swer to this.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								I talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Why, then are you no maid­en. Le­onato,
									

									I am sorry you must hear: upon my hon­our,
									

									My­self, my broth­er and this grieved count
									

									Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night
									

									Talk with a ruf­fi­an at her cham­ber-win­dow;
									

									Who hath in­deed, most like a lib­er­al vil­lain,
									

									Con­fess’d the vile en­coun­ters they have had
									

									A thou­sand times in secret.
								

							
						

						
								Don John
								
								
									Fie, fie! they are not to be named, my lord,
									

									Not to be spoke of:
									

									There is not chastity enough in lan­guage
									

									Without of­fence to ut­ter them. Thus, pretty lady,
									

									I am sorry for thy much mis­gov­ern­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									O Hero, what a Hero hadst thou been,
									

									If half thy out­ward graces had been placed
									

									About thy thoughts and coun­sels of thy heart!
									

									But fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell,
									

									Thou pure im­pi­ety and im­pi­ous pur­ity!
									

									For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love,
									

									And on my eye­lids shall con­jec­ture hang,
									

									To turn all beauty in­to thoughts of harm,
									

									And nev­er shall it more be gra­cious.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								Hath no man’s dag­ger here a point for me? Hero swoons.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Why, how now, cous­in! where­fore sink you down?
						

						
								Don John
								
								
									Come, let us go. These things, come thus to light,
									

									Smoth­er her spir­its up. Ex­eunt Don Pedro, Don John, and Clau­dio.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								How doth the lady?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Dead, I think. Help, uncle! Hero! why, Hero! Uncle!—Signior Be­ne­dick! Fri­ar!
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									O Fate! take not away thy heavy hand.
									

									Death is the fairest cov­er for her shame
									

									That may be wish’d for.
								

							
						

						
								Be­atrice
								How now, cous­in Hero!
						

						
								Fri­ar
								Have com­fort, lady.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Dost thou look up?
						

						
								Fri­ar
								Yea, where­fore should she not?
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Where­fore! Why, doth not every earthly thing
									

									Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny
									

									The story that is prin­ted in her blood?
									

									Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes:
									

									For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,
									

									Thought I thy spir­its were stronger than thy shames,
									

									My­self would, on the rear­ward of re­proaches,
									

									Strike at thy life. Grieved I, I had but one?
									

									Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame?
									

									O, one too much by thee! Why had I one?
									

									Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes?
									

									Why had I not with char­it­able hand
									

									Took up a beg­gar’s is­sue at my gates,
									

									Who smirched thus and mired with in­famy,
									

									I might have said, “No part of it is mine;
									

									This shame de­rives it­self from un­known loins?”
									

									But mine and mine I loved and mine I praised
									

									And mine that I was proud on, mine so much
									

									That I my­self was to my­self not mine,
									

									Valu­ing of her—why, she, O, she is fallen
									

									In­to a pit of ink, that the wide sea
									

									Hath drops too few to wash her clean again
									

									And salt too little which may sea­son give
									

									To her foul-tain­ted flesh!
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									Sir, sir, be pa­tient.
									

									For my part, I am so at­tired in won­der,
									

									I know not what to say.
								

							
						

						
								Be­atrice
								O, on my soul, my cous­in is be­lied!
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Lady, were you her bed­fel­low last night?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								
								
									No, truly not; al­though, un­til last night,
									

									I have this twelve­month been her bed­fel­low.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Con­firm’d, con­firm’d! O, that is stronger made
									

									Which was be­fore barr’d up with ribs of iron!
									

									Would the two princes lie, and Clau­dio lie,
									

									Who loved her so, that, speak­ing of her foul­ness,
									

									Wash’d it with tears? Hence from her! let her die.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar
								
								
									Hear me a little; for I have only been
									

									Si­lent so long and giv­en way un­to
									

									This course of for­tune
									

									By not­ing of the lady I have mark’d
									

									A thou­sand blush­ing ap­par­i­tions
									

									To start in­to her face, a thou­sand in­no­cent shames
									

									In an­gel white­ness bear away those blushes;
									

									And in her eye there hath ap­pear’d a fire,
									

									To burn the er­rors that these princes hold
									

									Against her maid­en truth. Call me a fool;
									

									Trust not my read­ing nor my ob­ser­va­tions,
									

									Which with ex­per­i­ment­al seal doth war­rant
									

									The ten­our of my book; trust not my age,
									

									My rev­er­ence, call­ing, nor di­vin­ity,
									

									If this sweet lady lie not guilt­less here
									

									Un­der some bit­ing er­ror.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Fri­ar, it can­not be.
									

									Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left
									

									Is that she will not add to her dam­na­tion
									

									A sin of per­jury; she not denies it:
									

									Why seek’st thou then to cov­er with ex­cuse
									

									That which ap­pears in prop­er na­ked­ness?
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar
								Lady, what man is he you are ac­cused of?
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									They know that do ac­cuse me; I know none:
									

									If I know more of any man alive
									

									Than that which maid­en mod­esty doth war­rant,
									

									Let all my sins lack mercy! O my fath­er,
									

									Prove you that any man with me con­versed
									

									At hours un­meet, or that I yes­ternight
									

									Main­tain’d the change of words with any creature,
									

									Re­fuse me, hate me, tor­ture me to death!
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar
								There is some strange mis­pri­sion in the princes.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									Two of them have the very bent of hon­our;
									

									And if their wis­doms be misled in this,
									

									The prac­tice of it lives in John the bas­tard,
									

									Whose spir­its toil in frame of vil­lain­ies.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									I know not. If they speak but truth of her,
									

									These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her hon­our,
									

									The proudest of them shall well hear of it.
									

									Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine,
									

									Nor age so eat up my in­ven­tion,
									

									Nor for­tune made such hav­oc of my means,
									

									Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends,
									

									But they shall find, awaked in such a kind,
									

									Both strength of limb and policy of mind,
									

									Abil­ity in means and choice of friends,
									

									To quit me of them throughly.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar
								
								
									Pause awhile,
									

									And let my coun­sel sway you in this case.
									

									Your daugh­ter here the princes left for dead:
									

									Let her awhile be secretly kept in,
									

									And pub­lish it that she is dead in­deed;
									

									Main­tain a mourn­ing os­ten­ta­tion
									

									And on your fam­ily’s old monu­ment
									

									Hang mourn­ful epi­taphs and do all rites
									

									That ap­per­tain un­to a buri­al.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								What shall be­come of this? what will this do?
						

						
								Fri­ar
								
								
									Marry, this well car­ried shall on her be­half
									

									Change slander to re­morse; that is some good:
									

									But not for that dream I on this strange course,
									

									But on this trav­ail look for great­er birth.
									

									She dy­ing, as it must be so main­tain’d,
									

									Upon the in­stant that she was ac­cused,
									

									Shall be lamen­ted, pit­ied and ex­cused
									

									Of every hear­er: for it so falls out
									

									That what we have we prize not to the worth
									

									Whiles we en­joy it, but be­ing lack’d and lost,
									

									Why, then we rack the value, then we find
									

									The vir­tue that pos­ses­sion would not show us
									

									Whiles it was ours. So will it fare with Clau­dio:
									

									When he shall hear she died upon his words,
									

									The idea of her life shall sweetly creep
									

									In­to his study of ima­gin­a­tion,
									

									And every lovely or­gan of her life
									

									Shall come ap­par­ell’d in more pre­cious habit,
									

									More mov­ing-del­ic­ate and full of life
									

									In­to the eye and pro­spect of his soul,
									

									Than when she lived in­deed; then shall he mourn,
									

									If ever love had in­terest in his liv­er,
									

									And wish he had not so ac­cused her,
									

									No, though he thought his ac­cus­a­tion true.
									

									Let this be so, and doubt not but suc­cess
									

									Will fash­ion the event in bet­ter shape
									

									Than I can lay it down in like­li­hood.
									

									But if all aim but this be lev­ell’d false,
									

									The sup­pos­i­tion of the lady’s death
									

									Will quench the won­der of her in­famy:
									

									And if it sort not well, you may con­ceal her,
									

									As best be­fits her wounded repu­ta­tion,
									

									In some re­clus­ive and re­li­gious life,
									

									Out of all eyes, tongues, minds and in­jur­ies.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									Signior Le­onato, let the fri­ar ad­vise you:
									

									And though you know my in­ward­ness and love
									

									Is very much un­to the prince and Clau­dio,
									

									Yet, by mine hon­our, I will deal in this
									

									As secretly and justly as your soul
									

									Should with your body.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Be­ing that I flow in grief,
									

									The smal­lest twine may lead me.
								

							
						

						
								Fri­ar
								
								
									’Tis well con­sen­ted: presently away;
									

									For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure.
									

									Come, lady, die to live: this wed­ding-day
									

									Per­haps is but pro­long’d: have pa­tience and en­dure. Ex­eunt all but Be­ne­dick and Be­atrice.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Lady Be­atrice, have you wept all this while?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Yea, and I will weep a while longer.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I will not de­sire that.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								You have no reas­on; I do it freely.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Surely I do be­lieve your fair cous­in is wronged.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Ah, how much might the man de­serve of me that would right her!
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Is there any­way to show such friend­ship?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								A very even way, but no such friend.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								May a man do it?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								It is a man’s of­fice, but not yours.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I do love noth­ing in the world so well as you: is not that strange?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								As strange as the thing I know not. It were as pos­sible for me to say I loved noth­ing so well as you: but be­lieve me not; and yet I lie not; I con­fess noth­ing, nor I deny noth­ing. I am sorry for my cous­in.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								By my sword, Be­atrice, thou lovest me.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Do not swear, and eat it.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I will swear by it that you love me; and I will make him eat it that says I love not you.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Will you not eat your word?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								With no sauce that can be de­vised to it. I protest I love thee.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Why, then, God for­give me!
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								What of­fence, sweet Be­atrice?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								You have stayed me in a happy hour: I was about to protest I loved you.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								And do it with all thy heart.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I love you with so much of my heart that none is left to protest.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Come, bid me do any­thing for thee.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Kill Clau­dio.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Ha! not for the wide world.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								You kill me to deny it. Farewell.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Tarry, sweet Be­atrice.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I am gone, though I am here: there is no love in you: nay, I pray you, let me go.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Be­atrice—
						

						
								Be­atrice
								In faith, I will go.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								We’ll be friends first.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								You dare easi­er be friends with me than fight with mine en­emy.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Is Clau­dio thine en­emy?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Is he not ap­proved in the height a vil­lain, that hath slandered, scorned, dis­hon­oured my kins­wo­man? O that I were a man! What, bear her in hand un­til they come to take hands; and then, with pub­lic ac­cus­a­tion, un­covered slander, un­mit­ig­ated ran­cour—O God, that I were a man! I would eat his heart in the mar­ket­place.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Hear me, Be­atrice—
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Talk with a man out at a win­dow! A prop­er say­ing!
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Nay, but, Be­atrice—
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Sweet Hero! She is wronged, she is slandered, she is un­done.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Beat—
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Princes and counties! Surely, a princely testi­mony, a goodly count, Count Com­fect; a sweet gal­lant, surely! O that I were a man for his sake! or that I had any friend would be a man for my sake! But man­hood is melted in­to cur­tes­ies, valour in­to com­pli­ment, and men are only turned in­to tongue, and trim ones too: he is now as vali­ant as Her­cules that only tells a lie and swears it. I can­not be a man with wish­ing, there­fore I will die a wo­man with griev­ing.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Tarry, good Be­atrice. By this hand, I love thee.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Use it for my love some oth­er way than swear­ing by it.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Think you in your soul the Count Clau­dio hath wronged Hero?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Yea, as sure is I have a thought or a soul.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Enough, I am en­gaged; I will chal­lenge him. I will kiss your hand, and so I leave you. By this hand, Clau­dio shall render me a dear ac­count. As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, com­fort your cous­in: I must say she is dead: and so, farewell. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A pris­on.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Dog­berry, Verges, and Sex­ton, in gowns; and the Watch, with Con­rade and Bor­a­chio.
							
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Is our whole dis­sembly ap­peared?
						

						
								Verges
								O, a stool and a cush­ion for the sex­ton.
						

						
								Sex­ton
								Which be the mal­efact­ors?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Marry, that am I and my part­ner.
						

						
								Verges
								Nay, that’s cer­tain; we have the ex­hib­i­tion to ex­am­ine.
						

						
								Sex­ton
								But which are the of­fend­ers that are to be ex­amined? let them come be­fore mas­ter con­stable.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Yea, marry, let them come be­fore me. What is your name, friend?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Bor­a­chio.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Pray, write down, Bor­a­chio. Yours, sir­rah?
						

						
								Con­rade
								I am a gen­tle­man, sir, and my name is Con­rade.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Write down, mas­ter gen­tle­man Con­rade. Mas­ters, do you serve God?
						

						
								Con­rade, Bor­a­chio
								Yea, sir, we hope.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Write down, that they hope they serve God: and write God first; for God de­fend but God should go be­fore such vil­lains! Mas­ters, it is proved already that you are little bet­ter than false knaves; and it will go near to be thought so shortly. How an­swer you for yourselves?
						

						
								Con­rade
								Marry, sir, we say we are none.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								A mar­vel­lous witty fel­low, I as­sure you; but I will go about with him. Come you hith­er, sir­rah; a word in your ear: sir, I say to you, it is thought you are false knaves.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Sir, I say to you we are none.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Well, stand aside. ’Fore God, they are both in a tale. Have you writ down, that they are none?
						

						
								Sex­ton
								Mas­ter con­stable, you go not the way to ex­am­ine: you must call forth the watch that are their ac­cusers.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Yea, marry, that’s the eft­est way. Let the watch come forth. Mas­ters, I charge you, in the prince’s name, ac­cuse these men.
						

						
								First Watch
								This man said, sir, that Don John, the prince’s broth­er, was a vil­lain.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Write down Prince John a vil­lain. Why, this is flat per­jury, to call a prince’s broth­er vil­lain.
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Mas­ter con­stable—
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Pray thee, fel­low, peace: I do not like thy look, I prom­ise thee.
						

						
								Sex­ton
								What heard you him say else?
						

						
								Second Watch
								Marry, that he had re­ceived a thou­sand ducats of Don John for ac­cus­ing the Lady Hero wrong­fully.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Flat burg­lary as ever was com­mit­ted.
						

						
								Verges
								Yea, by mass, that it is.
						

						
								Sex­ton
								What else, fel­low?
						

						
								First Watch
								And that Count Clau­dio did mean, upon his words, to dis­grace Hero be­fore the whole as­sembly, and not marry her.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								O vil­lain! thou wilt be con­demned in­to ever­last­ing re­demp­tion for this.
						

						
								Sex­ton
								What else?
						

						
								Second Watch
								This is all.
						

						
								Sex­ton
								And this is more, mas­ters, than you can deny. Prince John is this morn­ing secretly stolen away; Hero was in this man­ner ac­cused, in this man­ner re­fused, and upon the grief of this sud­denly died. Mas­ter con­stable, let these men be bound, and brought to Le­onato’s: I will go be­fore and show him their ex­am­in­a­tion. Exit.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Come, let them be opin­ioned.
						

						
								Verges
								Let them be in the hands—
						

						
								Con­rade
								Off, cox­comb!
						

						
								Dog­berry
								God’s my life, where’s the sex­ton? let him write down the prince’s of­ficer cox­comb. Come, bind them. Thou naughty var­let!
						

						
								Con­rade
								Away! you are an ass, you are an ass.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Dost thou not sus­pect my place? dost thou not sus­pect my years? O that he were here to write me down an ass! But, mas­ters, re­mem­ber that I am an ass; though it be not writ­ten down, yet for­get not that I am an ass. No, thou vil­lain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved upon thee by good wit­ness. I am a wise fel­low, and, which is more, an of­ficer, and, which is more, a house­hold­er, and, which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any in Mess­ina, and one that knows the law, go to; and a rich fel­low enough, go to; and a fel­low that hath had losses, and one that hath two gowns and everything hand­some about him. Bring him away. O that I had been writ down an ass! Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Be­fore Le­onato’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Le­onato and Ant­o­nio.
							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									If you go on thus, you will kill your­self;
									

									And ’tis not wis­dom thus to second grief
									

									Against your­self.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									I pray thee, cease thy coun­sel,
									

									Which falls in­to mine ears as profit­less
									

									As wa­ter in a sieve: give not me coun­sel;
									

									Nor let no com­fort­er de­light mine ear
									

									But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine.
									

									Bring me a fath­er that so loved his child,
									

									Whose joy of her is over­whelm’d like mine,
									

									And bid him speak of pa­tience;
									

									Meas­ure his woe the length and breadth of mine
									

									And let it an­swer every strain for strain,
									

									As thus for thus and such a grief for such,
									

									In every lin­ea­ment, branch, shape, and form:
									

									If such a one will smile and stroke his beard,
									

									Bid sor­row wag, cry “hem!” when he should groan,
									

									Patch grief with pro­verbs, make mis­for­tune drunk
									

									With candle-wasters; bring him yet to me,
									

									And I of him will gath­er pa­tience.
									

									But there is no such man: for, broth­er, men
									

									Can coun­sel and speak com­fort to that grief
									

									Which they them­selves not feel; but, tast­ing it,
									

									Their coun­sel turns to pas­sion, which be­fore
									

									Would give pre­cep­tial medi­cine to rage,
									

									Fet­ter strong mad­ness in a silken thread,
									

									Charm ache with air and agony with words:
									

									No, no; ’tis all men’s of­fice to speak pa­tience
									

									To those that wring un­der the load of sor­row,
									

									But no man’s vir­tue nor suf­fi­ciency
									

									To be so mor­al when he shall en­dure
									

									The like him­self. There­fore give me no coun­sel:
									

									My griefs cry louder than ad­vert­ise­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								Therein do men from chil­dren noth­ing dif­fer.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									I pray thee, peace. I will be flesh and blood;
									

									For there was nev­er yet philo­soph­er
									

									That could en­dure the toothache pa­tiently,
									

									How­ever they have writ the style of gods
									

									And made a push at chance and suf­fer­ance.
								

							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									Yet bend not all the harm upon your­self;
									

									Make those that do of­fend you suf­fer too.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									There thou speak’st reas­on: nay, I will do so.
									

									My soul doth tell me Hero is be­lied;
									

									And that shall Clau­dio know; so shall the prince
									

									And all of them that thus dis­hon­our her.
								

							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								Here comes the prince and Clau­dio hast­ily.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro and Clau­dio.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Good den, good den.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Good day to both of you.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Hear you, my lords—
						

						
								Don Pedro
								We have some haste, Le­onato.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Some haste, my lord! well, fare you well, my lord:
									

									Are you so hasty now? well, all is one.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Nay, do not quar­rel with us, good old man.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									If he could right him­self with quar­rel­ling,
									

									Some of us would lie low.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Who wrongs him?
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou dis­sem­bler, thou:—
									

									Nay, nev­er lay thy hand upon thy sword;
									

									I fear thee not.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Marry, be­shrew my hand,
									

									If it should give your age such cause of fear:
									

									In faith, my hand meant noth­ing to my sword.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Tush, tush, man; nev­er fleer and jest at me:
									

									I speak not like a dot­ard nor a fool,
									

									As un­der priv­ilege of age to brag
									

									What I have done be­ing young, or what would do
									

									Were I not old. Know, Clau­dio, to thy head,
									

									Thou hast so wrong’d mine in­no­cent child and me
									

									That I am forced to lay my rev­er­ence by
									

									And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days,
									

									Do chal­lenge thee to tri­al of a man.
									

									I say thou hast be­lied mine in­no­cent child;
									

									Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart,
									

									And she lies bur­ied with her an­cest­ors;
									

									O, in a tomb where nev­er scan­dal slept,
									

									Save this of hers, framed by thy vil­lainy!
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								My vil­lainy?
						

						
								Le­onato
								Thine, Clau­dio; thine, I say.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								You say not right, old man,
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									My lord, my lord,
									

									I’ll prove it on his body, if he dare,
									

									Des­pite his nice fence and his act­ive prac­tice,
									

									His May of youth and bloom of lusti­hood.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Away! I will not have to do with you.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Canst thou so daff me? Thou hast kill’d my child:
									

									If thou kill’st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man.
								

							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									He shall kill two of us, and men in­deed:
									

									But that’s no mat­ter; let him kill one first;
									

									Win me and wear me; let him an­swer me.
									

									Come, fol­low me, boy; come, sir boy, come, fol­low me:
									

									Sir boy, I’ll whip you from your foin­ing fence;
									

									Nay, as I am a gen­tle­man, I will.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								Broth­er—
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									Con­tent your­self. God knows I loved my niece;
									

									And she is dead, slander’d to death by vil­lains,
									

									That dare as well an­swer a man in­deed
									

									As I dare take a ser­pent by the tongue:
									

									Boys, apes, brag­garts, Jacks, milk­sops!
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								Broth­er An­thony—
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									Hold you con­tent. What, man! I know them, yea,
									

									And what they weigh, even to the ut­most scruple—
									

									Scam­bling, out-fa­cing, fash­ion-monging boys,
									

									That lie and cog and flout, de­prave and slander,
									

									Go an­ti­cly, show out­ward hideous­ness,
									

									And speak off half a dozen dan­ger­ous words,
									

									How they might hurt their en­emies, if they durst;
									

									And this is all.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								But, broth­er An­thony—
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								
								
									Come, ’tis no mat­ter:
									

									Do not you meddle; let me deal in this.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Gen­tle­men both, we will not wake your pa­tience.
									

									My heart is sorry for your daugh­ter’s death:
									

									But, on my hon­our, she was charged with noth­ing
									

									But what was true and very full of proof.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								My lord, my lord—
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I will not hear you.
						

						
								Le­onato
								No? Come, broth­er; away! I will be heard.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								And shall, or some of us will smart for it. Ex­eunt Le­onato and Ant­o­nio.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								See, see; here comes the man we went to seek.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Be­ne­dick.
							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Now, signior, what news?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Good day, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Wel­come, signior: you are al­most come to part al­most a fray.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								We had like to have had our two noses snapped off with two old men without teeth.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Le­onato and his broth­er. What thinkest thou? Had we fought, I doubt we should have been too young for them.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								In a false quar­rel there is no true valour. I came to seek you both.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								We have been up and down to seek thee; for we are high-proof mel­an­choly and would fain have it beaten away. Wilt thou use thy wit?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								It is in my scab­bard: shall I draw it?
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Nev­er any did so, though very many have been be­side their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do the min­strels; draw, to pleas­ure us.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								As I am an hon­est man, he looks pale. Art thou sick, or angry?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								What, cour­age, man! What though care killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Sir, I shall meet your wit in the ca­reer, and you charge it against me. I pray you choose an­oth­er sub­ject.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Nay, then, give him an­oth­er staff: this last was broke cross.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								By this light, he changes more and more: I think he be angry in­deed.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Shall I speak a word in your ear?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								God bless me from a chal­lenge!
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Aside to Clau­dio. You are a vil­lain; I jest not: I will make it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you dare. Do me right, or I will protest your cow­ardice. You have killed a sweet lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you. Let me hear from you.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Well, I will meet you, so I may have good cheer.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								What, a feast, a feast?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I’ faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to a calf’s head and a ca­pon; the which if I do not carve most curi­ously, say my knife’s naught. Shall I not find a wood­cock too?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes eas­ily.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								I’ll tell thee how Be­atrice praised thy wit the oth­er day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit: “True,” says she, “a fine little one.” “No,” said I, “a great wit:” “Right,” said she, “a great gross one.” “Nay,” said I, “a good wit:” “Just,” said she, “it hurts nobody.” “Nay,” said I, “the gen­tle­man is wise:” “Cer­tain,” said she, “a wise gen­tle­man.” “Nay,” said I, “he hath the tongues:” “That I be­lieve,” said she, “for he swore a thing to me on Monday night, which he forswore on Tues­day morn­ing; there’s a double tongue; there’s two tongues.” Thus did she, an hour to­geth­er, trans-shape thy par­tic­u­lar vir­tues: yet at last she con­cluded with a sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								For the which she wept heart­ily and said she cared not.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Yea, that she did; but yet, for all that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she would love him dearly: the old man’s daugh­ter told us all.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								All, all; and, moreover, God saw him when he was hid in the garden.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								But when shall we set the sav­age bull’s horns on the sens­ible Be­ne­dick’s head?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Yea, and text un­der­neath, “Here dwells Be­ne­dick the mar­ried man?”
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Fare you well, boy: you know my mind. I will leave you now to your gos­sip-like hu­mour: you break jests as brag­garts do their blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not. My lord, for your many cour­tes­ies I thank you: I must dis­con­tin­ue your com­pany: your broth­er the bas­tard is fled from Mess­ina: you have among you killed a sweet and in­no­cent lady. For my Lord Lack­beard there, he and I shall meet: and, till then, peace be with him. Exit.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								He is in earn­est.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								In most pro­found earn­est; and, I’ll war­rant you, for the love of Be­atrice.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								And hath chal­lenged thee.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Most sin­cerely.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								What a pretty thing man is when he goes in his doublet and hose and leaves off his wit!
						

						
								Clau­dio
								He is then a gi­ant to an ape; but then is an ape a doc­tor to such a man.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								But, soft you, let me be: pluck up, my heart, and be sad. Did he not say, my broth­er was fled?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Dog­berry, Verges, and the Watch, with Con­rade and Bor­a­chio.
							
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Come you, sir: if justice can­not tame you, she shall ne’er weigh more reas­ons in her bal­ance: nay, an you be a curs­ing hy­po­crite once, you must be looked to.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								How now? two of my broth­er’s men bound! Bor­a­chio one!
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Hearken after their of­fence, my lord.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Of­ficers, what of­fence have these men done?
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Marry, sir, they have com­mit­ted false re­port; moreover, they have spoken un­truths; sec­ond­ar­ily, they are slanders; sixth and lastly, they have be­lied a lady; thirdly, they have veri­fied un­just things; and, to con­clude, they are ly­ing knaves.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								First, I ask thee what they have done; thirdly, I ask thee what’s their of­fence; sixth and lastly, why they are com­mit­ted; and, to con­clude, what you lay to their charge?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Rightly reasoned, and in his own di­vi­sion; and, by my troth, there’s one mean­ing well suited.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Who have you of­fen­ded, mas­ters, that you are thus bound to your an­swer? this learned con­stable is too cun­ning to be un­der­stood: what’s your of­fence?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine an­swer: do you hear me, and let this count kill me. I have de­ceived even your very eyes: what your wis­doms could not dis­cov­er, these shal­low fools have brought to light; who in the night over­heard me con­fess­ing to this man how Don John your broth­er in­censed me to slander the Lady Hero, how you were brought in­to the orch­ard and saw me court Mar­garet in Hero’s gar­ments, how you dis­graced her, when you should marry her: my vil­lainy they have upon re­cord; which I had rather seal with my death than re­peat over to my shame. The lady is dead upon mine and my mas­ter’s false ac­cus­a­tion; and, briefly, I de­sire noth­ing but the re­ward of a vil­lain.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Runs not this speech like iron through your blood?
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I have drunk pois­on whiles he ut­ter’d it.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								But did my broth­er set thee on to this?
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Yea, and paid me richly for the prac­tice of it.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									He is com­posed and framed of treach­ery:
									

									And fled he is upon this vil­lainy.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Sweet Hero! now thy im­age doth ap­pear
									

									In the rare semb­lance that I loved it first.
								

							
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Come, bring away the plaintiffs: by this time our sex­ton hath re­formed Signior Le­onato of the mat­ter: and, mas­ters, do not for­get to spe­cify, when time and place shall serve, that I am an ass.
						

						
								Verges
								Here, here comes Mas­ter Signior Le­onato, and the sex­ton too.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Le­onato and Ant­o­nio, with the Sex­ton.
							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Which is the vil­lain? Let me see his eyes,
									

									That, when I note an­oth­er man like him,
									

									I may avoid him: which of these is he?
								

							
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								If you would know your wronger, look on me.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Art thou the slave that with thy breath hast kill’d
									

									Mine in­no­cent child?
								

							
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								Yea, even I alone.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									No, not so, vil­lain; thou be­li­est thy­self:
									

									Here stand a pair of hon­our­able men;
									

									A third is fled, that had a hand in it.
									

									I thank you, princes, for my daugh­ter’s death:
									

									Re­cord it with your high and worthy deeds:
									

									’Twas bravely done, if you be­think you of it.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									I know not how to pray your pa­tience;
									

									Yet I must speak. Choose your re­venge your­self;
									

									Im­pose me to what pen­ance your in­ven­tion
									

									Can lay upon my sin: yet sinn’d I not
									

									But in mis­tak­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									By my soul, nor I:
									

									And yet, to sat­is­fy this good old man,
									

									I would bend un­der any heavy weight
									

									That he’ll en­join me to.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									I can­not bid you bid my daugh­ter live;
									

									That were im­possible: but, I pray you both,
									

									Pos­sess the people in Mess­ina here
									

									How in­no­cent she died; and if your love
									

									Can la­bour aught in sad in­ven­tion,
									

									Hang her an epi­taph upon her tomb
									

									And sing it to her bones, sing it to­night:
									

									To­mor­row morn­ing come you to my house,
									

									And since you could not be my son-in-law,
									

									Be yet my neph­ew: my broth­er hath a daugh­ter,
									

									Al­most the copy of my child that’s dead,
									

									And she alone is heir to both of us:
									

									Give her the right you should have giv­en her cous­in,
									

									And so dies my re­venge.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									O noble sir,
									

									Your over-kind­ness doth wring tears from me!
									

									I do em­brace your of­fer; and dis­pose
									

									For hence­forth of poor Clau­dio.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									To­mor­row then I will ex­pect your com­ing;
									

									To­night I take my leave. This naughty man
									

									Shall face to face be brought to Mar­garet,
									

									Who I be­lieve was pack’d in all this wrong,
									

									Hired to it by your broth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Bor­a­chio
								
								
									No, by my soul, she was not,
									

									Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to me,
									

									But al­ways hath been just and vir­tu­ous
									

									In any­thing that I do know by her.
								

							
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Moreover, sir, which in­deed is not un­der white and black, this plaintiff here, the of­fend­er, did call me ass: I be­seech you, let it be re­membered in his pun­ish­ment. And also, the watch heard them talk of one De­formed: they say he wears a key in his ear and a lock hanging by it, and bor­rows money in God’s name, the which he hath used so long and nev­er paid that now men grow hard-hearted and will lend noth­ing for God’s sake: pray you, ex­am­ine him upon that point.
						

						
								Le­onato
								I thank thee for thy care and hon­est pains.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								Your wor­ship speaks like a most thank­ful and rev­er­ent youth; and I praise God for you.
						

						
								Le­onato
								There’s for thy pains.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								God save the found­a­tion!
						

						
								Le­onato
								Go, I dis­charge thee of thy pris­on­er, and I thank thee.
						

						
								Dog­berry
								I leave an ar­rant knave with your wor­ship; which I be­seech your wor­ship to cor­rect your­self, for the ex­ample of oth­ers. God keep your wor­ship! I wish your wor­ship well; God re­store you to health! I humbly give you leave to de­part; and if a merry meet­ing may be wished, God pro­hib­it it! Come, neigh­bour. Ex­eunt Dog­berry and Verges.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Un­til to­mor­row morn­ing, lords, farewell.
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								Farewell, my lords: we look for you to­mor­row.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								We will not fail.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								To­night I’ll mourn with Hero.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									To the Watch. Bring you these fel­lows on. We’ll talk with Mar­garet,
									

									How her ac­quaint­ance grew with this lewd fel­low. Ex­eunt, sev­er­ally.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Le­onato’s garden.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Be­ne­dick and Mar­garet, meet­ing.
							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Pray thee, sweet Mis­tress Mar­garet, de­serve well at my hands by help­ing me to the speech of Be­atrice.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Will you then write me a son­net in praise of my beauty?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								In so high a style, Mar­garet, that no man liv­ing shall come over it; for, in most comely truth, thou de­ser­vest it.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								To have no man come over me! why, shall I al­ways keep be­low stairs?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Thy wit is as quick as the grey­hound’s mouth; it catches.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								And yours as blunt as the fen­cer’s foils, which hit, but hurt not.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								A most manly wit, Mar­garet; it will not hurt a wo­man: and so, I pray thee, call Be­atrice: I give thee the buck­lers.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Give us the swords; we have buck­lers of our own.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								If you use them, Mar­garet, you must put in the pikes with a vice; and they are dan­ger­ous weapons for maids.
						

						
								Mar­garet
								Well, I will call Be­atrice to you, who I think hath legs.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								And there­fore will come. Exit Mar­garet.

								
									
										Sings. The god of love,
										

										That sits above,
										

										And knows me, and knows me,
										

										How pi­ti­ful I de­serve—
									

								

								I mean, in singing; but in lov­ing, Leander the good swim­mer, Troilus the first em­ploy­er of panders, and a whole book full of these quon­dam car­pet-mon­gers, whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of a blank verse, why, they were nev­er so truly turned over and over as my poor self in love. Marry, I can­not show it in rhyme; I have tried: I can find out no rhyme to “lady” but “baby,” an in­no­cent rhyme; for “scorn,” “horn,” a hard rhyme; for “school,” “fool,” a bab­bling rhyme; very omin­ous end­ings: no, I was not born un­der a rhym­ing plan­et, nor I can­not woo in fest­iv­al terms.

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Be­atrice.
							
						

						
								
								Sweet Be­atrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Yea, signior, and de­part when you bid me.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								O, stay but till then!
						

						
								Be­atrice
								“Then” is spoken; fare you well now: and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came; which is, with know­ing what hath passed between you and Clau­dio.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Only foul words; and thereupon I will kiss thee.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noi­some; there­fore I will de­part un­kissed.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Thou hast frighted the word out of his right sense, so for­cible is thy wit. But I must tell thee plainly, Clau­dio un­der­goes my chal­lenge; and either I must shortly hear from him, or I will sub­scribe him a cow­ard. And, I pray thee now, tell me for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love with me?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								For them all to­geth­er; which main­tained so polit­ic a state of evil that they will not ad­mit any good part to in­ter­mingle with them. But for which of my good parts did you first suf­fer love for me?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Suf­fer love! a good epi­thet! I do suf­fer love in­deed, for I love thee against my will.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								In spite of your heart, I think; alas, poor heart! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for yours; for I will nev­er love that which my friend hates.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Thou and I are too wise to woo peace­ably.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								It ap­pears not in this con­fes­sion: there’s not one wise man among twenty that will praise him­self.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								An old, an old in­stance, Be­atrice, that lived in the time of good neigh­bours. If a man do not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no longer in monu­ment than the bell rings and the wid­ow weeps.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								And how long is that, think you?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Ques­tion: why, an hour in clam­our and a quarter in rheum: there­fore is it most ex­pedi­ent for the wise, if Don Worm, his con­science, find no im­ped­i­ment to the con­trary, to be the trum­pet of his own vir­tues, as I am to my­self. So much for prais­ing my­self, who, I my­self will bear wit­ness, is praise­worthy: and now tell me, how doth your cous­in?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Very ill.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								And how do you?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Very ill too.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Serve God, love me and mend. There will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ur­sula.
							
						

						
								Ur­sula
								Madam, you must come to your uncle. Yon­der’s old coil at home: it is proved, my Lady Hero hath been falsely ac­cused, the prince and Clau­dio migh­tily ab­used; and Don John is the au­thor of all, who is fled and gone. Will you come presently?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Will you go hear this news, signior?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap and be bur­ied in thy eyes; and moreover I will go with thee to thy uncle’s. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A church.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro, Clau­dio, and three or four with tapers.
							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Is this the monu­ment of Le­onato?
						

						
								A Lord
								It is, my lord.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								Read­ing out of a scroll.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Done to death by slan­der­ous tongues
									

									Was the Hero that here lies:
									

									Death, in guer­don of her wrongs,
									

									Gives her fame which nev­er dies.
									

									So the life that died with shame
									

									Lives in death with glor­i­ous fame.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								
									Hang thou there upon the tomb,
									

									Prais­ing her when I am dumb.
									

									Now, mu­sic, sound, and sing your sol­emn hymn.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Song.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Par­don, god­dess of the night,
									

									Those that slew thy vir­gin knight;
									

									For the which, with songs of woe,
									

									Round about her tomb they go.
									

									Mid­night, as­sist our moan;
									

									Help us to sigh and groan,
									

									Heav­ily, heav­ily:
									

									Graves, yawn and yield your dead,
									

									Till death be uttered,
									

									Heav­ily, heav­ily.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Now, un­to thy bones good night!
									

									Yearly will I do this rite.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Good mor­row, mas­ters; put your torches out:
									

									The wolves have prey’d; and look, the gentle day,
									

									Be­fore the wheels of Phoe­bus, round about
									

									Dapples the drowsy East with spots of grey.
									

									Thanks to you all, and leave us: fare you well.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Good mor­row, mas­ters: each his sev­er­al way.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Come, let us hence, and put on oth­er weeds;
									

									And then to Le­onato’s we will go.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									And Hy­men now with luck­i­er is­sue speed’s
									

									Than this for whom we rend’red up this woe! Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				A room in Le­onato’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Le­onato, Ant­o­nio, Be­ne­dick, Be­atrice, Mar­garet, Ur­sula, Fri­ar Fran­cis, and Hero.
							
						

						
								Fri­ar
								Did I not tell you she was in­no­cent?
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									So are the prince and Clau­dio, who ac­cused her
									

									Upon the er­ror that you heard de­bated:
									

									But Mar­garet was in some fault for this,
									

									Al­though against her will, as it ap­pears
									

									In the true course of all the ques­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								Well, I am glad that all things sort so well.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									And so am I, be­ing else by faith en­forced
									

									To call young Clau­dio to a reck­on­ing for it.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Well, daugh­ter, and you gen­tle­wo­men all,
									

									With­draw in­to a cham­ber by yourselves,
									

									And when I send for you, come hith­er mask’d. Ex­eunt Ladies.
									

									The prince and Clau­dio promis’d by this hour
									

									To vis­it me. You know your of­fice, broth­er:
									

									You must be fath­er to your broth­er’s daugh­ter,
									

									And give her to young Clau­dio.
								

							
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								Which I will do with con­firm’d coun­ten­ance.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Fri­ar, I must en­treat your pains, I think.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								To do what, signior?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									To bind me, or undo me; one of them.
									

									Signior Le­onato, truth it is, good signior,
									

									Your niece re­gards me with an eye of fa­vour.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								That eye my daugh­ter lent her: ’tis most true.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								And I do with an eye of love re­quite her.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									The sight where­of I think you had from me,
									

									From Clau­dio and the prince: but what’s your will?
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									Your an­swer, sir, is en­ig­mat­ic­al:
									

									But, for my will, my will is your good will
									

									May stand with ours, this day to be con­join’d
									

									In the state of hon­our­able mar­riage:
									

									In which, good fri­ar, I shall de­sire your help.
								

							
						

						
								Le­onato
								My heart is with your lik­ing.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								And my help. Here comes the prince and Clau­dio.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Don Pedro and Clau­dio, and two or three oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								Good mor­row to this fair as­sembly.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									Good mor­row, prince; good mor­row, Clau­dio:
									

									We here at­tend you. Are you yet de­term­ined
									

									Today to marry with my broth­er’s daugh­ter?
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I’ll hold my mind, were she an Ethi­ope.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Call her forth, broth­er; here’s the fri­ar ready. Exit Ant­o­nio.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								
								
									Good mor­row, Be­ne­dick. Why, what’s the mat­ter,
									

									That you have such a Feb­ru­ary face,
									

									So full of frost, of storm and cloud­i­ness?
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									I think he thinks upon the sav­age bull.
									

									Tush, fear not, man; we’ll tip thy horns with gold
									

									And all Europa shall re­joice at thee,
									

									As once Europa did at lusty Jove,
									

									When he would play the noble beast in love.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									Bull Jove, sir, had an ami­able low;
									

									And some such strange bull leap’d your fath­er’s cow,
									

									And got a calf in that same noble feat
									

									Much like to you, for you have just his bleat.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								For this I owe you: here comes oth­er reck­on­ings.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Ant­o­nio, with the Ladies masked.
							
						

						
								
								Which is the lady I must seize upon?
						

						
								Ant­o­nio
								This same is she, and I do give you her.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								Why, then she’s mine. Sweet, let me see your face.
						

						
								Le­onato
								
								
									No, that you shall not, till you take her hand
									

									Be­fore this fri­ar and swear to marry her.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									Give me your hand: be­fore this holy fri­ar,
									

									I am your hus­band, if you like of me.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									And when I lived, I was your oth­er wife: Un­mask­ing.
									

									And when you loved, you were my oth­er hus­band.
								

							
						

						
								Clau­dio
								An­oth­er Hero!
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									Noth­ing cer­tain­er:
									

									One Hero died de­filed, but I do live,
									

									And surely as I live, I am a maid.
								

							
						

						
								Don Pedro
								The former Hero! Hero that is dead!
						

						
								Le­onato
								She died, my lord, but whiles her slander lived.
						

						
								Fri­ar
								
								
									All this amazement can I qual­i­fy;
									

									When after that the holy rites are ended,
									

									I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death:
									

									Mean­time let won­der seem fa­mil­i­ar,
									

									And to the chapel let us presently.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Soft and fair, fri­ar. Which is Be­atrice?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Un­mask­ing. I an­swer to that name. What is your will?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Do not you love me?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Why, no; no more than reas­on.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								
								
									Why, then your uncle and the prince and Clau­dio
									

									Have been de­ceived; they swore you did.
								

							
						

						
								Be­atrice
								Do not you love me?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Troth, no; no more than reas­on.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								
								
									Why, then my cous­in Mar­garet and Ur­sula
									

									Are much de­ceived; for they did swear you did.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								They swore that you were al­most sick for me.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								They swore that you were well-nigh dead for me.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								’Tis no such mat­ter. Then you do not love me?
						

						
								Be­atrice
								No, truly, but in friendly re­com­pense.
						

						
								Le­onato
								Come, cous­in, I am sure you love the gen­tle­man.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								
								
									And I’ll be sworn upon’t that he loves her;
									

									For here’s a pa­per writ­ten in his hand,
									

									A halt­ing son­net of his own pure brain,
									

									Fash­ion’d to Be­atrice.
								

							
						

						
								Hero
								
								
									And here’s an­oth­er
									

									Writ in my cous­in’s hand, stolen from her pock­et,
									

									Con­tain­ing her af­fec­tion un­to Be­ne­dick.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								A mir­acle! here’s our own hands against our hearts. Come, I will have thee; but, by this light, I take thee for pity.
						

						
								Be­atrice
								I would not deny you; but, by this good day, I yield upon great per­sua­sion; and partly to save your life, for I was told you were in a con­sump­tion.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Peace! I will stop your mouth. Kiss­ing her.
						

						
								Don Pedro
								How dost thou, Be­ne­dick, the mar­ried man?
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								I’ll tell thee what, prince; a col­lege of wit-crack­ers can­not flout me out of my hu­mour. Dost thou think I care for a satire or an epi­gram? No: if man will be beaten with brains, a’ shall wear noth­ing hand­some about him. In brief, since I do pur­pose to marry, I will think noth­ing to any pur­pose that the world can say against it; and there­fore nev­er flout at me for what I have said against it; for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con­clu­sion. For thy part, Clau­dio, I did think to have beaten thee; but in that thou art like to be my kins­man, live un­bruised and love my cous­in.
						

						
								Clau­dio
								I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied Be­atrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy single life, to make thee a double-deal­er; which, out of ques­tion, thou wilt be, if my cous­in do not look ex­ceed­ing nar­rowly to thee.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Come, come, we are friends: let’s have a dance ere we are mar­ried, that we may light­en our own hearts and our wives’ heels.
						

						
								Le­onato
								We’ll have dan­cing af­ter­ward.
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								First, of my word; there­fore play, mu­sic. Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a wife: there is no staff more rev­er­ent than one tipped with horn.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									My lord, your broth­er John is ta’en in flight,
									

									And brought with armed men back to Mess­ina.
								

							
						

						
								Be­ne­dick
								Think not on him till to­mor­row: I’ll de­vise thee brave pun­ish­ments for him. Strike up, pipers. Dance. Ex­eunt.
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