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N. B The Parss marked thus (¢ ) are omitied in
the Reprefentation.

ACT. L
SCENE, a Courr befors Leonato’s Hou/e.

Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice,
quith a Meffengere

TI: 5 0 N A B0
%B‘,ﬁ?{ Learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of drra~

S 2 gon comes this night to Me/ina.
L' 4% ° Mgy He is very near by this; he was nat

%2\5%% three leagues off when I left him,
: Lo, How many gentlemen have you loft

in this a&ion ?
M./, But few of any Sort, and none of Name.
Les, - A, victory is twice itfelf, when the atchiever
brings home full numbers ; Lfind here, that Don ]’]-.el‘m's
ath

(1) Bfck Ado about Nothing.] Tnaogen, the Mother of Hera,
in the oldeft RQuarto that I have feen of this Play, printed in
1600, is mention’d to'enter in two (everal Scenes. The fucceeding
Editions have all (continued her Name in the Dramatis Eerfine.
But. I have veoturd to expunge it; there being no men=
tion of her through the Playsi no one Speech addrefs’d to her,
nor. one Syllable fpeken by her.. Neither is there aoy onc Paflage,

A 3 froma
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hath beflowed muc ; ;
th beftowed much honour on a young Florentine, call’d
Claudiy.
jn’r_»f)’/. Much deferved on his part, and equally re-
j“mn?l red by Don Pedra: he hath borne himfelf be-
j»on; the promife of his age, doing in the figure of 2
amb the feats of alion: ¢k th, i ett
gl SL(‘):) aln;m. ¢ ke hath, indeed, better bet-
e xpectation, than you muit expedt clt
¢ you how.’ 4 P aRane ke
Leon. He hat i
« He hath an uncle here in #Me/faz wi
| ¢ Teffraa will be ve
much clad ofiic. = el
M. Yhave already delivered him letters, ‘and thers
ap;vez%rs much joy in him'; even {o much, that joy could
not ihew itfelf modeft enouch, witl of bi
: 1elf modelt enough, withou jee of bis
Ry gh, hout a badge of Dbig-
Leon, Did he break out into tears ?
Mef: In great meafure. :
e AR q s T
Leon. A l?m_a overflow of kindnefs, There are no faces
truer than thofe that are fo-waf’d. < Hlow much better is
£ = 3 E b
It to weep at joy, than to joy at weepmg 1>
Leat, Tipray vou, is Sicnic 7
pray you, 1s Signior Montesio retorn’
the wars or ng ¢ 5 S
ey I know none of that name, Lady ; there was
none {uch in the army of any fost,
me' ;«\Vhat 1s he that you ask for, Niece » :
ero. M igni 1
i yI C::Juﬁr:x means Signior Benedick of Padua,
M- O hie’s return’d, and as pleafant as ever he was.
: 18(;;. }me fet up his bills here in Meffyz;, and
c ‘1:‘ o o £l v " ' 0* 1- N i
: Uengid Cupid at the flight ; and my Uncle’s fool,
¢ readiag ,the the challenge, fubferib’d ‘for Gupid, and
challeng’d him to the bird-bolt.” T pray you “how
B > - 3 = 3 %
many hha;hhhekkxll’d and eaten in thefe wars? ‘but how
many hath he kill’d ? “for, indeed, I promi
1any h: : d, I promis’ H
his killing. ] R RSENGR r
Leon. ’Faith, Ni 1pni
eGH., : 5 1ece, you tax Signic nedich
e he e you Signior Benedick too
5 1 )¢ meet with you, I doubt it not

from which wg have any Reafor

was liyi e as i) i
o : Eﬁ] nit«t feems, ‘} it the Poce had in his frft Plan defigned
aracter; which, on a Sury i {
: , 08 a Survey of it, he fon ‘
fuperfiuons 5 and therefore feft it out. ! i e

to determine: that Hirols Mother
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Mef. He hath done good fervice, Lady, in thefe
wars.

Bear. You had mufty vi€tuals, and he hath holp to
eat it; he’s a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an ex-
cellent ftomach.

Mef: And a good foldier too, Lady,

Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ¢ but what is he
to a lord?

M. © A lord to a lord, a man to a man, fluft
¢ with all honourable virtues.’

Bear. ¢ It is fo indeed: (2) he is no lefs than a ftuft
¢ man : but for the ftuffing.—well, we are all mortal.’

Leon. You muft not, Sir, miftake my Niece; there is
a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Hemedick and her;
they never meet, but there’s a fkirmifh of wit between
them.

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our lafk
confli&t, four or five of his wits went halting off, and now
is the whole man govern’d with one: So that if he have
wit enough to keep himfelf warm, lec him bear it for
a diffetence between himfelf and his horfe; for it 1s all
the wit that ke Kath left, to be known a’reafonable
creature. . Who is his companios now ? he hath-every
month a new {worn brother.

Meyf: Is it pofiible ?

Beéat. Very eafily pofible ; he wears his faith but as
the fafthion of his hat, it ever changes wifth the next
block. !

Mef; 1 fee, Lady, the gentleman is not in your
books.

(2) == he is o lefs than a fluft muan : but fer the Stuffing well, w2
are all mortal.] Thus has'this Paffage been all along flop’'d, from the
very firft Edition downwards. If any of the Editors could extrack
Senfe from this Pointing, their Sagacity is a Pitch above mine. 1T ba-
lieve, by my Regulation, I have retricved the Poet’s true Meaning.
Qur Post feems to ufe the Word Scuffinz here much as Plagfus doei is
his Moflellaria ; A& 1. Sc. 3, i

DNon Vefiems amatores mulk eris amant, fed Feflis fartum. .
Ay Biar,
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BL;?MIL-N(); an he were T would burn my Stady.
. yémfr}ay you, who is his companion ? ¢ is there no
ungiiquarer now, that will mal a 1 i
gqua; o that will make a voyage w
¢ 10 the devil ¢’ e
Mefi He i in t}
o/ 18 moft in the company of ]
e ompany of the right noble
- i;ﬂfc'g)glosd, he will hang upon him like a difeafe ;
Ll :‘:uli canght than the pettilence, and the taker
e 12 lclm{n ¥ lm:‘_}; God help. the noble Claudio, if he
loje AUPDL 1he-Bepeaick ; 1t wall coit hi hout
‘ : 7 coit h a thouian
Pounds-ere he be cur’d, ; B
¢ Mef: T will hold friends wi 1
s Bz_ﬁ" - ikl he ld friends with you, Lady.
1_ eat, Do, good friend.’
I;’mu. rx"'m’ll ne’er run mad, Niece,
‘at. INo, not till a hot %a
B-at, _ January, A Elurifh
Mg Don Pedro is approach’d. : ke

Kuter Don Pedro, Clandio, Benedick, Baltirazar, and
Dan John.

P ~ . . i
youﬁdff(;uﬁmd ?ng?u{)}r Leonato, you are come to meet
trouble : the fafthion of the world is t
rld 15 to ayoid co
aniyou encounter it, e
i :oa: gever came trouble to my houfe in the likenofs
rcmyzi L tmce ;h for trouble being gone, comfore fhould
remain 5 but when you ‘depart fi [ des,
. yo z om me, foyrow abides
and I;appmufs takes his leave. , ’
edr s = vl
thi]kw-%'&'w embrace your charge too willingly s I
j’, » ts 15 your daughter. it
Eﬁs'?:. Hfr mather hath many times told me b
L;)!E. sVi ere y(}; in doubt, Sir, that you afke lrer ?
on.. Q1Z010r Benedich 3 for then o
o g nedicky, no; for then were yomn a
gl ~ < ‘
thi-i emhat X_’ou have it full, Benedick ; we may guefs by
]1°r{"'\TF a byc}u are, blemg a man : troly, the lady favours
erfelf; be happy, lady s you are like : i
feae 5 PPy, lady, for you are like an honourable
nofc}-;z:\.,eli'S:g(l‘no‘ Leonato be her Father, the would
T aslaf-jad on her fhoulders for all Mefina, as
1e.15. [ Prince and Leonato a/k aparts.

Bsat
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RBeat. I wonder, that you will ftill be talking, Signior
Benedick ; no body marks you.

Brne, What, my dear lady Difdaiz! are you yet
living ¢

Beat. Ts it poflible, Difdain {hould die, while fhe hath
fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick ? Cosr--
tefy itfelf muft convert to Difdain, if yoa come in her
prefence.

Bear. Thenis courtefy a turn-coat; bat it is. certain,
Fam lov’d 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:

Bene. A dear happinefs to women; they wauld elfe
have been troubled with a pernicious {uitor. 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
fivear he loves me.

Bene. God keep your ladyfhip ftill in that mind! fo
fome gentleman- or other fhall efcape a predeftinate
{cratcht face.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, an ’‘twere
{uch a face as yours were.

Bene, Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. .

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better: than a beaft of
yours.

Bene. 1 would, my horfe had the fpeed ofyour tongue,
and fo good a continuer; but keep your way o’ God’s
name, I have done. :

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

Pvdro, This is the fum of all: Leanato, Signior
Claudio, and Signior Bewedick, my dear friend Leo-
wato hath invited you all; I tell him, we fhall ftay here
at the leaft a-month :- and he heartily prays, fome occa-
fion may detain us longer: I dare {wear, he is no hypo-
crite, but prays from his heart.

Leon. 1f you fwear, my Lord, you {hall not be for-
{fworn. Let me bid you welcome, my lord, being
reconciled to the prince your brother; I.owe you all

duty. .
A 5 ‘?’G/b’h
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Foka. T thank jou; I am not of many words, bat ¥
thank you.

Leéon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on?

Pedro. Your hand, Lesnato; we will go together.

[ Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio:
Claud. Benedick, didfk thou note the danghter of Sig-
nior Leonato?

Fene. I noted her not; but I look’d on her,

Claud. s the nora modeft young lady ?

Bewe. Do you queftion me, as an honeft man fhould
do, for my fimple true judgment? or- would you have
me fpeak after my cuitom, as being a profefled tyrant to
their {ex?

Claud. No, 1 pr’ythee; fpeak in fober judgment.

Bene. Why, ’faith, methinks, fhe is too low for dm
high praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too little
for a great praife; only this commendation I can af-
ford her, that were'fhe other than fhe is; fhe were un-
hand{fome; and being no other but as fhe is, I do not
like her.

Claud. Thou think’t I am in fport; I pray thee, telk
me sruly how thou lik’{t her.

Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after
her? ;

Clazd. Can the world buy fuch a jewel ? -

Bene. Yea, and a cafe to put it into} but fpeak yonu
this with a fad brow ? or do you play the fc uting Fack,
¢ to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Zulcan a rare
¢ carpenters’ come, in what key: fhall a.man take you
to goin the Song?

Cloud,- In mine eye,’ fhe is the fwiceft lady that ¥
ever look’d on,
Bene, I can {ee yet without {peflacles, and I fee no

fuch matter; there’s her Coufin, if fhe were not poffeft
with fuch a Fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the
firit of May-doth the laft of Discemméber : but 1 hope, you
have no intent to turn hafband, have you?

Cland. I would fearce truft myfelf, tho’ I had fworn
tle contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Eene. 15't come fo this, in faith? hath not the world

ong
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one man, but he will wear his cap with fufpicion ? fhalk
I never fee a bachelor of threefcore again ? go to i'faith.
if thou wilt needs thruft thy neck into a yoke, wear the
print of it, and.figh away Swzdays: look, Don Pedre
18 return’d to feek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro and Don John.

Pedro. What fecret hath held you here, that you fol=
low’d not to Leowato’s houfe?

Bene. 1 would, your Grace would conftrain me to tell,

Pedro. T charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bine. You hear, Count Clazdio; 1 can be fecret as a
dumb man, I would have you think {o; but on my
allegiance, mark you this, on my allegiance ; he is
in love; with whom ¢ now that is your Grace’s part:
mark, how fhort bis anfiwer is, with Hero, Leonate’s fhort
daughter. g

"aud. If this were {o, fo were it atter’d.

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord, it1is not {o, nor
*twas not fo; but indeed, God forbid it fhould be {o. 3

Claud. If my paffion change not fhortly, God forbid
it thould be otherwife. :

P:dro. Amen, if you love her, for the Lady is very
well worthy.

Cland, You {peuk this to fetch-me in, my Lord.

¢dro.' By my troth, I fpeak my rhought.

Clard. And, in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine.

Bepe. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, I
fpeak mine. |

Claud. ThatT love her, I feel.

Pero. That fhe is worthy, T know.

Bene. That I neither feel how fhe fhould be loved,
nor know how the fhould be worthy, is the opicion
that fire cannot melt out of me; I will die in it at the
frake:

Pedro. Thou waft ever an obftinate heretic in the
defpicht of beauty. |

Clzud. And never could maintain his part, but in the
force of his will. '

Bene, That a woman conceived me, I thank her:

A6 that
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that 4he brought me up, I likewife give her moft hum-
ble thanks: but that I will have a recheate winded im
my forehead, ¢or hang my bugle in an invifible bald-
rick;? all women fhall pardon me; becaunfe T will not do
them the Wrong to miftruft any, I will. do myfelf the
Right to truft none; and the fine is, (for the which I
may go the finer) I will live a bachelor.
Pedro. 1 fhall fee thee, ere I die, look pale with love.
Bene. With -anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger,
my lord, not with love; prove, that ever I lofe more
blood with love, than T 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-houfe’ for the fign of
blind Cupid. :
Pedro. Well, if ever thou dofl fall from this faith,.
thou wilt prove a notable argument. \
Bene. 16 I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and
fhoot at me; ¢and he that hits me, let him be clapt on.
the thoulder, and call’d Adam.” (3.)

Pedro. Well, as time fhall try; in time the {avage
bull doth bear the yoke.

Bene. The-favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible
Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s herns, and fet
them in my forehead, and let me be vilely painted ;

(3) And he that hits me, et him be clap’d en the Shoulder, ard call’d:
Adam, | But why fhould he therefore be call’d Adam 2 Perhaps, by a
Quotation or two we may be able to trace the Poet’s Allufion here..
Tn Lazu-Tricks, or, #he would have thaughic it, (a Comedy written
by Fekn Day, and printed in 1608) 1 find this Speech,

I khawe heard, Old Adam was a#l Joneft Man, and a good Gardiner 5
Towed Lettice well, Sallads and Cablage reafonab Iz qvell, yet no Tobacco 5
—— Againy Adam Bell, a [ubffantial Outlazo, and a paffing good Archer
yet ng Lobacconif?.

By this it appears, that Adam Bell at that time of day was of Pe-
putation for his Skill at the Bow. L find him again mentioned in
a Burlefque Poem of Sir William Dauenant's, called The lang ¥aca-
sion in London ¢ and had I the Conyenience: of confulting Afcham’s
Toxuphilus, T might probably grow @ill better acquainted with his

Hiftory,
and
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and in fuch great letters as they write, Here is good Hor/e
2o hire, let them fignify under my Sign, Here you ma ) fez
Benedick ke marry’d man. i '

¢ Claud. If this thould ever happen, thou would’ft be
¢ horn-mad.’

Pedros Nay, if Cupid hath not fpent all his quiver in
Penice, thou wilt quaké®or this fhortly..

Bene. I look for au eanthquake too them.

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours ; in
the mean time, good Signior Bencdick, repair to Lea-
nato's, commend me to him, and tell him T will not
fail him at fuppers for indeed, he hath made great pre-
paration.

Pene. T have almo® matter enough in me for fuch an
embaffage, and fo I commit you —

Claud. To the toition of God; from my. houfe, if I
had it,———

Pedro. The fixth of Fuly, your loving friend, Be-
nedick.

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not; the body of your
difcourfe is fometime guarded with fragments, and the
guards are but flightly bafted on neither : ere you flout
old ends any further, examine your confcience, and {o

1 leave you. [ Exit,

Cland. My Leige, your Highnefs now may do me good.
Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach 1t but how,
And thou fhalt fee how apt it is to learn
Any hard leffon that may do thee good.
Claud. Hath Leonatoany fon, my lord ?
Pedro. No child but Hero, the’s his only heir:
Doft thon afieét her, Claudio?
Cland. © my lord,
When you went onward on this ended a&tion,
1 look’d upon her with a foldier’s eye;
T hat lik’d, but had a rougher tafk in hand
Than to drive liking to-the name of love;
Bur now I am return’d, and that war-thoughts
Have left their places vacant; in their rooms
Come thronging foft and delicate Defires,
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All prompting me how fair young Hero is;

Saying, I lik’d her ere I went to wars.
Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover prefently,

And tire the hearer with a book of words:

If thou doft love fair Fero, cherith it,

And I will break with her, € and wicth her Father:

¢ And thou fhalt have her:’ was’t not to this end,
That thou began’ft to twift fo fine a ftory ?

' Claud. How {weetly do you minifter to love,

That know love’s grief by his compleétion!

But left my liking might too fudden feem,

I would have falv’d it with a longer treatife.
Pedro.Whatneed the bridge much bréader than theflood?

The faireft grant is the neceflity ;

Look, what will ferve, is fit; ’ris once, thou lov’f{t 5

And I will fit chee with a remedy. :

I know, we fhall have revelling to-night;

I will affume thy part in fome difguife,

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio;

And in her bofom Il unclafp my heart,

And take her hearing prifoner with the force

And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale:

Then, after, to her father will I break ;

And the conclufion is, fhe thall be thine;

In practice let us put it prefently. [Exeun?.

¢ Re-enter Leonato and Antonio.

¢ Leo. How now, Brother, where is my confin your
fon? hath he provided this mufic? 7
< Au. Heis very hufy about it; but brother, I can
tell you news that you yet dream’d not of.
¢ Leon. ‘Are they pood?
¢ 4. As the event ftamps them, but they have a
good cover; they how well outward. The Prince a[}d
Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley 1n
¢« my orchard, were thus over heard by a man of mine ;
« The Prince difcover’d to Glaudio, thart he lov’d my niece
¢« your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it this night
« ina dance; and if he found her accordant, he meant
. cho
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to take the prefent time by the top, and inftantly break
with you of it.

¢ Leon. Hath the fellow any wir, that told you this ?

< Ant. A good tharpfellow ; I will fend for him, and
queition him yourfelf. ‘
¢ Leon, No, no; we will hold it as a dream, ’till it
appear itfelf: but I will acquaint my daughter withal,
that fhe may be the better prepared for anfwer, if per-
adventure this be true ; go you and tell herof it : Cou-
fin, you know what you have to do. [Seweral crofs the
Stage fere.] O, 1 cry you mercy, friend, go you with
me and I will ufe your fkill; good Coulin, have a care
this bufy time.’ [Excunt,

¢ SCEN E changes to an’ Apartment in
Leonato’s  Foufe.’

Enter Don John and Conrade.
Conr. WHat the goo-jer, my lord, why are yomw

thus out of meafure fad?

Fohn. There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds
it, therefore the fadnefs is without limit.

Conr. You fhould hear reafon. _

Fohn. And when I have heard it, what Blefling
bringeth it? ,

Cenr. If not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fuf-
ferance. :

Foln. T wonder, that thou (being, as thou fay’ft thou
art, born under Satwrn) goeft about to apply a moral
medicine to a mortifying mifchief: I cannot hide what
I am: I muft be fad when I have caufe, and {inile at
no man’s jefls: eat when I have a ftomach, and wait*for
no man’s leifure; fleep when I am drowfy, and tend on
no man's bufinefs; Iaugh when I am merry, and claw
no man in his humour.

Conr. Yea, but you muft not make the full thow
of this, ’dll you may do it without centrolement you
have of late ftood out againft your brother, and he hath
ta’en you newly into his grace, where it is impofiible

you
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you fhould take root, but by the fair weather that you
make yourfelf: it is needful that you frame the feafom
for your own harveft.

Jokn. 1 had rather be acanker in a hedge, than a rofe-

in his grace; and it better fits my blood to be difdain’d

of all, than to fathion a carriage to rob love from any :.

in this, (though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft
man). it muft not be deny’d but I am a plain-dealing
villain; I am trufted with a muzzel, and infranchifed
with a clog, therefore T have decreed not to fing in my
cage: if I had my mouth, I would: bite; if I had my
liberty, I'would do my liking : in the mean time let me
‘be that I am, and feek not to alter me.

Conr. Can you make no ufe of your difcontent?

Fohn. 1 will make all ufe of it, for I ufe it only.
Who-comes here? what news, Borachio ?

Enter Borachio.

Bora. T came yonder from a great {upper ; the Prince;,,
.your brother, is royally entertain’d; by Leonato, and I
can give you intelligence of an intended marriage.

Fobhn.. Will it ferve for any model to build mifchief
on? what is he for a fool, that betroths himfelf to un-
quietnefs? _ ;

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

Fohn, Who, the moft exquifite Claudio &

Bora. Bven he. .

Fohn. A proper Squire! and who? and who? which
way looks he? -

Bora.. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of
Le nato.

Foln.. A very forward Merck chick! ¢ How come you.
¢ ¢t) know this?

¢ Bora. Being entertain’d for: a perfumer, as.I was
¢ {moaking a mufty room, comes me the Prince: and

¢ Claudio hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt be-

¢ hind the Arras, and there heard it.agreed upon, that

¢ the Prince fhould woo Hero for himfelf; and having
. ¢ obained her, give her to Count Claudio.’

Fohn, Come, come, let us thither, this may P:‘OYE

foad
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food to my difpleafure: that young Rart-up hath all the
glory of my overthrow; if [ can crofs him any way, I
blefs myfelf every way; you are both fure, and wiil
aflitt me.

Conr. To the death, my lord.

John. Let us to the ereat fupper; their Cheer is the
greater, that I am fubdu’d; ’would the cook were of my
mind ! ¢ fhall we go prove what’s to be done ?

¢ Bora. We'll wait upon your lordfhip.’ [ Exeunta

R At L A A Uas AT

11,

SCE N E, o Ha/l in Leonato’s Houfes

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice,
Margaret apd Urfula,

LEO©NATO.

A S not Count John here at Supper?
Ant. I {aw him not,

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks? I never can
fee him, but I am heart-bunn’d an hour after,

Hero, e 1s of a very melancholy difpofition.

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made juft
in the mid-way between him and Bewgdick ; the one is.
too like animage, and fays nothing and the other tap
like my lady’s eldeft fon, evermore tatling.

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick’s tongue in Count
John’s mouth, and half Count 7okr’s melancholy in
Signior Benedick’s face '

Bear, With a good leg, and a good foot, Uncle, and
money enough in his purfe, fuch a man would win any
womanin the world. if he could get her good Will.

Leon. By my trcth, Niece, thou wilt never getthee
a hutband, if thou be (o fhrewd of thy tongue,

Ants
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¢ Ant. In faith, the’s too curft. «

¢ Beat. Too carft is more than curft; T fhall leflfen

God’s fending that way; for it is faid, God fends a

curft Cow fhort horns ; but to a Cow toocurlt he {fends

noue.

¢ Leon. So, by being too curft, God will {fend you no

herns.? -

Beat. © Juft, if he fend me no hufband ;* for the which
bleflirg I am at him upon my knees every morning and
evening: Lord! I could not endare a hofband with a
beard on his face, I had rather lye in woollen.

Lzon. You may light upon @ hufband, that hath no
beard.

Bzg¢. What Thould I do with him ? drefs 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 lefs than a man ; and bhe that is more
than a youth, is not for me; and he that is lefs than
a man, I am not for him; therefore I will even take
fix-pence in earneft of the bear-herd, and lead his apes
ints hell,

Leon, Well then, go youinto hell,——

Beat. No, but to the gate: and there will the devil
meet me, like an old cuckold, with the horns on his
head, and fay, ¢ get you to heaven, Beatrics, get you
¢ to heav’n, here’sno place for you maids.” So deliver
I up my apes, and away to St. Peter, for the heav’nss
¢ he fhews me’ where the bachelors fit, and there live we
as merry as the day is long. _

Ant. 'Well, Niece, I truft, you will be rul’d by yous
father, [72 Hero.

Beat. Yes, faith, it is my Coufin’s duty to make
eurt’{y, and fay, Fat/er as it pleafes you; but yet for
all that, Coufin, let him be a handfome fellow, or
elfe make another curt’ly, and fay, Father as it pleafes
e

Leon. Well, Niece, I hope to fee you one day fitted

with a huafband.
Beat. Not ’till God make men of fome other metal
than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be over-
mafter’d

. houfe is Fowe.
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mafter’d with a piece of valiant dult? to-make account
of her life to a clod of way-ward marle ! no, uncle; P’l1
none; Adam’s fons are my brethren, ‘and, traly, I hold
it a fin to match in my kindred. :

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you; if the
Prince do folicit you in that kind, yau know your'an-
{wer:.

Bear. 'The fault will be in the mufic, coufin, if your
be not woo’d in good time ; If the Prince be too Impor-
tunate, tell him, there ¥ meafure in every thing, and o
dance out the Anfwer; for, hear me, Hura, wooing,
wedding, and repenting, is asa Scorch jig, a meafure,
and a cinque-pace ; the firft fuit is hot and hafly, like
a Scorcl jig, and full s fantaftical ; the \wdd'in'g man-
nerly-modelt, as a meafure, full of ftate and anchentry ;
_and then comes repentance, and with his bad legs falls
into the cingue-pace failer and fafter, *till he finks into
his grave. :

Leon. Coufin, you apprehend pafling threwdly.

. Bear. 1have a good eye, uncle, Ican fee a church
by day-light. [ Mufic plays.

Leon, The revellers are entering, brother ; make good
T00Mm, Mufic agatis

Eater Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and
others in Mafquerade.

Pedro. Lady, will yonwalk about with your friend 2

Hero. So yor walk- foftly, and look fiweetly, and fay
nothing, I am yours for the walk, and efpecially when
I walk away.

Pedro. With me in your company ?

fero. I may fay fo, when I pleafe.

LPedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo ? ]

Hero. When 1 like your favour; for God defend, the
lute fhould be like the cafe! :

Pecvo. (4) My vifor is Philemon’s roof ; within . the
: Eleras

(4) My Zifor is Philemon’s Roof, wwithin: the Houfe is Love.
Thus lhéy wholg Stream of the Cop{;s, from the ﬁrﬁ";o‘.vn-.vards:!
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Hero. Why then your Vifor fhould be thatch’d.
Pedro. Speak low, if you fpeak love.
Balih, Well; I would, you did like me.. (5)
larg. So would not I for your own fake, for I have
many ill qualities.
Balth. Which is one 2

I muft own, this Paffage for a long while appear'd very obfcuse
to me, and gave me much trouble in attempting to underfland
it.  Hero fays to Don Pedro, God forbid, the lute fhould be like
she Cafe! i. e, that your Face fhould heas homely and as ro_arf_c
as your Mafk. Upon this, Don Pedro. compares his Vifor to Pl
omion’s Roof, Tis plain, the Poct alludes to. the Story of Baucis
and Philemon from Qv 1 p 2 And this old Couple, as the Reyas
Poet defcribes ity liv'd in a hateh’d Cottage 5

e Stifiulis & canna. teéia palufiris

But why, Pithin the Houfe is Loye ? Baucis and Philemon, ‘tis true
had lived to old Age together, in a comfortable State of Agreementy
But Piety and Huafpitality are the top Parts of their Charaller.
Our Poet unqueftionably goes a. little deeper into. the Story.
Though this old Pair lived in a Cotiage, this Cottage received
two ftrapgling Gods, ( Fupiter and Mercury; ) under'its Roof, So,
Don. Pedro is a Prince; and though his Vafor is but ordinary, _La
would infinuate to Hero, that he has fomething god-/ike within:
alluding either to his Dignity, or.the anlitics of his Perfon and Mind,
By thefe Circumftances, I am fure, the Thought ig mended ¢ as; X
shink verily, the Textis too by the Changeiof a fingle Letter.

o

w———uvithin the Hotfe of Jove,

Nor is this Emendation a little confirmed by another Paffage
in our’ Author, in which he plainly alludes to the fame Story.
s you like it.
Clown. I am here with thee and thy Goats as the moft cafpricious:
Poet, koneft Ovid,, was among i the Goths.
Jaq. O Knewiédge. ill inkabited, worfe than Jove in a thatch™d
Houfe !

ﬁ'g) Balth. Well; I awould. you did like me], This and the twe
following little Speeches, which I have placed to Balthazar, are
in all the printed Copies given to Bemedick. But ’tis clear, the
Dialogue here ought to be betwixt Balthazar and Margaret::
Benedick, a little lower, converfes with Beatrice : and fo every Man
alks with his Wioman once round,.

Margs
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Marg: Ifay my Prayers aloud.

Ralth. I love you the better, the heavens may cry
Amen., ' '

Marg. God match me with a good dancer!

Balth, Amen. :

Marg. And God keep him out of my fight when the
dance 1s done! anfwer, clerk, _

Baltk. No more words, the clerk is an{wer’d.

[a Dance by the Mafqueraders

Ur/: 1 know you well enough ; you ‘are Signior Ar--

tonio.

¢ Awer.. At a word, T am not.

¢« Ur/. T know you by the wagling of your head.

¢ Aunr. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

< Ur/. You could never do him fo ill-will, unlefs you
¢ were the very man : here’s his dry hand up and down;
¢ you are he, you are he.

¢ Ant. At a word, Iam not. ,

¢« Ur/. Come, come, do youthink, Ido notknow you

by your excellent wit } can virtue hide itfelf ? go to,

mum, you are he ; graces will appear, and there’s an
end.’ :

Beat. Will you not tell me, who told you fo?

Bene. No, you fhall pardon me.

Beat Nor -will you not tell me, who you are?

Bene. Not now.

Bear. That T was difdainful, and that I had my good
Wit out of the Hundred merry Tales; well this' was
Signior Benedick that faid fo.

Bene. What’s he?

Beat. Lam fure, you know him well enough.

Bene. Not I, believe me.

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene. I pray you, whatis he?

Bear. Why, heis.the Prince’s jelter ; a very dull fool,
ouly his gift is in devifing pofiible {landers: none but
libertines delight in him, and the commendation is not
in his wit, but in hisvillany ; for he both'pleafeth men
and angers them, and then they laugh':—tt him, and beat
him ; I'am fure, he is in the fleet ; I'would," he 'had
boarded me, Bene,
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Bene. When I know the gentleman, P11 tell him what

you fay. : :

Beat. Da, do, he’ll but break a comparifon or two on
me; which, peradventure, not mark’d, or not laugh’d
at, ftrikes him into melancholy, and then there's a par-
tridge wing fav’d, for the fool will eat no fupper that
night. Wemuft follow the leaders. [ Mufic aithins

Bene. In every good thing. ‘

Beat, Nay, if they lead to any ill; I will leave then
2t the next turning. [ Exeunt.

Manent John, Borachio, axd Claudio.

Fohn. Sure, my brothei is amorous on Heio, and hatke
withdrawn her father to break with him about it: the
ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains.

Bora. And that is Claudio; I know him by his Bearing.

John. Are you not Signior Benedick ?

Claud. You know me well, I am he.

Joln. Signior, you are very near my brother in his

love, he is enamour’d on Hero; I pray you, diffuade hi‘r;'i
from her, fhe is no equal for his birth ; you may do the
part of an honeft man in it
Cland. How know ye, he loves her ?
Jokn. I heard him fwear his affe@tion.
Bora. So did I too; and he {wore he wduld marry
her to-night.
John.. Come, let us tothe banquet.
[Exeunt Jobn and Borai
Claud. Thus anfwer T in name of Benedick,
But hearithis ill news with the ears of Claudio.
*T1s certain fo, the Prince woees for himfelf.
Eriendthip 1s conftant in all other things,
Save in the office and affairs of /love ;
‘Therefore.all hearits in love'ufe their own tongues,
Let every cyc negotiate for itfelf,
And‘truft no acenc; beautyis a witch,
cAgainftiwhofe charms faith'melteth into blood.
This is ah' accident of hourly proof, ;
Which'T miftrulted not. Parewell then, Hero ! L
. nlce
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Enter Benedick.

Bene, Count Clandio?

Claud. Yea, the fame.

Bene. Come; will you go'with me ?

Gland.: Whither ?

Bere. Even to the next willow, about your own bufi=
mefs, Count. What fafhion will you wear the garland of ?
about your neck, like an Ufurer’s chain ? or under your
arm, like 2 Lieutenant’s fcarf? you muft wear it one
way, forthe Prince hath got your Hero.

C lazd. I wifh him joy of her. s

Benew Why, that’s {poken' like an honeft drover ;. fo
they fell bullocks: but did you think, the Prince woiild
have ferved you thus?

Claud. 1 pray you, leave me.

Bene, Ho! now you firike like the blind man'; ’twas
the boy that ftole your meat, and you’ll beat the poit.

. Clawd. 1% it will not be, I'll leave you. [ Exiz.
= Bene. 'Alas, poor hurt fowle ! now will he creep into
dedges, © Bu', “that my Lady Bearrice thould know me,

“"aud’niot Khow me ! the Prince’s fool ! ha ? it may be, I

"go under that title, "becaufe I am merry; yea, but fo
T am apt to do myfelf wrong : I am not fo reputed, It
“is.the 'bafe“'-(‘t'h'(_)v"b_i'_[ter)" difpofition of Beatrice, that puts
_the world into her perfon, and fo gives me out; well,
LU De reyeng’d as.Imay. : '
0 919% S Bnjer Din Pedra.'’

SH S e
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being overjoy’d with finding a bird’s neft, fhews it his
companion, and he fteals it.

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreffion? the
tranfgreflion is in the ftealer, :

Bene. Yet it had not been amifs, the rod had been
made, and the garland too; for the garland he might
have worn himfelf, and the rod he might have be-
ftow’d on you, who (as I take it) have ftol’n his bird’s
neft.

Pedro. T will but teach them to fing, and reftore them

to the owner.

Bene. If theiv finging ‘anfwer your faying, by my
faith, you fay honeftly.

Péedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quatrrel'to'you’; the
gentleman, that danc’d with her, told her fhe is much
wrong'd by you,

* Bene. 'O, {he mifus’d me paft the induranceofa block

an oak, but with one green leaf on it, ‘would have an-

fwer'd her; my very vifor began'to 'affume life;" and
{cold with her; fhe"told me, not thinking'I'had been

myfelf, 'that T was the Prince’s (jeftér,’ and thatF was

duller thana great thaw 5 (6) huddling“jeft” upon' jefy
with fuch impaflable conveyance upon’me, that'1-[tood
like a man at a matk, with a wholddrmy fhooting ‘at

me; fhe {peaks Poynards, and eyery word'{tabs if“her

breath ‘were as terrible as her terminatioils; there‘Wwere
no living near her, fhe would infect té the I orth=Gtar ;
T would not marry her, though fhe were endowed with
all that Adam had left him' before he tranfgrefs’d'; fhe
would havémede Herculesshave turnld Spitsi yea,.and
have cleft his club to make the fire too. ¢ Comey talls
s notof her, you fhall ind herithe infernal 4# in good
¢ apparels’ I wouldito God, fome fehiolar wonld conjure

(6)——htuddliiig" jeft irefon dofty wwichifudh dmipoflible conmeyancess

upon-me.) ' Thug allithe printed Copies 5, butl freelyrconfels I can- -

nat pofiiblyl underftand the Phrafe,~ I hayve ventured ito, fubititute
i;;:jmj]bb[e. To make Pafs (in Fench:‘gb) 15 to Lhi'iif}', "poth and
by '{rt:‘;m.‘_"f:'ll?/d ) T prefume, the! "Poét meant, (thdt fhe fi'ﬂ(hi’d hor jélts
vpon him with fuchiSmvifirefs, that it ‘Was impofible foxhim te

her

pafi them 4} o parryithem,
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her; for, certainly, while fhe fs here aman may live as
quiet in hell asin a fan@uary, and people 11 upon
purpofe, becaufe they would go thither; fo indeed, all

difquiet, horror and pertusbation follow her.

Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato aund IHero.

Pedro. Look, here The comes.

Bene. Will yous Grace command me any {ervice to
the world’ end¢ 1 will go on the flighteft errand now
to the Antipodes, that you can devife to fend me on;
T will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the :fartheft
inch of Afa; bring you the length of Preffer Fohz's
foor; fetch you a hair off the great Clam’s beard ; do
you any ambaffage to the pigmies, rather than hold three
words conference with this ‘harpy; you have no cm-
ployment for me?

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company.

Bene. O God, Sir, here’s a difh I love not. I can-
not indure this Lady Tongue.

Pedre. Come, Lady, come; you have loft the heart
of Signior Benedick.

¢ Bear. Indeed, my Lond, helent itme a while, and I
¢ gave him ufe for it, a double heart for a fingle one;
¢ marry, once before he won it of me with falfe dice,
¢ therefore your Grace may well {ay, I have loft it.’

Pedre. You have put him down, Lady, you have
put him down.

Beat. So I would not he fhould doime; my Lord ;
left I thould prove the mothen of fools: T have brought
Count Clandis, whom you fent me to feek.

Pedro. Why, how now, Count, wheiefore are you fad ?

Claud. Not{ad, my Lord.

Pedro. How then? fick ?

Claud. Neither, my Lord.

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor fick, ner merry,
nor well; but civil, Count, civil as an orange, and
fomething of that jealous complexion.

Pedro. Pfaith, Lady, I think your blazon to be true:
though I'll be fworp, if he be fo, hisconceit is falfe.

B Here,

o
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Here, Claudio, 1 have wooed in thy name, and famr
Hero -1s iwon. 3 I have broke with lier father, and his
good will obtained ; name the day of marriage, and
God give thee joy.

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her
my fortunes : his Grace hath made the match, and all
grace fay, Amen, to it. '

eat. Speak, Count, ’tis your cue.

Claud. Silence is the perfeéteft herald of joy; I were
but little happy, if I could fay how much. Lady,as
youare mine, L am yours: 1 give away myfelf for
you, and doat upon the exchange.

Beat. Speak Coufin, or (if you cannot) ftop his mouth
with a kifs, ‘and let him. not {peak neither.

Pedro. In faith, Lady you have a merry heart.

Beat. Yea, my Lord, 1 thank it,.poor fool, it keeps
en the windy fide of care; my coafin tells him in his
ear, that heas in her heart, .

Clavd. And fo fhe doth, coufin. ;

Beaz. Good Lord, for alliance! thus. goes every one
to the world but I, andIam f{un-burn’d; I may fit in
a-carner, and ery heighho! for a hufband.

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, 1 will get you one.

Beat. 1 would rather have one of your Farher’s
getting : . hath your Grace ne’er a brother like you?
your Father got excellent” hufbands, if 2 maid could
come by them.

Pedro. Wil you have me, Lady?

Beat. No, my Lord, unlefs I might have another for
working days; your Grace is too coftly to wear every
day s “but, I befeech your. Grace, pardon me, I was
born to {fpeak all mirth and no matter.

Pedro. Your filence moit offends me, and to, be merry
belt becomesyou ; for, out of queftion, you were born
1n aymery. hour.

. Bear: No, fure,.my Lord, my mothercry’d; butthen
there was a ftar danc’d, and under that I was born.
Coufins,: God give you joy.

Leon. Nicce, will. you look to thofe things I -told
you of?

..BC[—T;:
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Bear. T cry you mercy, Uncles by yournGrace’s-
pardon. [ Exit. Beatrice.
Pedro. By my troth a pleafant-fpirited Lady.

¢ Leon. There’s listle of theimelancholy element in

¢ Jer-my Lord); »fheis mever fad but whenthe {leeps,.and

< not: ever fad then ;- (7) for I have heard my daughter
< fay, fhe hathioften dream’d of an happinefs, and wak'd
¢ herfelf with laughing.

¢ Pedro.'She cannotendure to hear tell of a hufband.

¢ Léon. ‘O, by no'means, {he mocks all herwooers
¢ out of {fuit.

¢ Peiro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick.

¢ Leon. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a week
¢ marry’d, ‘they would talk themfclves mad.’

Pedro. Count Glawdie, when mean you to go to
church ?

Claxd. To-morrow, my Lord ; time goeson crutches,

- ?t11l love have all his rites.

Leon. Not ’till Monday, my dear fon, ¢ which 1s
< hence a juft feven-night,” and a time too brief too, to
have all things anf{wer my mind.

Pedro. Come, you fhake the head at fo long a breath-
ing ; but, I warrant, thee, Claadio, the time fhallinot
godully by us. I will in the Zuterim undertake one of
Hercules’s labours, which is, to bring Signior Benedick
and the Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection the
one with the other; T would fain have it a match, and
I doubt rot to fafhion: it, if you three will but minifter
fuch afiiftance as I fhall give you dire&ion,

_1.],:"0?:. My Lord, I am for you, though it coftme ten
mggts watchings. -

/

(7)) For I kaweheard my daughtey [ay, Ske lath often dreamed of un-
hiappinels, and wwak’d herfelfaith laughing.] Tho* all the Imprefiions
agree in this Reading, furely, ’tis abfolutely repugnant to swhat
Leonats intends to'fay, which is this; “© Beatrice is neyer fad, but
¢*.when fhe fleeps;; and not ever fad then; for(he hath often dream't
*¢ of fomething merry, (an happinefs, as the Poetphrafes it,) anc
“ wal’d herfelf with laughing.”

Bz Cla.
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Cland. And I, my Lord.

Pedro. And youtoo, gentle Hero 2

Hero. I 'will do any modeft office; my' Lord, to help
my coufin toa good hufband.

Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft hufbard
that I know: thus farl can praife him, he is of a noble
ftrain, of approv’d valour, and confirm’d honefty. I will
teach you how to humour your coufin, that fhe fhall
fall in love with Bezedick; and I, with your two
helps, will fo pra&ife on Benedick, thatin defpight of
his' quick wit, and his queafy ftomach, he fhall fall in
love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid. is no
longer an archer, his glory fhall be ours, for we are
the only Love-Gods; go in with me, and T will tell
you my drift,  [Exeunt.

SCE N E changes 10 another Apartment in
Leonato’s Houfe.

Enter Don John and Borachio.

Folm. W T is fo, the Count Claudio fhall marry the
‘ Daughter of Leonato. f

{?m'a. Yea, my Lord, but I-can crofs it.

Jokn. Any bar, any crofs, aiy impediment will be
medicinable to me; I am fick in di{pleafure to him ;
and whatfoever: comes athwart his affe®ion, ranges
evenly with mine. How canft ‘thou crofs this mar-
riage ?

Bira. Not honeftly, my Lord, but {o covertly that
no dithonefty fhall appear in me.

Jehn. Shew me briefly how.

Bara. Ithink, I teld your lordfhip a year fince, how
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting-
gentlewoman to Hero. .

Fehn. T remember.

B\_*a. L can, at any unfeafonable inftant of the night,
appoint her (o look out at her Lady’s chamber win dowy.

Foh.
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Fokn. What life is in that, to be the death of this
marriage ! :

Bora, The poifon of That lies in you to temper; g0
you to the Prince your brother, {pare not to tell him,
that he hath wrong’d his Honouar in marrying the re-
nown’d Claudio, (whoft eftimation do you mightily hold
up) to a contaminated Stale, fuch a one as Hero.

ohn. What proof thall T make of that?

. Bora. Proof enough to mifufe the Prince, to vex
Clandio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonaro; lock you for
any other iffue?

“ohz. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any
thing.

L,“‘L) Bora. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw Don

Pedro,.

(8) Bora, Go then, find r:e a meet hour to draw on Pedro and tha
Cotunt Claudio, alones tell them that you know Hero loves me ;——
Offer them Inffances, wlich fhall bear na lefs Likelitood than to [ra
me at her. Ghamber-windozv 5t hear mercall Margaret, Hero ; /ear
Margaret term me CrAuDIOS and bring them fo fee this the wery
nightbefore the intended Wedding.] Thus thewholz Stream of the

Editions frin the firft Quarto dowiwards. I am oblized. hero to
give a fhort Axcount of the Plot depending, that the Ernendation I
have' made may appear the more clear and unqueftionable. The
Bufinefe fands thus : Clzudio, a Favourite of the Arragon Prince,
is, by his Interceffions withiher'Father, to be married to fair Heroj
Don. ks, natural Brother of the Prince, and a hater of Glaudio,
is in his Spleen’ zealous toidifappoint theMatch.  Boraclio, a.raf-
cally Dependant on: Don Fokn, offers his Afliftance; and engages
to brealc’ off the Marriage by this Stratagem.. ¢ Tellthe Prince
¢ and Glaudio (fays He)l that Hero is in Love with: JMe; they
¢ wont. believe it ; offer. them Proofs, as that they fhall fce ms
¢ converfe with her in her Chamber-window. I am in the good
¢ Graces of her Waiting-woman Margarer; and I’ll prevail with
€ NMargares Bt a dead Hour of Night to perfonate her Miftrefs
¢ Hers; do you then bring the Prince and Claudio to overhear our
¢ Difcourfe s and they fhall have the Torment to hear me ad-
¢ drefs Margaret by the Name of Hero, and her fay fweet thingsito
¢ me by the name of Claudio.” This is the Subftance of Bsra-
chio’s Device to malke Hero fulpeéted of Difloyalty, and to break orff
her Match with Claudio. But in the name of common Senfe, could

_it difpleafe Claudie to hear his Miftres making Ulfe of /7 Name

Btz tenderly ?
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Pedro, and the Count Clazdio, alone;, tell.them, that
you know, Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal both to
the Prince and Claudio, as in alove of your brother’s
honour who hath made this match ; and his friend’s re-
putation,-(who is thus like to be cozen’d with the {fem-
blance of a maid), that you have difcover’d thus; they
will hardly believe this without trial's offer them in-
ftances, which fhall bear no lefs likeliheod than to fee me
2t her chamber-window ; hear me call Marzaret, Heros
he_ar f'.a"afgm‘ﬁ term me Borachio ; and bl‘ing them to fee
this the:very night before the intended wedding ; for in

the mean time I will {o fafthion the matter, that Hero fhall

be albifent; and there (hall appear fuch feeming truths:ef

difloyalty, that jealoufy fhall be called affurance,

all the preparation overthrown. ’

¥olin. Grow this to what adverfe iffue it can, T will

put it in pradice: be cunning in the working this, and
thy fee is a thoufand. ducats.

Bura. Be thon.conftantin-the accufation, and my cun-~

ning fhall net fhamesme:
Fokn. Iwill prefently go learn their day of marriage..
[ Exeunt..

S CE N E changes to Leonato’s Orchards
Enter Benedick, € and a Boy,

¢ Bene, 3 (O e——=
)  Buy. Signior.

tenderly® If he faw another Man with her, and heard her call:
him  Clandio, he misht reafonably think her betrayed, but not
have the fame Reafon to accufe her of Diflloyalty. Belfides, how.
could her naming COlaudio make the Prince and Claxdio. believe
that fhe lov'd Borachio, as. he defires Don Fshn to infinuate to
them, that the did? The Circumftances weighed, there .is no,
Doubt but. the Paflaze ought to be reformed,. as I haye fettled in the
Text.

———hear me call Margaret, Hero; #hear Margaret. term me.

BorACH1O0.

.SF”"G‘
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¢ Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book, bring it

¢ hither to me in the oichard. e
Boy. Tam here already, Sir.’ [Exit quv.
Bine. © I know that, but T would have thee hence,
¢ and here again’ I' do'much wonder,? that eriesman,
{eeing how much another man is a fool, when he dedi-
cates his behaviours to love, will, afterhe hath Janght as
{uch fhallow folliesin others, become the argument (jf
his own f{corn, 'by falling 'in love! and fuch.aman 1s
Glandis.. T have known, -when there ‘was: no miufic
with'him but the drum and the fife; and now had bhe
rather hear the tabor and the pipe; I'have known, when
he would have: walk?d ten’mile/ a-foot, todecra good
-mour; and now will he lic'ten nights-awake, carving
the fathion of a new doublet. He was woentto 11,19.11;
plain, and to the purpofe, Jiké an honeft man and a {ol-
3
(0¢

ier s and now is he turn’d-erthographer, his ward.'s are
a very fantaftical banquet, juft {5 many ftrange difhes,
May I be fo converted, and fee with thefe eyes? I can-
not tell ; I'think not, T will not be {warn, but love
may transform me to 'an oyfter ; bur I'll take my oatlr
on ir, *till he have miade an oyfter of- me, he {hall never
make me fach a fool: one womanis fair, yetLam well 5
another is wife, yet I am well ; another virtaous, yet I
am well. But ’till' all graces be in'one won ong
woman [hall not come in_my grace. R 3
that’s certain; wile, or I7ll mone; virtuous, i
never clieapen her ;. fair, or I'll never l\:c:‘i-: en her';
mild,, or come not near me ; nobl

; of vood diftourfe, an ex

hall” be of what colonr,it pleafe

+ I

Prince and Monfieur Love ! I will hide me 1n ‘the dr-

bour [ #ishdrauos.

e ™.~
Enter Don Pedro;

@laudio, axd Balthazar.

Pedro. Come, fhall we hear thismafic: i
Claud. Yea,.my good lord; how fill the evening Is,
As hafli’d on putpofe to gr y ! ek
Pedro. See you where Bean hid himfelf ?
¢ Claud. O very-well, my lord ; the mufic ended,
B 4 We 1}
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« We'll fit the kid-fox with a penny-wonth.’

Pedro. Come, Balihazar, we’ll hear that Song again.

Balth. O good my lord, tax not foibad a voice
"To {lander mufic any more than once.
Pedro. Ttis the witnefs {till of excellency,
To put a ftrange face on his own perfection;
I pray thee, fing; and let me woo no more.
«-Balth. Becaufe you talk of wooing, I will fing 5
< Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit
¢ To her he thinks net worthy yethe weoes ;
<« Yet will he fivear, he loves.
¢ Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come ;
Or 1f thou wilt hold longer argument,,
Do it 1n notes.
< Balrh. Note this before my notes,
There’s not a note of mine, that’s worth the noting.
¢ Pedro. Why, thefe arevery crotchets that he fpeaks,
Note, notes, forfooth, and noting.’
Bene. Now, divine air; now is his foul ravifh’d! 1s
it not ftrange, that fheeps guts fhould hale fouls out

of men’s bodies? well, a horn for my money, when all’s,

‘slone,

Ther S OF N G

Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more,
Men avere deceivers euver s

©One foot in fea, and onc on fhore,
To one thing couffant never:

‘T/’z:‘f ﬁ;q]: 7ot _/r:;t bt ZLJ! them 00,
Awd be you blith and Honny ;
Conwerting all your founds of avoe

Lnta key. nony, nony.

Sing no more ditties, fing no -mo,
Of dumps fo dull and heawy ;
The frauds of men awere cver fo,
Since fummer avas firft leafy
Then figh uor fo, &c.
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Pedro. By my troth, a good Song.

Balth. And an ill finger, my lord.

< Pedro. Ha, no ; no, faith ; thou fing’it well enough
< for a fhift.’

Bene. If he had been a dog, that fhould have howl’d
thus, they would have hang'd him; and, I pray God,
his bad voice bode no mifchief! I had: as lief have

card the night-raven,. ¢ come what plague could have
& come afterit.’

Pedro. Yea, marry, doft thou hear, Balthazar 2 1
pray thee, get us. fome excellent mufic.; for to mor-
row night we would haveitat the lady Hero’s chamber-
WwWinaow:

Balth, The bet T can, my lord..  [Ex:¢ Balthazar.

Pedro. Do fo: farewel. Come hither, Legnato; what
was it you told me of to-day, that your Niece Bearrice
was in love with Signior Bemedick ?

Claud.. Q5 ay;— ftalk on,. ftalk on, the fowl
fits. I.did never think,. that lady would have loved any

- man..

Leon.. No, nor I neither; but moft wonderful, thac
fhe (hould {o doat on Signior Beuedicz, whom fhe hath
in all outward-behaviour feem’d ever.to abhor.

Bene. 1s’t poflible, fits the wind ia that corner ?

! [ djide.

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I eannot tell waat Lo
think of it; but that fhe loves him with an inraged afs
fe&ion, it is paft the infinite of thought.

Pedra. May be, fhe doth but counterfeit.

Claud. Faith, lile enongh.

Leon. © God! counterfeit? there was'never counter-
feit of paflion came fo near the life of paffion, as fhe
difcovers it:

Pedro. Why, what effes of paflion fhews fhe

Clard. Bait the hook well, this fith will bite, [A4/ie.

Leon. What effeéts, my lord 2 .fhe will fit you, you
heard my daughter tell you how.

Cland. She did, indeed.

PBedro. How, how, I pray you? you amaze me: 1

5 ; would
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would have thought, her fpirit had been invincible
againft all affaults of affe&ion.

Leon. T would have fworn, it had,. my lord ; efpeci-
ally Hgainft Benedick.

Bene. [ Afide.] T fhould think this a gull, but that the
white-bearded fellow fpealks it; knavery cannot, fure,
hide himfelf in fuch reverence.

Claud. He hath ta’en th? infeftion, hold it up. [Afide..

Pedro. Hath fhie made her affeéion known to Bene-
dick ?

Leon. No, and fwears the never will;; that’s her tor-
ment.

¢ Claud. *Tis true, indeed, fo your daughter fays :-

¢ fhallI, fays fhe, that have fo oftiencounter’d him with
* {corn, write to him that T love him ? .

¢ Leon. This fays the now, when fhe is beginning to
write to him ; for fhe’ll be up twenty times a night,
and there will fhe fit in her fmock, till the have writ
¢ a fheet of paper ; my daughter.tells us all.

2

&

¢ Claud. Now you talk of a fheet of  paper, I re-=-

¢ member a pretty jeft your daughter told us of.

-Leon. O, when fhe had writ it, and was rea ding
© it over, fhe found Benedick and Beatrice between the
=Sheet;

¢ Gland. "That

< Leon. (9) O, fhe tore the letter inta a thoufand half-
“ pence ; rml’d at herfelf, that fhe fhould be o immo<
< deft, to write toone thar, fhelnew, woud fout her: .
¢ I meafure him' fays fhe, by my own Spivit, for I
¢ fhould flout him if he writ to:me; yea though I love
€ him, T fhould.

(9) Oy fheitore the: Litter into, a thou[and half-pence ;] i. e. inte
2 thoufond pieces of the fame bignef$, ' This'is farther explained ~
by a Pafiage in As yor likeit.

— Tere woere none principal 5 (they cvere all - like ane another as

kalf-pence are. : -

In both places the Poet alludes to the old-Silver Penny which had
aCreafe running Crofs-wifzover it, fo that it might be broke into
w0 ar fourequal picces; half-penee; or farthings.

C/{”‘dn
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¢ Claud. Then down upon her knees {he falls, weeps,
¢ {obs, beats her heart, tears her i-:‘,i_r, pra):s, cuifes; O
¢ Tweet Benedick! God give me patience!

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter fays fo; and
the ecftacy hath fo much overborne her, that my daugh-
ter is fometimes afraid, flie will do defperate outrage to
herfelf; €it is very true,’ :

Pedro, It were good that Bemedick knew of it by
{fcme other, - if fhe will not difcover it. _

¢ Cland, Towhat end ? he would but make a {port of
¢it, and torment the poor lady worfe. ;

¢ Pedro. If he fhould, it were an alms to hang.h_lm ;
¢ fhels an excellent fieet lady, and (out of all fuflpicion)
¢lie is virtuous.

¢ Claud. And fhe is exceeding wife.

¢ Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick.

¢ Leon. O my lord, wifdom and blood combating 1n
{0 tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood
shath the vifory ;' I am forry for her, as [ have juft
¢ caufe, being her uncle and her guardian. N RL

¢ Pedro. I would, fhe had beftow’d thisdotage on me ;
¢« I would havedafft all other refpeéts, and made her half
« myfelf,? I pray you tell Binedick of it; .and hear what
he will fay. .

Leon. Were it good, thinkiyou &=

¢ Claud. Herothinks, {urely fhe will die; for fhe fays, -
¢ {he will die if he love her not, and fhe will die ere fhe
¢ make her loyve known ; and’ fhe will die if he won her,
< rather than fhe will bate: one breath of her aceuftom®d
¢ croflnefs. ‘
€ Pedro. She doth well; if fhe thould malke tender of
¢ her love,’ ’tis very poflible, Lie'll feara'it'; ' for the nan,
as you know all, hath a contemptible fpirit.
¢ @Claud. He is a very properman.
¢ Pedyo, He hath, indeed; a good outward happinefs.
¢ Cland. ’Fore God, and, 1n my mind, very wife.
¢ Pedro. He doth, 1ndeed, fhew:fome {parksithat are
- $-ike wit.
¢ Leon. And T talze him to be valiant.
o % Fedro, As He&or, 1 affure you ; and in the
‘ B 6
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< of quarrels you may fay he is wife; for either he
¢ avoids them with great difcretion, or unndertakes them
<€ with a chriftian-like fear.

¢ Leon. If he do fear God, he muft neceflarily keep
¢ peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to enter into
€ a quarrel with fear and trembling,

¢ Pedro. And fo will he do, for the man doth fear
¢ Goa, howfoever it feems not in him, by fome large jefts
< he wall make.. Well, I am forry for your Niece ; fhall
we go feek Benedick, and tell him of her love ¢’

Cland.: Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it out
with geod counfel.

Leon. Nay, that’s impoflible, fhe may wear her heart:

out firft.

Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your
daugliter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well ;
and I could wifh he would modeftly examine himfelf,
to {ee how much he is unworthy to have fo good a
lady. |

Lesn. My Lord, will you walk 2 dinner is ready.

Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will
never troft my expectation. [Afide.

Pedro. Let there be the fame net {pread. for her, and
that mult your daughter and her gentlewoman carry ;
the fport will be, when they hold an opinicn of oue:
another’s dotage, and no fuch matter; thac’s the Scene
thar I would fee, ¢ whichiwill be merely a dumb Show ;’
let us {end her to call him to dinner. [dfide.]  Exeant..

Benedick adwances from.the Arbour.

Bene. This can be no tricle, the conference was {adly
borne ; they have the truth of this from Here ; they feem
_to pity the lady ; it feems, her affe@®ions: have the full
bent. ILove me! why, it muft be requited: T hear,

how I am cenfur’d; they fay, [ will bear myfelf

proudly, if I perceive the love come from her; they
fay too, that fhe will rather die than give any fign of
affeGtion ————1 did never think to marry———1
muft not feem proud———— happy arve they that hear
their detractions, and can, put them to mending : they

fay,.
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fay, the lady is fair; ’tis a truth T.can bear them wit-
nefs : and virtuous; —’tis fo, I cannot reprove it:
and wife, but for loving me by my troth, itis no
addition to her wit, nor no great argument.of her folly ;
for I will be horribly in love with her.———I may
chance to- have fome odd quirks and remnants of- wit
broken on me, becaufe I have rail’d fo long againft mar-
riage; but doth not the appetite alter? a man loves the
meat'in his youth, that he cannot endure in his age.
Shall quipps and fentences, and thefe paper-bullets of the
brain, awe a man from the career of his humour? no::
the world muit bée peopled. When 1"faid, I' would die a
bachelor, I did not think I fthould live ’till I were mar-
ry’d. Here comes Beatrice: by this day, fhe’s'a fair
lady; I do {py fome marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice..

Beat., Againft my will, T am fent to bid you come in
to dinner.

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I ok no more pains for thofe thanks, than
you take pains to thank me; if it had been painful, I
would not have come.

Bene. You take pleafure then in the meflage.

Beat. Yea, jult fo much as you. may take upon.a
knife’s point, and choak a daw withal: you have no
ftomach, Signior; fare you well. [Bit.

Bene. Ha! againft my will I am Jfent to bid you come
71 to dinner: there’s a double meaning in that. I
200k no more pains for thofe thaunks, than you taok pains o
2hank me ;- that’s as much as to fay, any pains that
I take for you is as ealy as thanks. If I do not take
pity of hex, T am a villain; if I do not love her, I am,
a Few; I will go get her Picture. [Exit.

e
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SCE N E continues in the Orchard.
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfula.

H B RO

GOOD Margoret, tun thee into the parlour,-
There fhalt thou find my Coufin Bearrice,

¢ Propofing with the Prince and Claudo ;’
Whifper her ear, and tell her, 1 and Unfula

Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcourfe

Ts all of her ; fay, that thou overheard’ft us;

And bid her fteal into the pleached Bower,

¢ Where honey-fuckles, ripen’d by the Sun,

¢ Forbid the Sun to enter ; like to Favourites,

¢ Made proud by Princes; that advance their pride
¢ Againft that power that bred it: there will fhe hide her, .
To liflen our purpofe; this is thy office,

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. ’ll make her come, I warrant, prefently:. [Exite

Hero. Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth come,

As we do trace this alley up and down,

Qur talk muft only be of Benedict ;

When I do name him, let it be thy part

T'o praife him more than ever man did merit,
My ralk to thee muft be, how Binedictk

Is fick in love with Bratrice; of this' matter .

Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made,

That only wounds by hear-fay : now begin. .

Euter. Beatrice, ranning towards the Arbour.

For look, where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs
Clofe by the ground to hear our conference.
Tlhie pleafant’ft angling is to {ee the fifh

Cut
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Cut with her golden-oars the filver {tream;
And greedily devour the treacherous bait ;
¢ So angle we for Beatrice, who €€n now
¢ Is couched in the woodbine coverture.

@/, Fear you not my part of the dialogue. )

Fero. Then go we near her, that her ear loofe nothing
Of the falfe fweet baic that we lay for it.——

No, truly, Us/ula, {he’s too difdainful 3
I know, her fpirits are as coy and wald.
As haggerds of therock.

rf. But art fure, g
That Beuedick loves Beatrice {0 entirely 2

Hero. So fays the Prince, and my new—tr’othed lord. .

¢ Ur/: And.did they bid you tell her of 1t, Madam?*

Hiro. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it ;
Bui I perfoaded them, if they lov’d Benedics,

"To wiih him wreftle with affection,
And never to let Beatrice know of 1it.

Ur/. Why did you fo? doth potthe Gentleman
Deferve as full, as fortunate .a bed,

As ever Beatrice fhall couch upon £

Eer. O Gadof love! I know, he doth deferve
As much as may be yielded to 2 man: ‘

But Nature never fram’d a woman’s heart
Of prouder ftuff than that of Beatrice.
Difdain and Scorn ride fparkling in her eyes,
Mif-prizing what they look on ; and her wit
Values itfelf fo highly, that to her
All matter elfe feems weak ; fhe cannot love,
Nor take no fhape nor projeét of affection,
She is fo felf-indeared.

Uy/. Sure, I think {o;

And therefore certainly it were not good
She Lknew his love, left fhe make {port at it.

Hero. Why, you fpeak truth, I never yet {aw man,
How wile, how noble, young, how rarel):' featur’d,
But fhe would fpell him backward ; if fair-fac’d,
She’d fwear, thegentleman thould be her ﬁfter ;

Tf black, why, Natare, drawing of an antic,

Made a foul blot;, if tall, a lance ill-headed 5 =
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Ef low, an Aglet very vilely cut;, (10)
It {peaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ;.
If filent, why, a block moved with none.
So turns fhe every man the wrong fide out,
And never gives to truth and virtue that,
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth.
Uy/. Sure, fure, fuch carping is not commendable.
Hero. ¢ No; for to be {o odd, and from all fathions,
$ As Beatriece 1s, cannot be commendable,’
But who dare tell her {o? if I fhould fpeak,
She’d mock me into air; O, fhe would laugh me
Out of myfelf, prefs me to death with wit.
Therefore let Benedich, like cover’d fire.
Confume away in fighs, wafte inwardly ;
It were a better death than die with mocks,
¢ Which is as bad as ’tis to_die with tickling.’
Ur/. Yet tell herof it ; hear what fhe will fays
Hero. No, rather I will go to Benedick,
And counfel him to fight againft his paffion.
And, truly, I’ll devife fome honeft flanders |
To ftain my Couflin with ;' one doth not know, |
How much anill word may impoifon liking.

Ur/. O, do not do your Coufin fuch'a wrong.
She cannot be fo much without true judgment,
(Having fo {wift and excellent a wit, 5
As fhe is priz’d to have) as to refufe A

(10) If low, an Awat wery wilely cut ;) But why an Azat, if Jow?"
Ard what Shadow:. of Lilenefs berween a fittle Man and an, Agdt-p-
The Ancients, indeed, ufed this Stone to cut in, and upon ; but:
moltexquifitely. I make no queltion hut the Poet wrote;

—

an "AGIEt wery: wilely cuts

£n Aglet was the Tagof thofe Points, formerly. (o much in Fafhion.
Thefe Tags were either of Gold, Silver; or Bra%, acco: ding te the
Quality of the Weaer 5 and were commonly in the Shape of little
Images 5t or at leafk had a head cutidt ithe Exiremity; .as is feen at
the end af the Siart of old-fathion’d Spodns: - And asa tall Man is be-
fore comparedito a Lance ill-headed 5 fo, by the fame Figure, a fitdle
Dan is vergaptly liken'd to an Aglet ill-cut,

! Mr., Warburton,

Sa
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So rare a gentleman as Benedict..
¢ Hero. He is the only man of Zialy,
¢ Always excepted my dear Clandio,.
¢ Uz I pray you, be not angry with me, Madam,
¢ Speaking my fancy ; Signior Benedick,
¢ For fhape, forbeaiing, argument and valour,
¢ Goes foremoft in report through Italy.’
Kro. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.
U/ His excellence did earn it, ’ere he had it.
When are you marry’d, Madam? i
Hero. Whys every day; to-morrow 3 COme; g0:1il,
T'll thew thee fome attires, and have thy counfel
Which is the beft to furnith me to-morrow.
Ur/. She’slim’d, 1 warrant yous we have caught her,
Hero. If it provefo, then loving goes by haps ;
Same Gupids kill with arrows, fome with traps.
[Excunts

Beatrice, adwancing.

Beat. What fire isin my ears? can this be true ?
Stand [ condemn’d for pride and fcorn fo much &
‘Contempt, farewel | and maiden pride, adicu !
No glory lives behind the back of fuch.
And, Beredick, loveon, I will requite thee ;
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ;.
If thou doft love, thy kindnefs fhallincice thee
o bind our loves upin a holy band.
¢ For others fay, thou doft deferve ; and I

¢« Believe it better than reportingly.” [ Exir,.

S C E N E Leonato’s Houfe.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick azd Leonato.

Pedro. I DO but ftay ’till your marriage be confummate,
and then go I toward. Arragon. : o
Claud. Il bring you thither, my lord, if you
vouch(afe me. .
Pzdro.. Nay, © that would be as great a foilin dxegnlzxz
. &

.




&

ay

.4

42 Muen Apo about N oTHING

L4 £ 1

y g!oC{'s ;n your marriage, as to fhew a child his new coat
~and orbid him to wear it.”"1 will ‘only bé bold with
Benedick for his company; for; from the crown of his
head to_the fole of his' foot, he is all mirth ;' he'hath

twice 1 ; i ; 1
or thrice' cut Cupid’s bow-ftring, “and the little.

lﬁﬂn%rcr;mn dare not fhoot at him ; he hath a heart as
ound asabell, and his tonoue is the clapper : for what
W - . o he clapper; for what
f1s heart thinks, his tongue fpeaks.

.LBafm. Gallants, I'am not as I have been.

eor. Sofay I; methinks, you are fadder.

2&7&5,/. I hope, he is'in love:
Llfoeciu:a. I.'[‘?ang h]‘n]’ truant, there’s no true di'Op of
bleed in him, to be truly touched wi if

iched with love ; :

fad, he wants money: ! S

Bene. T have the tooth-ach.

Pedro. Draw it.

Bine: Hang'it:,

“Clad.. Yo ) ; i
Claxd. Youmulthang it firfl, and'draw it afterwards.?”

Pédrel What? fiah for i
LE:’H‘. “_:;I i_la‘t?_ figh for the tooth-ach |
L’;;);' {Me];;u is bura hymour, . or a worm,
ezt s €veny one'can mafler a orief ih
L ¥ can mafler a g_nel but he that
(‘:'ﬁ?.wf. Yet fay I, heiis in love,
edro. There is sear: in bi
e, X te Is no appearance of faney in him, un-
o 2 fancy that he hath totrange difouifes, as to
a Duteh man to'dayv. a Frenck man. LY e o Y
e n s Yi» 3 Hrencl manito- nioriow:; or in
HE ilpe GF two countiies at once;” a Geranan from the
7ailt downy DS 16 Sl e o R
wward, all flops 3 and'a §paniard from the hip

d

n A n

-

3
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43 you would have it te appear he is.’
. Claud. If he be not in Io .
is no_helieving old fio 1
1 g igns; he brufhes his hat o’
m%s ; what fhould that bt’Jdt‘ P e

% gf"{{r;" IE_TIaH’] any man feen him at the barber’s ?

aud. INo, but the barber’s'man hath been feén with-

hlul ) ﬂlld thL old (< 1 lead
1Q OrnamEHt Of h 2R
; ‘i : 18 Ch (.]x ].ath al : y

¢ Leon. Indeed, |

By st o e looks younger than he did by the-

Begro,

upward, no doublet = Tlrlel : =
{C'E:)ICI' ».no doublet ; Unlefs he have a fancy to this.
Y>.as 1t appears he hath, the is no fool for fancy,

ove with fome woman, there:-
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Pedio. Nay, he. rubs himfelf with civet; can. you
{mell him out by that ?

Cland. That’s 4s much as to fay, the fweet youth’s ia
love.

Pedro.. The greatelt note of it is his melancholy.

< Claud. And when was he wont to wath his face ?
¢ Pedro. Yea, or to paint him{elf? for the which,
fay of him.’

1t his jefting {pirit, which is now cr’ept

¢ hear what they

Claad., Nay, k&
into alatz-fring © and now govern’d by ftops
' Jdéed that tells a heavy taléfor ‘him.” Con-

L?Dl (2170
clude, he is 10 love.

Claud. Nay, buat I know wholoves him.

Pedrg. That would [ know too: Iwarrant, one that
knows him net.

Claud., Yes, and hisill conditions, and in defpight of
all, dies for him. :

Pudrs. Sheball be bury’d withher heelsupwards. (11)

RBene. Yot is this no charm for the tooth-ach. Old
Signior, wallk afide with me, L. have fludy’d eight or
nine wife words to fpeak-toyou which thefe hobby-horfes
muft not hear. [ Exeunt Benedick 224 Leonato.

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

Claud. *Tis even fo. Hero and Margaret have by this
play’d their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two beass
will not bite onc another, when they meet.

Enter Don John.

Sfohn. My Lord and brother, God fave you,

Pedro. Good den, brother. ;
Fohn. If your leifure ferv’ds; T would fpeal with you..

Pedro. In private.
(x1) Ske fhall be Luried with her Eace upmards.) Thus the
whole Set of Editions : But what 1sthere'any aways particular in
this ? Are not all Men and Women buried fo'? Sure, the Poe
means, in Oppofition to the general Rule, and by ‘way of Dil~
tin&ion, with her Jeels upwards, or fice downw:udf. Iha\'cAchofe
the firft Reading, becavfe Ifind it the expreffion in, Vogue 1n OUR

Author’s time,
Fohn

o,
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John. If it pleafe you 5 yet Count Clandio may: hez;r;,

for, what I would fpeak of, concerns him.
Pedro, What's the matter ?

Jokn. Means your lordfhip to be marry’d to-mor-
row ?

Pedro. You know, he does,

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

Claz{a’_. If. there bhe any impediment, I'pray you, dif-
Eever it. i :

Felin. You may think, T love you not ; let that ap-
pear hereafter; and aim better at me by that I now
will manifeft; for my brother, I thinlk, he holds you
WE“Z and 1n dearnefs of heart hath holp to affect your
enluing marriage ; furely, fuic il {pent, and labour 1ll
beftow?d !

Pedro. Why, what’s the matter ?

Fohn. T came hither to tell you, and cifcumances
dhortn’d, (for fhe hath been too long a talking of) the
Lady is dilloyal. 2

Claud. Who? Hiro 2

Jokn. Bven fhe ;  Leonate’s Hero,: your Hero, cvery
man’s Hero. ;

Claud. Difloyal?

John. The word is too good' to paint out herwiclked-
nefs 5 T conld fay, the were worfe : think you of a worfe
title, and T will fit ‘her to it5 wonder not ’till further
warrant; go but with me to night, you fhall feel
chamber window enter’d, ' even
wedding-day; if you love her,
but it would better fit your
mind.

Claad. May- this be {o

.fe:/ro. IEwill notithinl it —

John. If you dare not truft that you {ee, confefs not:
that you know'; if you will follow me, I will fhew you
enough ; and \'-:her; you, have {een more and heard IMOTE,
proceed accordingly.,
L
L S e f congregation, where: It

C wed, there will T thame her,

f{erig
the night before her
then to-morrow.wed her ;
honour to change your

Pedra..

[Zo Clandie..
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: .Pfalrn. And as I wooed for thee to obrain her, I will
Join with thee to difgrace her.
Jokn, Iwill difparage her no farther, ’till you are my

“witnefles ; bear it coldly but *till night, and let the iflue

thew itfelf.
¢ Pedro, O day untowardly turned !
¢ Claud. O mifchief ftrangely thwarting !
¢ John. O plague right well prevented! 7
¢ S5 you will {fay, when you have [cen the {equel.’
[Exeuuts

S C E N E changes to the Street.
FEnter Dogberry and Verges, avith the I¥atch.

Dogh. R E you good men and true?

A, Verg. Yea, orelfe it were pity but they
{hould fuffer falvation, boedy and foul. _

Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment toe good for
them, if they thould have any allegiance in them, being
chofen for the Prince’s watch.

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog-
&er;:y.

Dogb. Firlt, who think you the moft defartlefs man
to be conftable?

1 Watch. Huph Oatcake, Sir, or George Seacole 5 for
they can write and read.

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

2 Watch, Both which, mafter conftable

Dagb. You have: I knew, it would be your anfwer.
Well, for your favour, Sir, why, give God thanks,
and make no boaft of it; and for your writing and
reacing, let -that appear -when there is'nomecd of {uch
vanity : youare thought here to be the moft {fenfelels and
it man for the Confiable of the Watch, therefore bear
you the lanthorn ; this is your charge : you fhall com-
prehend all vagrom men ; you are to bidany man ftand,
in the Princes’s name.

2 Watch.
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‘2 Watch. How if he will ‘not ftand ?

Dogh. Why, then take no note of him, butlet him:
o0 ; and prefently ‘call the reft of the Watch together,.
and thank God you are rid of ‘a kmnave.

Verg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he is
none of the Prince’s fubjelts. :

Dogh. True, and they are to meddle with none but
the Prince’s fubjeés; you' fhall alfo make no noife in
the fireets ; for, the Watch'to" babble and talk, is moft
tolerable, and not to be endur’d.

2 Watch. We will rather {leep than talk; we know
what belongs to a Watch.

Dogh. Why, you {peak like an ancient and moft quict
watchman, forI cannot fee how fleeping fhould offend ;
only have a'care that your bills be' not ftolen : ‘well, you
are to call at all the ale-houfes, and bid them thatare
drunk get them to bed.

2 Watch. How if they will not ?

Dogh. Why, then let them alone ’till they are fober;
if they make you not then the better an{wer,’ you may
fay, they are not the men you took them for.

Watch. Well, Sir.

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may fufpe& him by
virtue of your oflice’ to be no true man; aud for fuch

kind of men, the lefs yon meddle or make with them,
why, the more is for your honefty.

2 Warch. IE we know him to be a thief, fliall we not
lay hiands on him ?

Dogh. Truly, by your office you may ; but, I think,
they that touch pitch will be defil’d : the moft peaceable
way foryou, if youdo rake a thief, is, to let him fthew
himfeli whatheis, and itcal out of your company.

Perg, You have beenalway’s call’d a merciful man,
Partner.

Dogb. Truly, T would ‘hot hang a dog by my will,
much more a man who hath'any honefty in him.

Verg. If you hear a child cry in"the night, you muft
call to the nurfe and bid her fill'it.

2 Warch. How if the nud® be afleep, and will not
hear us ? -

Dogb.
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Dogh. Why, then depart in peace, and let the child
-walke her with ecrying: for the ewe that will not hear
her lamb when it baes, will never an{wer a calf when
he bleats. ‘

Verg. *Tis very true.

Dogb. This is the end of the charge: you, conftable,
are to prefent the Prince’s own perfon ; 1f you meet the
Prince in the night, you may ftay him.

Verg. Nay, bi’rlady, that, I think, he cannot.

Dogb. Rive fhillings to one on’t with any man that
knows the [tatues, he may ftay him ; marry, not with-
out the Prince’be willing: for, indeed, thewatch ought
to offend no manj; and it is an offence to ftay a man
againft his will.

Perg. Bi'rlady, I think, it be fo.

Dogb.. Ha, ha, ha! well, mafters, good nicht; an
therc be any matter of weight chances, call up me;
keep your fellow’s counfels and your own, and good
night ; come neighbour.

> Watch. Well, malters, we hear our charge ; let us
go fit here npon the church-bench till two, and chen all
«to bed.

Dogb. One word more, honelt neighbours. I pray
you, watch about Signior Leonato’s door, for the Wed-
ding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil to
might ; adien ; be vigilant, I befeech you.

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges.

Exter Borachio azd Conrade,

Bora. What | Conrade

Wateh. Peace, ftir not. [Afde.

Bora. Conrade, 1fay!

Conr. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.

¢ Bora. Mafs, and my elbow itch’d, I.thought there
< would a fcab follow.

¢ Cour. I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now

« forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee clofe. then ¢ under this pent houfe,
for it drizzles rain,” and I will, like a true drunkard,
atter all to thee.

Waich,
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Watch. Some treafon, mafters; yet ftand clofe.

Bora. Therefore know, I haveearnedof Don Foin 2
thoufand ducats.
~ Conr. Is it poffible that any villany fhould be fo
dear ? ! :

Bora. Thou fhould’Rt rather afk, if it were poflible
any villany fhould be fo cheap? for when rich villains
have need of poor ones, poor ones may malce what price
they wall.

Conr. I wonder at it.

Bora. That fhrews, thou art unconfirm’d; thou know-
eft, that the fathion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloalk
is nothing to a man.

Conr. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean the fathion.

Conr. Yes, the fathion is the fafhion.

Bora. Tuth, I may as well fay, the fool’s the fool ;
but {ee’ft thou not, what a deformed thief this fafhion
is.? .

Watch. 1 know that Deformed; he has been a vile
thief thefe feven years; he goes up and down like a
-gentleman : I remember his name.

Bora. Didlt thou not hear fome body ?

Conr. No, ’twas the vane on the houfe.

Bora. Seeft thou not, I fay, what # deformed thief
this fathion 1s ¢ how giddily he tarns about all the hot-
bloods between fourteen and five and thircy ; ¢ fome-
¢ times fathioning them like P/arac’s foldicrs in the rea-
< chy painting; [ometimes, -like the God Bel’s priefts in
< the old church-window ; fometimes, like:the fhaven
¢ Hercules in the {mirch'd worm-caten tapeftry, where
< his codpiece feems as mafly as his club.

Conr. © All this I {ee, and {ee, that the fafhion wears
¢ out more apparel than the man;” but art hot thou thy-
felf giddy with the fafhion too, that thou haft (hifted out
of thy tale into telling me of the fafhion !

Bora. Not [o, neither; but know that I have to-
night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's gentlewoman,
by the name of Hero; fhe leans me cut at her miltrefs’s
chamber-window, bids mea thoufand times good night—

- I tell
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I tell this tale vilely————1" fhould firft tell thee, how
the Prince, Clandio, and my matter, planted and placed,
and poffeffed by my mafter Don jokn, faw afar off in
the orchard this amiable escounter.
Conr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero e
Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudic; but
the devil my mafter knew, the was Margaret ; € and part-
¢ ly by his oaths, which firft poffett them, partly by the
¢ dark night, which did deceive them, but chiefly by my
¢ villany, which did confirm any flander that Don 7o/
¢ had made,” away went Clandio enraged; fwore, he
would meet her as he was appointed next morning at the
f'emple, and there, before the whole Congregation,
fhame her with what ‘he {aw o’er night, and fend her
home again without a lufband.
1 Watch. We charge you in the Prince’s name, ftand.
2 Watch. Call up the right matter conftable; we have
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of letchery that
‘ever was known in the common-wealth,
1 Watch. And one Deformed is onc of them ; I know
him, he wears a lock.
Conr. Mafters, mafters, (12)
2 Watch. Youll be made bring Dsformed forth, I
warrant you.
‘Conr. Mafters,
1 Wateh. Never fpeak ; we charge you, let us obey
you to go with us,
Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity,
‘being taken up of thefe mens bills.

(12) Conr. Mafters, Maflers,——
5 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed fortk; T zvarrant yoi.
Conr. Maflers, never [peak, wwe charge yaou, let ws chey you te

g0 wirk us,| The different Regulation whrch, I have made in

thisi laft Speech, tho! againft the Authority of all the printed
Copies, I flatter myfelf, carries its Proof with it. Gonrade and
Borachio are not defigned to talk abfurd” Nonfenfe (that is the
diftinguifhing Charaéteriftic of the Conflable and Parch.) It is
evident therefore, that Cenrade is attempting his own Juftifi-
cation ; but is jnterrupted in it by the Impertineace of the Men
in -Office.

Vor, IL. C Conr,
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¢ Conr. A commodity in queltien, I warrant you: come,
¢ we’ll obey you.’ [ Exeunt.

SCENE, Hero’s Apartment in Leonato’s [Houfe.
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfula.

¢ Hero.m NOOD Urfula, wake my coufin Beatrice, and
: defire her to rife. kS

¢ Upfe 1 will, lady.

¢ Hero. And bid her come hither.

¢ Wy Well.?

Marg. Troth, I think, your other Rebato were better.

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

Marg. By my troth, it’s not {fo good ; and I warrant,
your coufin will fay fo.

Hero. My -coufin’s z fool, and thou art another. I’ll
wear none bat this,

Marg. 1 like the new tire within excellently, ¢ if the
¢ hair were a thought browner ;> and your gown’s a meit
rare fafhion, i’faith. I faw the Dutchels of M.lan’s gown,
that they praife {o.

¢ Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay.

¢ Marg. By wy troth,it’s buta night-gown in refpe&
¢ of yours ; cloth of gold and cuts, and lac’d with filver,
¢ fet with pearls down-{leeves, fide fleeves and{fkirts, round
¢ underborme with a blueifh tinfel;” bat for a fine queint,
graceful and exeellent fufhion, yours is worth ten on’t.

Here. God give me joy towear it, for my heart is
exceeding heavy ! s

Marg. *T'will be heavier foon by the weight of a man.

Fero, Iie upon thee, art not afham’d ?

¢ Marg. Of what, lady:? (,ff‘t‘/eakll‘!g hanourably? is

notmarriage honourable in a beggar? is not your Lord

honeurable without marriage ¥ L think you would have
nie fay ({aving your reverence) a hufband. If bad
thinking do not wrelt true {peacing, I'll offend no body;

15 there any harm in the heavier for z be none,

I think, if it be che right hufband, and the right wife,

t heavy 5 alk my lady Beazrice

otherwife “tis light and 0o

elie, here [he comes,

Eiter

Apo abot NoOoTHIN G.
Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good-morrow, coz.

Beat. Good-moriow, Iweet Hero.

Hero.. Why, how now? do you fpeak in the
tune ? .

Beat. I am out of all other tune, ,methinks,

¢ Marg. Clap us into Light ¢ love; that goes without

S 5 4 : e
¢ a burden ? do yeu fing it, and I’ll dance it. :
¢ Beat. Yes, Light o’ lowe with your heels ; then if
<~ your hufband have ftables enough, you’ll look he fhall
¢ lack no barns. ;

¢ Marg. O illegitimate conftruétion! I fcorn that
¢ with my heels,’ : T

Bear. *Tis almotft five o’clock, coufini? *tis time you
were ready : by my troth, I am excceding ill; hey ho !

Marg. For a hawk, a horfe, or a hufband ?

¢ Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.

¢ Marg. Well, 1if you be not turn’d Zur# there’s no
¢ more {ailing by the ftar.

¢ Boar. What means the fool, trow ? !

¢ Marg. Nothing I, but God fend every one their
¢ heart’s defire ! 1

. ¢ Hero. Thefe gloves the Count fent me, they are an
¢ excellent perfume.

¢ Bear. I am fuft, coufin, I cannot {mell. ,

¢ Marg. A maid, and ftuft! there’s goodly catching
¢ of cold.: _

¢ Boar. O God help'me, God help me, how long have
¢ you profeft apprehenfion.

= SRk S L

< Marg. Everfince you left it; doth not my wit be-

¢ come me rarely? > %
“¢ RBegr. It is not feen enough, you fhould wear it in
¢ your cap.” By my troth, I am ffc : ,

Warg. Get you fome of this dikill’d. Cardauws Bexe-
dicus, and lay it to your heart; it is the only thing
for a qualm. = -

¢ Mero. There thou prick’ft her with a thiftle.

Beat. Benedifius 2 why Benedidius ¢ you have fome
moral in this Bewed:fus,

Gz Marg.
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Ma_rg. Moral ? no, by my troth, T have no moral
meaning, I meant plain holy-thiftle: you may think,
perchance, that I think you are in love ; nay, bi’rlady,
I am not {uch a fool to think what T-lift ; nor I lilt not
to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I
would think my heart out with thinking, that you are in
love, or that you will be in love, or that you can be in
love : yet Bencaick was fuch another, and now he is be-

come a man; he fivore, he would never marry ; and yet .

now, in defpight of his heart, he eats his meat without
grudging; and how you may be converted, I know not ;
but, methinks, vou look with your eyesasother women do.

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ?

Marg. Not a falfe gallop.
Enter Utrfula.

.U:f Madam, withdraw ; the Prince, the Count, Sig-
nior Benedick, Don Fokn, and all the Gallants of ‘the
town are come to fecch you to church.

Hero. Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg, good
Ulrfula. : [ Excunt.

SCEN E, another-Apartment in Leonato’s
Houfe.

Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges.

Leon. HAT would you with me, honeft neigh-
bour ?
Duogb. Marry, Sir, T would have fome confidence with
you, that difcerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, I pray you; for, you fee, ’tisia bufy time

with me.
Dogh. Marry, this it is, Sir.
Vere. Y_e 5,110 bnachy 1S, Sin.
Leon. What is it, my good friends?

Dogh. Coodman Ferges, Sir, fpeaks a little of the

matter : an Id mamn, Sir, and bis wits are not {o blunt,
as, Ged help, [ would defire they were ; but, in faich,
as honeit as the fkin between his brows.

Ferg.
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Verg. Yes, 1 thank God, T am as honeft as any man
living, that i5 an old man, and no honefter than I

Dagh, Comparifons are 0dorous ; palabras, neighboar
Verges. :

Leon. Neighbours, you @rc tedious.

Dogh. v pleafes your wou (hip to fay fo, bat we are
the poor Duke’s officers 5 but, traly, for mine own part,
if I were as tedious as a King, [ could find in my heart
to beftow it all of your worfhip.

Lean, All thy tedioufbefs on me, ha ¢

Dooh. Yea, and: ’twere a thoufand times *aore than
tis, for [ hearas good exclamation on your worihip as
of agy man in the city ; and tho’ I be buta poor man,
L am glad to hear )

Verg. And fo am Il

Leom. T would fain know what you have to fay.

Verg. Marry, Sir, our Watch to-night F:xcepting
your worfhip’s prefence, hath ta’en a couple of as arrant
knaves as any in- Mefina. ; ,

Dogh. A good old man, Sir: he will be talking, as
they fay ; when the age s in, theswit is out; God help
us, it 15 a world to fee: well faid, ifaith, neichbour
Ferges, well, he’s a good man ; an. two men r}xl‘c an
horfe, one mult ride behind ; an honelt foul, 1 faitly,
Sir, by my troth he 1s, as Ever broke bread, bat God
15 to be worfhip”d; all men are not alike, alas, good
neighbour !

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too fhart of you.

D:gh. Gifts, that God gives.

Leon. 1 muit leave you.

Dogb. One word, Sir; ear Watch have, indeed, com=
prehended two aufpicious perfons, and we would have
them this morning examin’d before your worfliip.

Leon. Taketheir examination yourfelf, and b ing it
me; I am now in great halle, as Inay appear unto
you.

Dogh. Tt fhall be fuffigance.

Leen. Drink fome wine ers you go: fare you well.

© a Eunter
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i Euater a Me/ffenper.
[ 4 Ta ‘U
o Megi My “lord, they flay for you to sive your
aaghter to her hufband, o i
¢ Leon. TPl wait ; :
Leas, ait upen them. eady.’ [Z
Sk [0 1em. I am ready.’ [Zxr. Leon.
L Qb: 30, good Parlner, go get you to Francis Sea-
coate, bid him bring his pen and inkhor Sl
st g his p inkhorn to the jail ;
: It nowW to examine thole men :
."Ji):i‘g'. And we muit do it wifely
T 7 . 1 ‘-
L2 o[‘%z_b‘”?”e will fpare for no wit, I warrant ; here’s
s a Jnvc fome of them to a nan-come, Only « et
1e learned vriter ik ; fs
ned vriter to fet down omr excommunication
v € ]

and meet me at che Jail )
il [ Bxeunts,

sloZiodioniosiaiosiastostoniootontontoniost hantostontosto

AL € RS LTV,
SYCNESNUE S 0 LUk

Ete edr
wter D, ];3 UIO\..D. John, Leonato, “Friar, Claudio
cnedfck, Hero, and Beatrice, 3

LEowNaTo.

NN T e 3
g’ ) f—,;-mE, ffual francis, be brief, only to the plain
d ( Of marniage, and vy (e
e _ gie ou fhall £ i
particular daties afterwards : ey
Friar. You co i :
; me hither Lord, toimar 1
e o my Lord, tomarry this lady
Lieon. To be marry’d to
marry her.
=
Friar. Lad y YOu cao i
; 1 come. Bither: s :
a ¥ ¥ ither to be marry’d to this
Llere. 1 do.
1Fr:"ar. If either of
why you fhould not
fouls to utter it.

1. 0 X
her, friar ; yon come to
0l

Lyru kl_}O.\V’aﬂ}f inward impediment
)& con :
join’d, T charge you on your

Clazd,
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Cland. Know you any, Hers
Hero. None, my Lord.
Friur. Kuow you any, Coun
Loz, T dare malke his anfwer, none.

Cloud. O what men dare do ! whatmen may dol what

Men daily do! © not knowing what they do!l’

Bene How now | Jnterje@ions? ¢ why, then fome he
¢ of laughing, as ha, ha, he!l?

Tsuds Stand thee by, friar;: facher, by yeur: leaves;

Will youa with freeand nneconftrained {oul

Give me this maid your daughter f
Leors. As freely, fon, as'God did oive her me.

G land. And what have I to,give you back, whofe worth

May counterpoife this rich and precious gift.?

Podrs, Nothing, unlefs you render her apain.
Claud. Sweet Prince, youlearn menoble thankfulnefs:

There, Leonate, take her bacl again ;

¢« Give not this rotten orange to your friend.’

She’s but the fign and femblance of her honour:

Behold, how like a maid fhe blufhes here!

O, what authority and fhew of truth

Can cunning fin cover itfelf withal !

¢ Comes not that blood, as modelt evidence,

b3

=
o

"¢ To witnels fimple virtue ?- would you not {iwean,

¢ All you that {ee her, that thewerea maid,
¢ By thefe exterior fhows? but fhe is none:’
She linows the heat of a luxurious bed ;
Her blafh is guil,iinefs, not modefty.

Leon. VWhat do you mean, my Loxd ?

Clud. Not to be marry’d,
Not knit my foul to an approved Wanton.

Leos. Dear, my Lord, if you ¢ in yourown apprmf”}({: 3)

: ¢ Have

(13) Drar, my Lord, iff you in your ozon Proof,] I am furpriz'd,
the Poetical Editors did not obferve the Lamenefs of this
Verfe. It evidently wants a’Syllable in the laft Foot, which I
have reftor'd by a Word, which, I prefume the firft Editors
might hefitate at : though it is a very proper one, and a Word
elfewhere uled by our Authar. Befides, in the Paflage under
J Ca Examination,

/ L)
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Lgnu’e van]qmﬂ;’d the reﬁﬁa_nce of her youth, C,j‘m“"?' To make ol a”}r‘”"“ truly to your name.
s 2(3 made defeat of hLer virginity 3 _ Hero. Is it not Hero? who can blot that name
. alﬁ‘l L:now“:hat youwould fay: if] have knownher, With any J:u“ reproach ? it ‘
Aglc]i . ay, fhe dld}t{n‘n}arace me as a hufband, ‘ HC/ahzuf}_ .\_ﬁlarry,bjhat -::111514., o

: 0 extenuate the - > | ¢ro hertelt can. blot out Hero's virtue.

Kb orehand fin. ! : . 2 ' i

N0, Leonaro, What .man was he talk'd with you yefternight,

}:rtve:s [ﬁEPtejd her \}-\.-,.th word too Jarge ; _ I(\)Im at _};our window n;cti\lei:_ twe]va]n_nd one ?

2%, a8 a brother to his filter, fhew’d: ow, 1f you are a maid aniwer to this.

Bathful fincerity, and comely love. : Hero. I talk’d with ne man at thathour, my lord.
Hero. And feem’d I ever otherwife to you ? Pedro. ¢ Why then you are nomaiden.” Legnato,
Claud. 3 1 2 : =2k = ' SRy, yOu ; 1 i

You {hf[‘; r(gut on th}’Db.een?mg T will write againft it {v‘ra”: I{“J ) ’-‘g" ?ﬁ:& l;egrt.] .upor.lcnggecﬁ{ﬁ?tom’

You. fee me asa Dign in her orb yfelf, my Brother, and this griev

. el e ~ -

As chalteas 1s the bud ere it be blown : Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft might

"Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ;

o 1 AN H C
111;[ }ouf‘ue more intemperate in your blood S : : : e
1an Fenus, or thofe pamper’d animals Who, hath, indeed, moft like a liberal villain,

That rage in favage fenfuality. : Confefs’d the vile encounters they have had
Hero, Is my Lord well, that be doth. (peak fo wide » | A thoufand times in fecret. ’ :
{,}em. S\x;get Prince, why fpeak no: you ? Fohan, F}_e, iﬁe, they are not to be nam’d, my Lord,
; l“ edro. What hould I fpeak ? Not to be {poken of ; 3
: .Lzlqd difhonour’d, that have gone about [ There is not chaftity enough in language,
T'o link my dear friend to a common:Stale & Withount cffence, to utter them : thuas, pretty lady,
Leon, Are thefe things{poken, ordo I b'ut dream? Iam forry for thy much mifgovernment.
Jo%n. Sir, they are {poken, and thefe thines are true ; Claud. O.Hero ! what a Hero hadft thou been,
Lene. 'Fhis losks not like a Nuptial. 5 23 If 'half thy outward graces had been plac’d
Hero. True! O God ! About the thoughts and counfels of thy heart ?
C/.m‘{:/. Leonato, fland E here ? w But fare thee' well, molt foul, moft fair! “farewell;
Is t]u.s the Prince 2 Is this the Prince’s Brother ? ¢ Thon purc impi¢ty, and impious purity [’
Is this face Hiyo's ? are our eyves @ur own ? : For thee I’ll lock up all the gatesof love,
Leon. All thisis fo: but what of this, my lord? And on my eyelids fhall Conjetuze hang,
Claud. Let me but move one queftion to yourdaughter, To turn al] beanty into thoughts of harm ;
’A”d) by that fatherly and kindly power : » S b And neverihall it be more gracious. .
d hL”E you have in her, bid her anfiver truly. : | Leom. Hath no man’s dagger here a point ﬁ'urrvnwe 57 ]
il e 'd me, how am I befet ! o Bear:Why, hew now, Coufin, wherefore fink you dowd:
What kind of catechizing call you this p oy Fohn. Come, let usgo; thefe things, come thusto light,
Smorher her fpirits up. 3
(&xe. D. Pedro,.D. John and Claud.

I'-.‘{-IITJiDE]L'IOD th iS Wor )m 1 I a lana Z? 10} d()[h the LJ‘L )
G i 1 ord' cor €5 1n :dm() nece{uri Y (i !’
f31d 1n the Lll]C immedi: »i)‘ prece !-ng- aril » as Cﬂ 49 hid 2B IJ. W E ! s

R -
Nei knit ny Soul to an approved Waston, Bear. Dead, I think, help, uncle.
Claud.. Haro! why, Hero! uncle! Signior Benedick ! friar!

i' .{:‘_’.?.’.
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Leon., O fate! take not away thy heavy hand ;
Pcath is the faireft cover for her fhame,
Phat may be wifh’d for.
Qeqr. How now, Coufin Hero 2
Lriar. Have comfort, Lady.
- Leon. Doft thou lock up ?
Friar. Yea, wherefore fhould fhe not 2

Leon. Wherefore ? why, doth not every earthly thing

?ry fhame upon her ? could fhe here deny -
I'he ftory lth:u is printed in her blood ?

1?0 not live, Hero, do not ope thine eyes :
* For did T think, thou wouldit not quickly die,

Thought I, thy fpirits were ftronger than thy fhames;.

Myfelf would on the rereward of reproaches
£ b_mke at thy life.> Griev’d I, I had but one ¥
Chid I forthat at frugal nature’s frame ?
1 ve one too much by thee. * ‘Why had I one?
¢ Why ever wall thoa lovely in my eyes ?
' }/Vliy had T not, with charitable hand,
Fook up a beggar’s iffue at my Gates ?
\\fhp fmeered thus, and mir’d with infamy,
I might have faid, no part of it is mine ;
This fhame derives itfelf from unknown loins :
But mine, and mine { lov’d, and mine I prais’d,
And mine that [ was proud on, mine fo much,
That'l myfelf was to myfelf not miune,
Valuu:g of-her; why, fhe,’ O, (he is fall’n.
Into a pitof ink, that the wide fea
Hath drops too few to wafh her clean again ;
¢ And falt too litcle, which may feafon give.
¢ To her foul tainted flefh 3
B.ne. Sir, Sir, be patient;
For my part, I am {o attir’d in wonder
F know not what to fay. :
Beat. O, on my {foul, my coufin is bely’d.
Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night ?
Beat. No, truly, not; altho” ungil laft night
. T have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.
”
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Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d! O, thatis ftronger made;,
Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron.
Would the two Princes-lie ? and Claudio lie? |
Who lov’d her fo, that, fpeaking of her foulnefs,
Wealh’d it with tears? hence from her, let her die.

Friar. Hear me a little,

For I have only been filent {o long,

And given way unto this courfe of fortune,
By noting of the lady. I have mark’d

A thoufand blufhing apparitions

To ftart into her face; a thonfand innocent fhames
In angel whitenels bear away thofe blufhes;
And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire,
To burn the errors that thefe princes hold
Againft her maiden trath. Call me a fool,
“Fruft not my reading, nor my obfervations,
¢ Which with experimental feal do warrant
The tenor of my book; truft not my age,’
My reverence, calling, nor divinicy,

If this fveet lady lie not guiltlefs here
Under fome binng error.

Leon. Eriar, it cannot be;

Thon feeft, that all the grace, that (he hath left,
Is, that fhe will not add to'her damnation

A fin of perjury ; fhe not denies it :

Why feek’ft thou then to cover with excufe

' T'hat, which appears 11 proper nakednefs ?

Friar. Lady, what manis he youare accus’d of ?

Hero. They know, that do accufe me; 1 Kaow none :
If 1 know more of any man alive,
Than that which maiden modelty doth warrant,
Let all my fins lack mercy ! O my fathery
Prove you that any man with me convers’d
At hours unmeet, or that I yelternight
Mainrain’d the change of words with any creature,
Refufle me, hate me, torture me todeath.

Friar. There ts fome flrange mifprifion in th

Bene. Two of them have the very hent of honour,
And if their wifdems be ailled in this, -
The pradtice of. it lives in Fo/n the baltard,

- Princes.

Whole
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Whofe {pirits toil in frame of villanies.

Leon. 1 know not: if they fpeak but truth of her,
‘Thefe hands fhall tear her ; if they wrong her honour,.
The proudeit of them fhall well hear of it.
¢ Time hath not yet fo dry’d this blood of mine,
¢ Nor age {o eat up my invention, :
¢ Nor fortune made {fuch havock ef my means,
¢ Nor my bad life ’reft me fo much of friends,
¢ But they {hall find awak’d, in fuch a kind,
¢ Both ftrength of limb, and policy of mind,
< Ability in means, and choice of friends
¢ To quit me of them thoroughly.’

Friar. Paufe a while,

And let my counfel {wav you in this cafe.

Your daughter here the Princes left for dead ; (14)
Let her awhile be fecretly kept in.

And publifh it, that fhe is dead, indeed :.

¢ Maintain a mourning oftentation,

¢ And on your family’s old Monument

¢ Hang mournful Epitaphs, and do all rites

¢ That appertain unto a burial.’

Leon. What fhall become of this? what will this do >

Friar. Marry, this, well carry’d, fhall on her behalf
Change flander to remorfe ; ¢ that is fome good ;’

But not for that dream I on this ftrange courfe,
Buton thistravellook for greater birth :

She dying, asit muft be fo maintain’d

Upon the inftant that {he was accns’d.

Shall be lamented, pity’d, and excus’d,

Of every hearer : for it {o falls out

(14) Your cflmg/ifcr Jrere the Princef ("'r fo)’ -r(.’;_:,f__,"] But how:

comes Hero to ftart upl a Princefs here ? We have no Intimation of 9
her Father being a Prince; and this is“the firlt and only Time
that She ic’ complimented with this Dignity.. The Remotion of a

fingle Letter, and of: the Parenthefis, will bring her to her own Rank,
and the Place to its true Meaning.

Your Daughter here the Princes left for dead s

i.e. Don Pedro, Prince of Arragen 5 and:his Baftard Brother who is;
htkewife called a Prince.

"Fhat |
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¢ That what we have we prize not to the worth,
« Whiles weenjoy it ; but being lack’d and loft,
¢« Why, then we rack the value; then we find
¢« The virtue that pofleffion would not fhew us
¢ Whilft it was ours;’ {o will it fare with Clandio =
s When he fhall hear fhe dy’d upon: his words,
¢ Th’ idea of her Life fhall {weetly creep
¢ Into his ftudy of imagination,
¢ And every lovely organ of her life
¢ Shall come apparel’d in more precious habit;
¢ More moving, delicate, and full of life
¢ Into the eye and profpett of his foul,
¢ Than when fhe liv’d indeed. Then fhall he mourn,
¢ If ever love had interelt in his liver,
¢ And wifh, he had not {o aceufed her;
¢ No, though he thought his accufation true:
¢ Let this be {fo, and doubt not, but faccefs
s Will fafhion the event in better fhape
¢« Than I can lay itdown in likelihood.
¢ But if all Aim but this be levell’d falfe,
¢ The fuppofition of the lady’s death
¢« Will quench the wonder of her infamy.
< And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her;
< As beft befits her wounded reputation,
¢ n fome reclufive and religious Life,
¢ Qut of all eyes, tongues, minds,. and Jpjunes.’
Bene. Signior Leonato, let the Friar advife you:
And though, you know, my inwardnefs and love
Is very much unto the Prince and C'!mm’g’a,
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this
As fecretly and juftly as your foul
Should with your body. :
Leon. Being that I flow in grief,
The {fmalleft 1wine may lead me.
Friar. *Tis well confented, prefently away ; !
For to ftrange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cures
Come, lady, die to live; this wedding day,
Perhaés, is but prolong’d:: have patizcnce and endure,
[ Exeunt.

Manent

o

;Jr
\
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Manent Benedick and Beatrice.

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ?-

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. 1 will not defire thats

Beat. You have no reafon, Ido it freely.

Bene. Surely, I.do believe, your fair confin 1s wrong’d.

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferve of me,
that would right her !

Bene, s there any way to.fhew fuch friendfhip 2

Beat. A very even way, but no fuch friend.

Bene. May a man do it ? :

Beat. It isa man’s office, but not yours.

Bene.. 1do love nothing in the world fo: well as you$

is not that ftrange ?

Beat. As firange as the thing T know not; it were as
poflible for me to fay, I loved nothing {o well as you ;
but believe me not ; and yetIlie not; I confefs nothing,.
nor I deny nothing, I am forry for my coufin.

Bere. By my {word, Beatrice, thou lov’lt me.

Beat. Do not {wear by it, and eatit.

Bene. Twill {wear by it, that you love me; and T will
make himreat it, that fays, I love not you.

Bear. Will you not eat your word ?

Bene. With no fauce that can be devis’d to it ; I pro-
teft, I love thee. '

Beat. Why then, God forgive me.

Bene. What offence, {weet Beatrice 2

Beat. You have ftay’d me in a happy hour; I was-

~about to proteft, ‘I lov’d you.

Bere. And doit with.all'thy heart.

Bear. 1love you with {o much of my heart, thatnone
is left to proteft.

Bene. Come, bid me do any thingfor thees

Beat. Kill Clapda.

Bere. Hal not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill me todeny ; farewel,

Bene. Tarry, {weet Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone, tho® I am here ; there is no love
in you; nmay, I'pray you, let me go.

Benes
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Bene. Beatrice,

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We'll be friends firft.

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than- fight:
with mine enemy:.

Bene. Is Claudio thineenemy ? . .

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain,
that bath flander’d, fcorn’d, difhonour’d my kinfwo-
man! ©, thatT were a man! what! bear her in han,d
until they come to take hands, and then with public
accufation, uncover’d flander, unmitigated rancour—
O God, thatl were aman! Iwould eat his heart 1n the
market-place,

Beng. Hear me, Beatrice.

Bear. Talk with a man out at a window ?—3a proper
faying !

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice.

Beat. Sweet Hero! fhe is wrong’d, fhe is {lander’d,
fhe is undone.

Bene. Bedt.—

Beat. Princes and Counts!' furely, a princely tefti-
mony, a goodly count-comfeé, afweet gallant, furely !
O’ that T were a man for his fake ! Or that I had any
friend would be-a man for my fake! but manhood is.
melted into curtefies, valour into compliment, and men
are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too; he 1s
now as valiant as Hercules, that only tells a lye, and
{wears it : I cannot be man with wifhing, therefore I
will die a woman with grieving. )

Bene, Tarry, good Beatrice; by this hand, Ilove thee.

Beat. Ule it for my love fome other way than fwear-
ing by it. 3

Bene. Think you in yeur foul, the Count Claudie
hath wrong'd Hero @

Rear. Yea, asfure as I have a thought or a fou]._

" Bene. Enough, Tam engag’d; I will challenge him,
I will kifs your hand, and fo leave you; by this hand}
Glaudio hall render me a dear account; as yon hear of
me, fo thinl of me; go comfort your coufin; “I mult
fay, [heis dead, and fo farewel. [ Exesunt.

i SCENE
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SCENE changes to a Prifon.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, #/¢
Town Clerk, and Sexton, in Gozwuns.

To. G. I S our whole diffembly appear’d ?
Dogb. O, a ftool and a cuthion for the {exton !

Sexton. Which be the malefa&ors ?

Verg. Marry, that am I and my Partner,

Dogh. Nay, that’s certain, we have the exhibition to
examine. :

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be
examin’d ? let them come before mafter conftable.

Zo. C/. Yea, marry, let them come before me; what
is your name, friend ?

Bora. Borachio.

Ze. Cl. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, Sirrah ?

Conr. I am a gentleman, Sir, and my name is Conrade.

Zo. G/ Write down, malter gentleman Conrade;
mafters, do you ferve God ?

Both. Yea, Sir, we hope. (15)

To. Cl._ Write down, that they hope they ferve God :
and write God firft : for God defend, but God fhould go
before fuch villains. Mafters, it is proved already that
you are little better than falfe knaves; and it will go
near to be thought fo fhortly ; how anfwer you for
yourfelves ?

Conr. Marry, Sir, we fay, we are none,

Zo. Cl. A marvellous witty fellow, I aflure you, but
I will go about with him, Come you hither, firrah, a
word in your ear, Sir ; T fay to you,. it 1s thought you.
are both falfe knaves.

(15) Both. Yea, Sir, we hope. :
To. Cl.. Hrite dozon that they hape they [ferwe God i and <vrite
C.artiﬁr_ﬂ; Jor God defend, butGod fhould go Lefore fuch Fillains s ]
This fhort Paffase, which is truly humourous and in chara&er, L
haye added! from the cld Qwarto. Befides, it fupplies a Defect : for,,
without it, the Tezon Clerk afks a Queftivn of the Prifoners, and
goes on without flaying fowany Anfwer to it.
Biras
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Bora. Sir, I {ay to you, we are none.

To. CI. Well fland afide ; ’fore God, they are both in:
a tale; have you writ down, that they are none ?

Suxton. Malter town-clerk, you go mnot the way to
examine, you muft call the watch that are their ac-
cufers.

€16) Te. Cl Yea, marry, that’s the deftelt way, let
the Watch come forth; mafters, I charge you in the
Prince’s name accufe thefe men.

Enter Watchmen

1 Watch. ‘This man faid, Sir, that Don Joks the
Prince’s brother was a villain, 3

7. CL. Write down, Prince Fokn a villain; why this
is flat perjury to call a Prince’s brother villain.

Bora. Mafler town clerk _

Ts. Cl. Pray thee, fellow, Peace; I do not like thy
loak, I promife thee.

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ? _

2 Watch. Marry, that he had receiv’d a thoufand.
ducats of Don Fohz, for accufing the lady Hero wrong-

fully. -
To. CL Flat burglary, as ever was committed.

(16) To. Cl. Yea, marry that's the eafieft Pay, let the Watch
eome forth. ] This, eafiegfl; is a Sophiftication of our n_md&m Editors,
who were at a Lofs to make out the corrupted Reading of the old
Copies. The Quarto, in 1600, and the firft and fecond Editions i
Folio all concur in reading ;

Yea, marry, that's the efteft way, &c.

A Letter happen’d to flip out at Prefs in the firft I?di'ﬁon; and
twas too hard a Tafk for the fubfequent Editors to put it in or guefs
at the Word under this accidental Depravation. There is no doubt,
but the Author wrote, as I have reftor’d'the Text;

Yea, marry that's the defteft wway; &c.
i. e. the readieff moft commodious Way. The Word is pure Saxon:
Dealplice, debitey congrue, duely,, fitly. Yrevzpelice, opportine

compmode, fitly, conveniently, feafonaBly, in' good time, commodi -
eully. Zid, Spelman’s Saxen Glofs.

Dogb.
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Dogb. Yea, by th’ mafs, that it is.

Sexton. What elfe, fellow ¢

1 Watch. And that Count Glaudio did mean, upon his

 words, to difgrace Hero before the whole aflembly, and
not manry her,

Fo. Cl. Ovillain! thou wilt. be condemn’d into ever-
lafting redemption for this.

Sexion, What elfe!!

2 Wateh. Thisis all.

Sextan.  And this 15 more, malers,
deny. Prince Folnis this morning fecretly foll’n away
Hero was in this. manner accls’'d, and in this very man-

ner refus’d, and upon the grief nf this fuddenly dy’d.
Mafter Conttuble, let thefe men be bound and brought
to Leonato 5 I will go before, and fliew him their exa-
mination. [Exits

Degh. Come let them be opinion’d.

& Conr. Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb/

¢ Dogh, God’s my life, where’s the Sexton'? let him
¢ write down the Prince’s oflicer Coxcomé 2> come, bind
them, thounaughty variet. ‘

Conr. Away ! you are an afs; you are an afs—-

Dogb. Doft thou not fufpeét my place? doft thou not
fufpett my years ¢ ©, that he were here to write me down
an afs! but, mafters, remember, that [ am an afs though
it be not written down, yet forget not that I am an
afs ; no, thou villain, theu art full of piety, as fhall be
prov’d upon thee by good witnefs ; I am a wife fellow,
and which is. more, an officer; and which is mpre, an
houtholder,” and which. is more, as pretty a piece of
flefh as any in Me/fina, and one that knows the law; go
to, and a rich fellow enough ; go to, and a fellow that
hath had loffes ;- and one that hath two goswns, and every
thing handfome about him ; bring him away 5,0 that I
had been writ down an afs | ——— [Exeunt.

s\

than you. caa
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S C E N E, -before Leonato’s Honfe.

-

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

A'NT O NI O.
T

¥ F you go en thus, you will kill yourfelf 3
4 And "us not wifdom thas to fecond grief
Againft yourfelf.
Leon, I pray thee, cecafe thy counfel,
¢ Which falls into mine ears as profitle(s
¢ As water in a fieve ;’ give not me counfel,
Nor let no Comforter delight mine ear,
But fuch a one whofe wrongs do {uit with mine.
Bring me a father, that fo lov’d his child,
Whofe joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine,
And bid him {peak of patience ;
¢ Meafure his woe the length and breadth of mine,
And let it anfwer every ftrain for ftrain:
¢ As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch,
¢ [n every lineament, branch, fhape and form.
¢ If fuch a one will {fmile and ftroke his beard, (17)

(4

(17) If fuch a One will [mile, and firoke his Beard,
And hallow, wag, .cry hem when he fhould gisan, ]
Mr. Rowe'is the firft Authority thatT can find for this Reading.
But what is the Intention, or how are we to expound-it? € If
€ a Man will falloo and svhoop and fidget and ovriggle absut
“ to fhew a Pleafure when He fhould groan,”” &¢. This does not
give much Decorum to the Sentiment. The old Quarto and the
firft and fecond Fo/io Editions all read,
Aud forrow, wagge, cry hem, &c.
We donlt, indeed, get much by this Reading; though, I flatter
my/clf, by a flight Alteration ‘it has led me to the true one,
And Sorrow wage 5 cry hem | ‘wuien ke flionld groar;
e. If fuch a one will' combat wvith, flrive againfi Sorrow, &e.
or is this Word infrequent with our Author in thefe Significations..
And

i.
N
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And Sorrow wage; cry hem ! when he fliould groan ;
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk
With candle-wafters ; bring him yet to me,
And I of him will gather patience.
But there 1s no {uch man ; for, brother, men
Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief
Which they themf{elves not feel ; but tafting it,
Their counfel turns to paflion, which before
Would give preceptial medicine to rage ;
¢ Fetter firong madnefs in filken thread ;
¢ Charmrach with air, and agony with words.’
No, no; ’us all mens cffice to fpeak patience
To thofe that wring under the load of forrow ;:
But no man’s virtue, nor fufliciency,
To be fo moral, when he fhall endure
The like himfeif; therefore give me no counfel ;
¢ My griefs cry louder than advertifement.’
Ant. Therein do men from childien nothing differ..
Leon. I pray thee, peace; [ will be flefh and blood;
For there was never yet philofopher,
"That could endure the tooth ach patiently :
However they have wiit the ftyle of Gods,
And made a pifh at chance and {ufferance.
Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf :
Make thofe, that do offend you, fuffer too,
Leon.. There thou fpeak’ft reafon; nay, I will de fo.
My foul doth tell me, Hero is bely’d ;
And that fhall C/zudio know, fo fhall the Prince:
And all of them; that thus difhonour her.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio.

Ant. Here comes the Prince and. Clandio hattily..

Pedre. Good den, good den. ;

Claud. Good day to both of you.

Lean. Hear yon my lords ?

Pedro. We have {fome hafte, Lecnaio:

Leon. Some hafte, mylord ! well, fare you well, my lozd.
Are you {o hafty now? well, all is one.

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

Ants

4
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Ant. Tf he could right himfelf with quarrelling,
Some of us would lie low.
Cland. Who wrongs him.? )
Leon. Marry, thou doft wrong me, thoudiflembler, thou !
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword,
I fear theenot.
Claud. Marry, befhrew my hand,
If it fhould g?v'e your age fuch caufe of fear ;
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword.
Leon. Tufh, tufh, man, never fleerand jelt at me;
I fpeak 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 haft fo wrong’d my innocent child and me,
That [ am forc’d to lay my revirence by ;
And, with grey hairs, and bruife of many days,
Do-challenge thee to trial of aman;
I fay, thou haft bely’d mine 1nnocent child,
Thy flander hath gone through and through her heart,
And the lies bury’d with her anceftors,
O, in atomb where never fcandal flept,
Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany ;
Cland. My villany ? :
Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, T fay.
Pedro. You fay not right, old man.
 Leon. My lord, my lor(_],
I’ll,prove it on his body, if ]'lf.f dan_e; !
Defpight his nice fence and his ative prattice,
His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood.
Claud. Away, Iwill not have to do with you.
(18) Leon. Canft thou fo daffe me? thou haft kill’d
my child ;

13) Canff thou [o daffe me 2———7 This is a Count:!:y Wora,
Mr. Pope tells us, fignifying, danrt. ,-h may be fo); but that is not
the Expofition here: To df{[/u, and daffe are{ynonymous :Fcrms, that
mean, to put off < which is the very S(.-,ni'-.: required here, and what
Lesnato ~would reply, upon Claudio’s {aying, he would hayve nothing
to do with him.

If
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If thou kill’ft me, boy, thou fhalt kill a man.
Ant. He fhall kill two of us, and men indeed ;
But that’s no matter, let him kill one firft ;
Win'me and wear me, let him anfwer me ;
Come, follow me, boy; come, boy, follow me;
Sir boy, T'll whip you from your foining fence ;
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.
Leon. Brother,

Ant. Content yourfelf ; God knows, I lov’d my Niece;.

And fhe is dead, {lander’d to death by villains,
That dare as well anfwer a man indeed,
As [ dare take a ferpent by the tongue ;
Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milkfops!

Leon. Brother ffnt/zmgy

nt. Hold your content ; what, man? I know.them,yea,
Ard what they weigh, even to-the utmoft feruple :
Scambling, out-facing, faﬁ]ion-mnngring hoys,
That lye, and cog, and flout; deprave and {lander,
¢ Go antickly, and fhow an outward hideoufnefs,’
And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, (19)
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durft 3
And this 1s all.

Leon. But, brother _/f:zfﬁa?{‘v,-———'

Art. Come, “tis no matter ; -
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this.

Pedro. Gentlemen both,we will not walze your patience.
My heart is forry for your.danghter’s death ;
But, on my Hopour, fhe was charg’d with nothing
But what was true, and very full of proof.

Lezon. My lord, my lord -

Pedro. 1 will not hear you.

(r9): And' [peak of half a domen dangerous Werds,] Thefe Editors
are Perfons of unmatchable Indolence, that cannot afford to add'a
fingle Letter to retrieve common Senfe. To [peak off, 25 1 have re-
formed the Text, is to throw out ‘boldly, with an Oftentation of
Bravery, &ic. So in Tawelfth-night; :

A terrible Oath, witl: a [waggering Accent fiarply twang'd off.

Leon.

a cat,

thinlk,

Mucr Apo abmt NoTHING 7I

Leon. No! come, brother, away, I will be heard.
Aut. And fhall, or fome of us will fmart for it.
[Exe. anboe

Enter Benedick.

Pidro. See, fee, here comes the man we went to feek.
Claad. Now, Signior, what news?

Bene. Good day, my lord. x

Pedro. Welcome, Signior; you are almoft come to

part almoft a fray.
Claud.. We had like to have our two nofes fnapt

off with two old men without teeth. £
Podro. Leonato and his brotier; what think’ft thon ?
had we fought, I doubt, we fhould have been too

young for them. : ) | o
* Bene. Tn a falfe guarrel there 1s no. true valour ;

e ot
came to feeg you bOth. o :
Cland., W have been up and dewn to feek thee ; fqr
we are high proof melancholy, and would fain have 1t
b"atm: ”';v?ty . wilt thow ufe tivy wit?
&5 (=9 AL J -- ¥ = -’ -T J : P
Bene. ltis in my feabbard ; iﬂ-u]l [ draw 15_ 1
¢. Pedro., Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ?
Claud. ¢ Never any did {0, lhpugh very many have
< beenl befde their wit.” 1 will<bid thee draw, aswe do
i . draw tol pleafure us.
the minftrels ; draw 5. Vg
Pedro. As 1 am an honelt man, he locks pale: art
(4 .
thou fick or angry= |
Claxd. What! courage, man:
thou haft mettle enough 1n thee t .
I fhall meet your wit 1n the career, 1f
it agdint me.—I pray you, chufe another

what tho? care kill’d
to kill care.

Bene. Sir,
you charge

le b_’ ’7&1

: o CF Tthoar 3ada" thic =k
¢ Cland. Nay, then give him another ftaff; this Jaft

=5/ nEgt )
¢ was broke crols.
Pedro. By tals 11g

:oht, he changes more and mors: I
ey indeeds e
he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.
shall I {pezka word In yourear?
~od blefs me from a challenge!

] Siad
i Bene,
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Bene. Youare a villaing Ijeft not. T will make it
good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you
dare. Do. me right, or I will proteft your cowardice.
You have kill’d a fweet lady, and her death fhall fall
heavy on you. Let me hear from you. .

Claud. Well, I will meet you, foI may have good
cheer.

Pedro. What, a feaft ?

Claud. Pfaith, T thank him: he hath bid me toa
calve’s head and a capon, the which 1f I do not carve
moft curioufly, fay, my knife’s naught. ¢ Shall I not
¢ find.a woodgock too ¥’

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes eafily.

¢ Pedro. V1l tell thee, how Beatrice prais’d thy wit the
< other day = I faid, thon hadft a finewic ; right, fays fhe,
¢ a fine little one ; no, {aid I, a great wit; juft, {aid fhe,
- a great grofs one; nay, faid I, a good wit ; juft, faid
¢ fhe, it hurts nobody; nay, faid I, the gentleman is
¢ wife ; certain, faid fhe, a wife gentleman ; nay faid T,
< he hath the tongues; that [ believe faid fhe, for he
¢ {wore a thing to me on Mozday night, which he for-
¢ fwore on Tucfday morning ; there’s a double tongue,
¢ there’s two tongues. 'T'hus did fhe an hour togecther
¢ tran{-fhape thy particular virtues; yet at laft fhe con-
¢ cluded with a figh, thou waft the propereft man in Jza/y.

¢ Claud. For the whicn fhe wept heartily, and faid,
¢ fhe car’d not.

¢ Pedro. Yea, that fhe did; but yet for all that, and if
¢ fhe did not hate him deadly, fhe would love himdearly ;
¢ the old man’s daughter told us all.

¢ Claud. All, all'; and moreover, God faww him wher
¢ he was hid in the garden.’ :

Pedro. But when fhall we fet the favage bull’s horns
on the {enfible Beredick’s head ? i

laud. Yea, and text underneath. Here dwells Bene-
dick the married man.

Bene. Fare you well, boy, you know my mind; I
will leave you now to your goflip-like humour ; you

break jelts as braggarts do their blades, which, God be
thank’d
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thank’d, hurt not. My lord, for your many courtefies
I thank you; I maft difcontinue your company ; vour
brother, the baftard, is fled from Me/fina : you have
among you killed a fwweet and innocent lady. For'my
lord lack-beard there, he and I fhall meet; and ’till
then, peace be with him! [ Bt Benedick.

Pedro. He 1s in earnelt,

Clzud. In moft profound earneft, and, I'll warrant you,
-for the love of Bealrice.

Pedro, Aund hath challeng’d thee?

Cland. Moft fincerely.
 Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in
his doublet and hofe, and leaves off’ his wit !

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrade and Borachio
guarded.

¢ Claud. He is then a giant to an ape ; but thenis an
s ape a doé&or to fuch a man.’ :

Pedro. But, foft you, ¢ let me fee, pluck up my heart
¢ and be fad ;> did he not fay, my brother was fled 2

Dogh. Come; you, Sir; if juftice cannot tame you,
fhe fhall ne’er weigh more reafons in her balance; nay,
and you be a curfing hypocrite once, you muft be look’d

to.
Podro. Hownow, two of my brother’s men bound 2

LBorachio, one ?

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord.

Puodro, Officers, what offence have thefe men done ?
_ Dygh. Marry, Sir, they have committed falfe report ;
moreover, they have fpoken untruths; f{econdarily, they
are flanders ; fixth and laftly, they have bely’d a lady ;
thirdly, they have verified unjuft things; and, to con-
clude, they arelying knaves. -

Pedro. Firft, 1 afk thee what they havedoae ; thirdly,
1 afk thee what’s their offence; fixth and laitly, why
they are committed ; and, to conclude, what you lay to
their charge ?

Claud. Rightly reafon’d, and in his own divifion;
¢ and, by my troth, there’s one. meaning well {uited.”

Pedro., Whom have you offended, mafters, that you
are




y4 Mvucu Avo alowt NoTHING.

are thus bound to your anfwer ? This learned conftable
15 too cunning to be underftood. What’s your offence ?

Bora. Sweet Prince, let me go no further to mine
anfwer : do you hear me, and let this Count kill me :
I have deceiv’d even your very eyes ; what your wifdoms
could not difcover, thefe fhallow fools have brought to
light, who in the night overheard me confefling to this
man, how Don Fokz your brother incens’d me to flander
the lady Hero; how yoa were brought into the orchard,
and faw me court Margaret in Hero’s garments ; how
you difgrac’d her, when you fhould marry her; my
villany they have upon record, which I had rather feal
with my death, than repeat over to my fhame; the
lady is dead upon mine and my mafter’s falfe accufa-
tion; and briefly, I defire nothing but the reward of a
villain.

_ Pedro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through your
blood ?

Claud. T have drank poifon, while he utter’d it.

Pedro. But did my brother fet thee on to this ?

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the praétice of it.

Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of treachery ;
And fled he is upon this villany.

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear
In the rare femblance that I lov’d it firft.

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this time,
our Sexton hath reform’d Signior Leonats of the matter ;
and mafters, do not forget to fpecify, when time and
place fhall ferve, that [ am an afs.

~ Verg. Here, here comes malter Signior Leonato, and
the Sexton too. '

Enter Leonato, and Sexion, and Serdants,

Leon. Which is the villain 7 let me fee his eyes ;
That when I note another man like him,
[ may avoid him ; which of thefe is he?

Bora. 1f you would know your wronger, look on me.

Leon. Artthou, art thou the flave, that with thy breath
Haft kill’d mine inuocent child ? :

Bora. Yea, even I'alone. ;

Leon. No, not o, villain; thou bely’ft thyfelf;

Here
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Here ftand a pair of honourable men,
A third is fled, thathad a hand init:
I thank you, Princes, for my daoghter’s death ;
Record it with your high and -,r.'o.rthy deeds 5
’T'was bravely done, if you bethink you of it.
Claud. I know not how to pray your patience,
Yet I muft fpeak : chufe your revenge yourfelf;
Impofe me to what penance your 1nvention
Can lay upon my fin; yet {inn’d I not,
But in miftaking.
Pzdyo. By my foul, nor I;
And vet to fatsfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight,
That he’ll enjoin me to. ] :
Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live agaim,
That were impofiible ; but, I pray you both,
Poflefs the People in Me/fina here
How innocent fhe dy’d ; ¢ and if your love
¢ Can labour aught in fad invention,
¢ Hang her an Epitaph upon her tomb,
« And fing it to her bones; fing 1t to-night
« To-morrow morning’ come you.to ry houfe,
And fince you could not be my fon-in-law,
Be yet my nephew ; my brother h,ath a daughter,
Almoft the copy of my child that’s dead,
And fhe alone is heir to both of us s :
Give her the right yoo fhould have given her Coufin,.
And fo dies my revenge..
Claud. O noble Sir!
Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from me:
I do embrace your offer ; and difpofe.
For henceforth of pOOrletz’uiﬁu.‘n N s
¢ To-morr n’ I will expe& your Coming
L O i [Exf':‘ Pcdyro and. Claud‘(
¢ To-night I take my leave.’ This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who, T believe, was pack’d in all this wrong,
Hir’d to it by your brother.
Bera No, by my foul, the was not;
Nor knew not what fhe did]i) when fhe fpoke to me.
z
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But always hath been juft and virtuous,
In any thing that I do know by her.

4)“:5’5- Moreover, Sir, which indeed is not under
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, ‘did
call me afs: I befeech you, let it be remembred in his
punithment 5 and alfo the watch heard them tallz of one
Deformed : ¢ they fay, he wears a key in his ear, and a
¢ lock hanging by it; and borrows money in God’s
€ name, the which he hath us’d {o long:; and never paid,
* that nelv men grow hard hearted, and will lend no-
¢ thing for God’s fake.’ Pray you, examine him upon
that point. :

Leon. 1 thank thee for thy care and honeft pains.

Degb. Your Worlhip fpeaks like a moft thankfal and
reverend youth 3 and'T praife God for you.

Legn, There’s for thy pains.

Dogo. God fave the foundation |

Leom. Go, I difcharge thee of thy prifoner; and [
thank thee. ) ‘

Degb. 1 leave an errant knave with your Worfhip,
which, I befeech your Worlhip, to corre@ yourfelf,
for the example of others, God keep your Worfhip ; I
wifh your Worfhip well: God reltorelyou to laczllth;
I humbly give you leave to depart; and if a meiry
meeting may be with’d, God prohibit it. Come, neigh-
bour, : : L Exeunt.

¢ Leon. Until to-morrow morning, Lords, farewel,

¢ Ant. Farewel, my Lords ; we look for vou tO-Mmorrow.

¢ Pedro. We will not fail. 2

¢ Clayd. To-night PIl moirn with Hero.’

Leow.  Bring you'thele fellows on; we’ll talk with

Ma rgm'e! > s
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow.
[Exeunt fewerally.

SCLEN E changes 10 Leonato’s Houfe.
Enter Benedick, and Margaret.
Bene. RAY thee, fweet Miftrefs Margaret, deferve

well at my hands, by helping me to the fpeech
of Beatrice, : Marp.
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Marg. Will you them write me a fonnet in praife of
my beaunty ?

Bene. In (o high a flile, Margaret that no man living
fhall come over it; for, in moft comely truth, thou
defervetft it. ‘

(20) Marg. To have no Man come over me? whys;.
thall I always keep above itairs ?

Bene. Thy wat is as quick as the greyhound’s mouth,.
it catches.

Marg. And yoor’s as blunt as-the fencer’s foils; which
hit, but hurt not.

Bene. A moft manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt a-
woman ; and fo, I pray thee, call Beatrice; ¢ Lgivethee
¢ the bucklers..

¢ Marg. Give.us-the fwords ; we have bucklers of our

own.

¢ Bene. If you ufe them, Margaret, you muft put in

the pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons

for maids.’

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice'to you, ©who,I think,

- hath legs.’ [£xir Margaret.

Bene. ©And therefore will come.” [Sings.] The God of
lowe, that fits above, and fhnows me; and knows me;
koo pitiful I deferwe, — I mean, in finging; but
in loving, Leander the-good fwimmer, Troilus the -firft
employer of pandars,.and a whole book full of thefe
quandam carpet-mongers, whofe names yet run fmoothly
in:the even road of a blank verfe; why, they were ne-
ver fo truly turn’d ever and over, as my poor felf, in
love ; marry, I cannot fhew it in rhime; I have try’d;
I can find out no rhime to /zdy but beby, an innocent's
rhime; for /frorn, horm, a hard rhime; for /chool, fool,
a. babling rhime ; very ominous endings ; ne, Iwas not
born under a rhiming planet, for I cannot woo in feltival
terms.

(20) To Fawe no Man come over me? =uhy, frall T always kesp
below Stairs 2] Thus alll the printed Copies, but, fure, errone-
oufly: for all'the Jeit, that canlie im the Paffage, is deftroy’d by
it.« Any Man might come swer her, litterally fpeaking, if fhe 2l-
ways kept below Stairs. By the Carreétion I have ventured to make,
M garety as I-prelume, muft mean, What! fhall T always keep
above Stairs ? i, e« Shall I for ever continue'a Chambermaid @

Enter
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Enter Beatrice,

Sweet Beatrice, would’ft thou come when T call thee ?
Beat. Yea, Sigmior, and depart when you bid me..
Bene. O, ftay buc ’till then.

Bear. Then, is fpokey; fare you well now; and yet
are I go, -let me go with that I came for, whichis, with
knowing what hath paft between, you and Claudio.

- Bene. Only foul words, and thereupon Twill kifsithee.

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and foul wind is.

but foul breath, and foul breath is noifome ; therefore I
will depart unkift,

Bere. Thou haft frighted the word out (of its right
fenfe, fo forcible is thy wit ; but, T muft tell thee plainly,
Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either I muft fhorcly
hear from him, or I will fubferibehim a coward 3 and; I
pray thee, now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft
zhou firtt fall in love with me } :

Bear. For them all together; which maintain’d {o po=

litic a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any good.

part to intermingle with them : but for which of my
good parts did you firflt {uffer love for me?

Bere. Suffer love! a good epithet ; I do fuffer love,
indeed, for Ilove thee again{t my will.

Beat. In fpight of heart, I think; alas! peor heart,
af you {pight it for my fake, I will {pight it for yours ;.
for I will never love that, which my friend hates,

Bere. Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably.

Beat. It appears not in this confeflion ; there’s mot
one wife man among twenty that will praife himfelf.

Bene. An old, an eld inftance, Brarrice, that liv’d in:
the time of good neighbovrs; if ‘a man do not ereé in
this age bis own temb ere he dies, he thall live no lenger
in manuments, than the bells ring, and the widow weeps.

Bgat. And how long is that, think you?

Bene. ¢ Queftion ’—why, an hour inclamour, anda-
guarter in rhicam ; therefore 1t is moft expedient for the-
wife, if Pon worm (his confcienze) find noimpediment:
“to the contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as
Iam to myfelf ; fo much for praifing myfelf; who, I
myfelf will bear witnefs, is praife-worthy ; and now tell
me, how doth your Coufin 2

Beat. Very ill, Benea.
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Bene, And how do you'?

Beat. Veryll too.

< Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend; there will E
¢ leave you too, for here comes one in hafte.’

Eater: Urfulas,

Us/: Madam, you muft come to your uncle; € yon-
¢ ‘der’s old coil at home ;" it is proved, my lady Hero
hath been falfely accus’d; the Prince and Clavdic migh-
tily abus’d ; ‘and Don Fok» is the author of all, who is
fled and gone: ¢ will you come-prefently

Beat. Will you go hear this news, Signior ?

Bene. T will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and be
bury’d in thy heart; and moreover I will go with thee
to thy uncle. [Exeunt

« SCENE changes te @ CHURCH.
¢ Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants with tapers.

& Claud. S this the monument of Lemara ?
3 1 © Arten. It is, my lord.

] B P T L A P H.

¢ Done to death by flanderous tongues
< Was the Hero, that kere lies :
¢ Death, in guerdon of her awrongs,
¢ Gives her fame wwhich never dies.
¢ So the'life, that dy’d with fhame,
< Lives in death with glorions fame.
¢ Hang thou there upon the tomb,
¢ Praifing her when I am dumb.

¢ Claud. Now mufic found, and fing your folemn hymn.

Si @ ‘N. G-

Pardon,, Goddefs of the night,

Thofe thar fleww thy virgin knight,

For, which, awith fougs of wwoe,

Round about her tomb they go.

Midnight, affit our moan;

Help us to fich and groan :
& i If 4 ¢ Heavenly,
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¢ Heawenly, heawvenly :

Graves, yawn and yield your dead,
€ Till death be uttered,

© Heavenly, heavenly.

<

¢ Claud. Now unto-thy bones good night !
¢ Yearly will I do this Rite.. 5
¢ Pedro. Good-morrow, mafters, Put your torches out 3
¢ The wolves.have prey’d ; and, look, the gentle day,
¢ Before the wheels of Pheebus,. round about
¢ Dapples the drowfy eaft with {pots of grey.:
¢.Thanks. to you all, and leave us; fare you well,
¢ Claud. Good-morrow, mafters ; each his feveral way..
¢ Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on ether weeds g
¢ And then to Leonato’s we will go.’
¢ Claud. And Hymen now with luckieriffue Tpeed’s, (21)
¢ Than this, for whom we render’d u p this woe! [ Exeunt.’

SCENE changes o Leonato’s Houfe..

Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urfula,,
Antonio, Friar and Hero,

Friar. ID TInot tell you,, fhe was innocent ?
D Leon. So are the Prince and Claudioy, whe-
accus’d her,
Upon the error that you heard debated. -
But ﬂfargmwt was in fome fault for this 3
Although againft her will, as it appears
¢ In the true courfle of all the queftion.’
Ant. Well 5 T am glad, that all things fort fo well. .
Bene.. And fo am T, being elfe by faith enforc’d
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.
Leon.. Well, Daushter, and‘you gentlewomen all;
Withdraw into a chamber by yourfelves,
And when I fend for you, come hither mafked :

(21) And Bymen nozw wuith fuckior [fjze {peeds,

Than this,: for whom =ve renderld up this Weel]  Claudie:
could not know, without being a. Prophet, that this new-propos’d
Match fhould have any luckier Event than That defign’d with
Hero. Certainly, therefore, this fhould be a Wifh in Claudio; and,
to this End, the Poet might have Wrote, [fpeed’ss i.e. [peed us:
and {o it becomes a Prayer to Hymer, Dr. Thiriby.

The

3
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The Prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour

To vifitme ; you know your office, brother,

You muft be father to your brother’s daoghter,

Aud give her to young Clauao. [Exeunt Ladies,
Ant. Which I will do with confirm’d countenance,
Bene, Friar, T mult intreat your pains,, I think,
Friar. To do what, Signior ¢
Bene. Tobind me or undo me, one of them ;

Signior Leozars, trath it is, good Signior,

Your Niece regards me with an eye of favour.

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her, ’tis moft true.
Leve. And Ido with an eye of love requite her.
Leop. The ficht whereof; I think, you had from me,

From Claudioand the Prince; bat what’s your will ?

Bene, Your anfwer, Siriseniomatical; )
But for my will, my will is, your good will
May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d
I’ th’ ftate of honourable marriage ;

In which, good Friar, I fhall defire your help.

. Leon. My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, «uvith Attendants,

Pedro. Good morrow to this fair aflembly.

Leon, € Good-morrow, Prince; good-morrow, Glaudis.”
We hereattend you ; are you yet determin’d
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter ?

Claud. Tll hold my mind, where the an Erkigpe.

Leon, Call her forth, brother, here’s the Friar ready.

[£xiz Antonio.

Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedicks why what’s the matter,
‘That you have {och a February face,

So full of froft, of ftorm and cloudinefs ?

Claud. 1 think, he thinks upon the favage bull :
Tufh, fear not, man, we’ll tip thy horns with gold,
And fo all Eurspe thall rejoice at thee;

As once Furopa did at lufty Fowe
When he would play the noble beaft in love.

Bene. Bull Fowe, Sir, had an amiable low,

And fome {uch ftrange bull leapt your father’s cow 3
And got a calf, in that fame nobje Fea_t,
Much like to you ; for you have juft his bleat.

Enter
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Enter Antonio, avith Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and
Urfula, mask’d.

Claud.< For this Lowe you; here come other reck’nings.”
Which is the tady I muft feize upon ?
Ant. This {ame is fhe, and I do give you her.
Claud. Why, then fhe’s mine; Sweet, let me fee:
your face.
Leon. No, that you fhall not, ’till you take her hand:
Before this Fridr, and fivear to marry her.
Claud. Give me your hand ; before this holy-Friar,,
I am your hufband if you like of me.
Hero. And when I liv’d, I was your other wife.
[Unmaskings.
And when you lov’d, you were my other hufband.
Claud. Another Hero # (22)
Hero. Nothing certainer.
©One Hero dy’d defil’d, but I do live ;-
And, f{urely, asl live, I am a maid.
Pedro. The former Hero! Hero, that is dead ! .
Leon. She dy’d, my lord, but whiles her flander liv’ds.
Frigr. All this amazement can I qualify,
When, after that the holy rites are ended,
I’ll tell thee largely of fair Hero’s death -
Mean time let wonder feem familiar,
And to the chapel let us prefently.
Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrics 2
Bear. 1anlwer to that name ;- what is yoar. will ¥
Béne. Do notyou love me ? A
Beat. Why, no, no more than reafon.

Bene.. Why, then: your Uncle, and the Prince, and”

Claudio, have been deceiv’d ; they fwore, youw did..
Beat. Do not you love me 2
(22) Claud. Asothier Hero !
Hero. ————>Nothing certainer s

One Hero dy’d 5 but I do live. ”
And furelyas I live T am a Maid.] Befides-that the-laf:

Line but One wants a whole Foor in Meafure,. it is as defe@ive-

in the Meaning: For how are the Words made out? One Here
dy'd, and yet.that Fero lives, but how is fhe then another Hero?
‘The Supplement, which 1 have reftor’d from: the old Quarto, folves-
all-the Difficulty, and makes the laft Line reafonable.

Beas.
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" Bene. Troth, no, no more than reafon.

Bear. Why, then my Coufin, Margaret and Ur/ula,
Have been decciv’d ; for they did fwear, you did.

Bene. They {wore, you were almoft fick for me.

Beat. They {wore,  you weie well-nigh dead for me.

Bene. Tis no matter ; then you do not love'me?

Bear. No, truly, but in friendly recompence.

Leon. Come, Coufin, [ am {ure, you love the gentleman.

Cland. And I’ll be fworn upon’t, that he loves her;
For heie’s a paper written in his hand,

A halting fonnet of his own pure brain,
Fathion’d to Beatrice.

Hzere. And here’s another,

Wit in my Confin’s hand, ftolen from her pocket,
Containing her affection unto Bewed!ct.

Bene. A miracle ! here’s our own hands againft our
hearts; come, I will have thee: bat, by the light I,
take theedor pity. - :

(zg) Bear. I would yet deny you; but by this good
day, 1 yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to fave
your life ; for as I was told you were in a confumption.

(24) Bene. Peace, I will ftop your mouth.———

[ Kiffing kera

Pedro. How doft thon, Beredick, the married man?

Bene. Pl tell the what, Prince;. a College of wit-
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : doit thou
think, I care for a fatire, or anepigram? no: if a man

(23) I wwouid not demy you, but by this goed day 1 yield upas
great perfuafion, &c.| Is not this frange Mock-reafoning in Bea-
trice ® She would not deny him, but that fhe yields upon great
Perfuafion———By changing the Negarive, I muke no doubt but
I have retrievid the Poets Humour.

(24) Leon. Peace, I will flap your Dfouth.] What can Leonato
mcan by This? ¢ Nay, pray, piece, Niece; don’t keep up this
€ QObiftinacy of Profteffions, for I have Proofs to ftop your Mouth.™
The ingenious Dr. Thirlby agreed with me, that this ought fo be
given to Benedick, who upon faying it, kiffes err:{e: and this
being done before the whole Campany, how natural is the Reply
which the Prince makes upan: it?

How doft thou, Benedick, the married WMan 2 el
Befides, this Mode of Speech, preparatory te a Salute, is familiar to
our Poet in common with other Stage-Writers, i
Wi
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will be beaten with brains, he fhall wear nothing hand-
Jome about him ; in brief, fince I do purpofe to marry,
I will think nothing to any purpefe that the world can
fay againft it ; and therefore never flout at me, for what
I have faid againft it; for man is a giddy thing, and
this 1s my conclufion ; for thy part, Claudio, I did think
to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be my
kin{man, live unbruis’d, and love my coufin.

Claud. T had well hoped, thou wouldft have denied
Beatrice, that I might have cudgell’d the € out of thy
¢ fingle life, to make thee a double dealer ; which, out
< of queftion, thou wilt be, if my Coufin do not look
¢ exceeding narrowly to thee.’

Bene. Come,; come, we are friends; let’s have a Dance
€re we are marry’d, that we may lighten our own hearts,
and our wives heels.

Leon. We’ll have dancing afterwards.

Bene. Firft, o> my word; therefore, play mufic.
Prince, thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife ;
there is no ftaff more reverend than one tipt with horn.

Enter Meflenger.

M:g: My Lord, your brother 7ok ista’en in flight,
And brought with armed men back to Me/fira.

Bene. Think not on him ’till to morrew : Il devife
thee brave punifhments for him. Strike up, Pipers.

[ Dauce.
[ Exeuns omness
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