Benedick, Beatrice, Don Pedro, Leonato

DON PEDRO
Good Signior Leonato, are you come to meet your
trouble? The fashion of the world is to avoid
cost, and you encounter it.
LEONATO
Never came trouble to my house in the likeness of
your grace!
DON PEDRO
You embrace your charge too willingly. | think this
is your daughter.
LEONATO
Her mother hath many times told me so.
BENEDICK
Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her?
LEONATO
Signior Benedick, no.
DON PEDRO
Truly, the lady fathers
herself. Be happy, lady; for you are like your
honourable father.
BENEDICK
If Signior Leonato be her father, she would not
have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as
like him as she is.
BEATRICE
| wonder that you will still be talking, Signior
Benedick: nobody marks you.
BENEDICK
What, my dear Lady Disdain! are you yet living?
BEATRICE
Is it possible disdain should die while she hath
such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick?
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come
in her presence.
BENEDICK
Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is certain |
am loved of all ladies, only you excepted: and |
would | could find in my heart that | had not a hard
heart; for, truly, | love none.
BEATRICE
A dear happiness to women: they would else have



been troubled with a pernicious suitor. | thank God
and my cold blood, | am of your humour for that: |
had rather hear my dog bark at a crow than a man
swear he loves me.

BENEDICK
God keep your ladyship still in that mind! So some
gentleman or other shall 'scape a predestinate
scratched face.

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

BENEDICK
Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

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

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

BEATRICE
You always end with a jade's trick: | know you of old.



Dogberry, Verges, Seacole

DOGBERRY
You are thought here to be the most
senseless and fit man for the constable of the
watch; therefore bear you the lantern. This is your
charge: you shall comprehend all vagrom men; you are
to bid any man stand, in the prince's name.
SEACOLE
How if he will not stand?
DOGBERRY
Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go; and
presently call the rest of the watch together and
thank God you are rid of a knave.
VERGES
If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none
of the prince's subjects.
DOGBERRY
You are to call at all the
ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed.
SEACOLE
How if they will not?
DOGBERRY
Why, then, let them alone till they are sober: if
they make you not then the better answer, you may
say they are not the men you took them for.
SEACOLE
Well, sir.
DOGBERRY
If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by virtue
of your office, to be no true man; and, for such
kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them,
why the more is for your honesty.
SEACOLE
If we know him to be a thief, shall we not lay
hands on him?
DOGBERRY
Truly, by your office, you may; but | think they
that touch pitch will be defiled: the most peaceable
way for you, if you do take a thief, is to let him
show himself what he is and steal out of your company.
VERGES
You have been always called a merciful man, partner.
DOGBERRY

This is the end of the charge. Masters, good night: an there be



any matter of weight chances, call up me.
Adieu: be vigitant, | beseech you.



Benedick, Claudio, Don Pedro

CLAUDIO
Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of Signior Leonato?
BENEDICK
| noted her not; but | looked on her.
CLAUDIO
Is she not a modest young lady?
BENEDICK
Do you question me, as an honest man should do, for
my simple true judgment; or would you have me speak
after my custom, as being a professed tyrant to their sex?
CLAUDIO
No; | pray thee speak in sober judgment.
BENEDICK
Why, i' faith, methinks she's too low for a high
praise, too soft for a bold praise and too little
for a great praise: only this commendation | can
afford her, that were she other than she is, she
were unhandsome; and being no other but as she is, |
do not like her.
CLAUDIO
Thou thinkest | am in sport: | pray thee tell me
truly how thou likest her.
BENEDICK
Would you buy her, that you inquire after her?
CLAUDIO
Can the world buy such a jewel?
BENEDICK
Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak you this
with a sad brow? or do you play the flouting Jack?
CLAUDIO
In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever |
looked on.
BENEDICK
| can see yet without spectacles and | see no such
matter: there's her cousin, an she were not
possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty
as the first of May doth the last of December. But |
hope you have no intent to turn husband, have you?
CLAUDIO
| would scarce trust myself, though | had sworn the
contrary, if Hero would be my wife.
BENEDICK
Is't come to this?



Shall | never see a bachelor of three-score again?
Go to, i' faith and sigh away
Sundays. Look Don Pedro is returned to seek you.

Re-enter DON PEDRO

DON PEDRO
What secret hath held you here, that you followed
not to Leonato's?

BENEDICK
| would your grace would constrain me to tell.

DON PEDRO
| charge thee on thy allegiance.

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

CLAUDIO
If this were so, so were it uttered.

BENEDICK
Like the old tale, my lord: 'it is not so, nor
'twas not so, but, indeed, God forbid it should be
so.'

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

DON PEDRO
Amen, if you love her; for the lady is very well worthy.

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

DON PEDRO

By my troth, | speak my thought.
CLAUDIO

And, in faith, my lord, | spoke mine.
BENEDICK

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



Benedick, Beatrice

BENEDICK

Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while?
BEATRICE

Yea, and | will weep a while longer.
BENEDICK

I will not desire that.
BEATRICE

You have no reason; | do it freely.
BENEDICK

Surely | do believe your fair cousin is wronged.
BEATRICE

Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that would right her!
BENEDICK
Is there any way to show such friendship?
BEATRICE
A very even way, but no such friend.
BENEDICK
May a man do it?
BEATRICE
It is a man's office, but not yours.
BENEDICK
| do love nothing in the world so well as you: is
not that strange?
BEATRICE
As strange as the thing | know not. It were as
possible for me to say | loved nothing so well as
you: but believe me not; and yet | lie not; |
confess nothing, nor | deny nothing. | am sorry for my cousin.
BENEDICK
By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
BEATRICE
Do not swear, and eat it.
BENEDICK
| will swear by it that you love me; and | will make
him eat it that says | love not you.
BEATRICE
Will you not eat your word?
BENEDICK
With no sauce that can be devised to it. | protest
I love thee.
BEATRICE
Why, then, God forgive me!
BENEDICK



What offence, sweet Beatrice?
BEATRICE
You have stayed me in a happy hour: | was about to
protest | loved you.
BENEDICK
And do it with all thy heart.
BEATRICE
I love you with so much of my heart that none is
left to protest.
BENEDICK
Come, bid me do any thing for thee.
BEATRICE
Kill Claudio.
BENEDICK
Ha! not for the wide world.
BEATRICE
You kill me to deny it. Farewell.
BENEDICK
Tarry, sweet Beatrice.
BEATRICE
| am gone, though | am here: there is no love in
you: nay, | pray you, let me go.
BENEDICK
Beatrice,--
BEATRICE
In faith, | will go.
BENEDICK
We'll be friends first.
BEATRICE
You dare easier be friends with me than fight with mine enemy.
BENEDICK
Is Claudio thine enemy?
BEATRICE
Is he not approved in the height a villain, that
hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman? O
that | were a man! What, bear her in hand until they
come to take hands; and then, with public
accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,
--O God, that | were a man! | would eat his heart
in the market-place.



Hero, Margaret

Enter HERO, MARGARET
MARGARET
Troth, | think your other rabato were better.
HERO
No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this.
MARGARET
By my troth, 's not so good; and | warrant your
cousin will say so.
HERO
My cousin's a fool, and thou art another: I'll wear
none but this.
MARGARET
Your gown's a most rare
fashion, i' faith. | saw the Duchess of Milan's
gown that they praise so.
HERO
O, that exceeds, they say.
MARGARET
Cloth 0' gold, and cuts, and laced with
silver, set with pearls, down sleeves, side sleeves,
and skirts, round underborne with a bluish tinsel:
but for a fine, quaint
fashion, yours is worth ten on 't.
HERO
God give me joy to wear it! for my heart is
exceeding heavy.
MARGARET
"Twill be heavier soon by the weight of a man.
HERO
Fie upon thee! art not ashamed?
MARGARET
Of what, lady? of speaking honourably?
Is there any harm in 'the heavier for a
husband'? None, | think, and it be the right husband
and the right wife; otherwise 'tis light, and not
heavy: ask my Lady Beatrice else; here she comes.



Don John

DON JOHN
I wonder that thou, being, as thou sayest thou art,
born under Saturn, goest about to apply a moral
medicine to a mortifying mischief. | cannot hide
what | am: | must be sad when | have cause and smile
at no man's jests, eat when | have stomach and wait
for no man's leisure, sleep when | am drowsy and
tend on no man's business, laugh when | am merry and
claw no man in his humour.
| had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose in
his grace, and it better fits my blood to be
disdained of all than to fashion a carriage to rob
love from any: in this, though | cannot be said to
be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied
but | am a plain-dealing villain. | am trusted with
a muzzle and enfranchised with a clog; therefore |
have decreed not to sing in my cage. If | had my
mouth, | would bite; if | had my liberty, | would do
my liking: in the meantime let me be that | am and
seek not to alter me.
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