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Much adoe about Nothing.
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Euter Leonato Gonernonr éfﬂr{ejﬁm, Inusgen biswife,He-

vo his dasghter, asd Beatrice lus Neecewith d meffenger. |

ik Leonato.,
Learne inthis Letter, that Don Peter of Arra-
gowr, comes this night to Meffina.

AMef]. He is very neere by this : he was not
three Leagues off when I left him.

Leon, How many Gentlemen haue youloft in this
adtion?

Mc[f. But few ofany fort, and none of name,:

Leon.. A viCtoricis twiceit{clfe, when the atchieuer
brings home full numbers : 1finde heere, that Don Pe-

ter hathbeftowed muchhonor onayong Florentsae cal-
led Clandio.

M Much deferu’d on his part,and equally remem-
bred by Don Pedro, he hath bornie himfelfe beyond the

promile ofhisage, doing in'the figure of 2 Lambe, the
feats of a Lion, he hath indeedc better bettred expeéta-
tioh, then you muft expeét of meto tell you how.

Leo. He hathan Vackle heerein 22¢/fina,wil be very
much glad of ir.

" Mefl. Thaucalreadie delivered him lecters, and there
appearcs much ioy in him, ¢uen{o much, thatioy'could
not fhew it {clfe modeft enough, without abadg of bit-
terne(le,

Leo. Didhebreake outinto teares ?

Meff. In great meafure.

Leo, A kinde ouerflow ofkindneffe, thereare no fa-
ces truer, then thofe that are fo wafh’d, howmuch bet-

- ter is it to weepe at ioy,thento ioy at weeping?

Bea. 1 pray you, is Signior Mowwtante teturn’d from
the warres,orno ?

Meff. Tknow none of that name, Lady, there was
none fuch in the armie of any fort.

Leon. Whatis he thatyou askeé for Neece?

Hero. My coufin meanes Signior Benedick of Padua |

Mefl. Ohe'sreturn’d, and as pleafant s euer he was,
“ ‘Bear, He fer vp his bilshere in A4¢[ina, & challeng’d
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vinckles foole reading the

Challenge, fubfcrib’d for Cupid, 2nd ¢halleng’d him at

the Burbolr, 1 pray you, how many hath hee kil’d and
caten inthefe warres? But how many hathihe kil'd? for
indeed, T promis'd to eate all 6fhis killing, -

Leon. "Faith Neece, yol taxe Signior Bertedicke too

much, buthee'l be meet with you, I doubt it not.
M He hath done good féthice Lady in thefe wars.
Beas. Youhad mufly viGuall,iand He hath holpe to

eascit:he's avery valiane Trencher-mati, hee hath an 1

excellent Bomacke,

oA ttus primus, Scena prima.

Meff. And a good fouldier too Lady. :
Beat, Anda good fouldicr to a Lady. Burwhitishe
toaLord? : ‘ A
Meff: A LordtoaLord, amantoaman, fluftwith
all honourable vertues. »
Bear, Ttisfoindeed, he isnoleffe then a flufcman:

buc for che ftuffing well, ‘we are all moreall.

Ieon. Youmuft not (fir) miftake my Neece, thereis’
akind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick, & her :
they neuer nicet, but thert’s a skirmifh of wic between
them.

Bea. Alas,he gets nothing by that. Tnour laft con-
fict, foure ofhis fiue wits went halting off, and now s’
the whole man goucra’'d withone :  fo thatifhee haue
wit enoughto'keepe himfelfe warme, let him beare it
for a difference betweene himfelfe and his horfe : Forit*
is all the wealch that he hath left, to be knowne a reafo-
nable creature, Who ishi¢ companion now? He hath
cuery month a new {worne brother.

AMefl. I'stpoffible? ‘

Bear. Very cafily poffible : he weares his faith but as
thefafhion ofhis ha, it cuer changes with § next block.

Meff. 1fee (Lady) the Gentlemanis net in your
bookes.

Bea, No,and he were, I would burne my ftudy. But
I pray you, whois his companion ? Isthere no_young
{quarer now,” that will make a voyage with him to the
diuell ?

Mefl. Heismolt inthe company of theright noble
Clandse.

Beat. O Lord, he will hang vpon him like adifedfe:
heis fooner canghe thenthe peftilence, and the raker
runs prefently mad. God helpe the noble cZandie, ifhee
haue caught the Benediét, it will coft hima thoufand
pound cre hebe cur'd.

Meff. Twillhold friends with you Lady,

Bea. Do good friend.

Leo. You'lne're run mad Neece,

Bea. No, noctill ahot Ianuary.

Meff. Don Pedrois approach'd,

Enterdon Pedro,Clandio,Benedicke, Balibafar,
and lobnthe baffard.

Pedro, Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet’
your trouble's the fathion of the world is to auoid coft,
and you encounter it.

~Leen. Netiet came trouble to my hesfe in the likenes
of your Grace'’s for trouble being gone, comfort fhould
remaine: butwhen you depatt from me,forrow abides,
and happinefle takes his leaue.

Iz Pedre.
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Pedro. Youembrace your charge too willingly: I
thinke thisis your daughter. :

Leonato. Her mother hath many times told me fo.
Bened. Wereyouin doubt that you askeher? .

childe. ;
Pedro. You haue it full Benedicke,we may gheffe by
this,what you are, being a man, trucly the Lady fathers

‘her felfe: be happic Lady, for you are like an honorable
father. : £

haue his head on her fhoulders for al Meffina,as like him
as (heis. '

Bear. Twonder thar you will Rill be talking, fignior
Benedicke,no body markes you.

Bew. Whatmy deere Ladie Difdaine ! are you yet
liuing ?

Beat. Is it poflible Difdaine fhould die, while fhee
hath fuch meete foodeto feede it,as Signior Benedicke?
Curtefie it felfe muft conuert to Difdaine,if you comein
her prefence.

Bene. Thenis curtefic a turne-coate, but it is cer-
taine Iam loued of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and
Iwould I could finde in my heare that I had not a hard
heart,for truely I loue none, .

Beat. A deere happinefle to women,they would elfe
haue beene troubled with a pernitious Suter, I thanke
Godand my cold blood,I am of your humour for that,1
had rather heare my Dog barke aca Crow, than a man
fweare he loues me. :

Bene. God keepe your Ladifhip ftill in that minde,
fo fome Gentleman or other fhall {cape a predeftinate
{cratcht face.

Bear. Scratching could not make it worfe,and twere
fuch a face as yours were.:

Bene. Well,you are arare Parrat teacher,

Bear. A bird of my tongue, isbetter thanabeaft of

our,
) Ben. I would my horfe hed the {peed of your tongue,
and {o good a continuer, burt keepe your waya Gods
name,l haue done.

Beat. Youalwaics end wich aIadestricke, I know

youofeld.
Pedro. Thisis the fumme ofall: Leonato,fignior (Yan-
dio,and fignior Benedicke ; my deere friend Leosato, hath
inuited you all, I tellhim we (hall Ray here, attheleaft
a moneth, and he heartily praies fome occafior may de-
taine vs longer : I dare fweare hee is no hypecrite, but
praies from his heart.

Leon. Ifyoufweare, my Lord, you fhallnot be for-
fworne, let mee bid you welcome, my Lord, beingre-
conciled to the Prince your brother: I owe you all
duetie,

lobn, 1thankeyou, Iamnotof many words, butI
thanke you.

Leon. Pleafeityour graceleade on?

Pedrs. Your hand Leouatsywe will goe together.

Exennt.  Manet Benedicke and Clandjo.

Clan. Benedicke,did(t thounote the daughter of fig-
nior Leonato ?

Bene. 1noted hernot,but Ilooke on heg.

Claw. Is{henot amodeftyong Ladie?

doe, for my fimple true iudgement ? or would you hsue
me {peakeaftermy cultome, as beinga profcﬂ'ey
to their fexe ?

Leonaro. Signior Benedicke, no, for then wereyon a.|

. Ben. IfSignior Leonatobe h‘erwfavthcr, (he would not

Bene. Doe you queftionme as an honeft man (hould

d tyrang |,

Clas. No,I pray thee {peake in foberiudgement,

Bene: Why yfaith me thinks fhee’s too low for a hie
praife,too browne for a faire praife, and toolittle for a
greatpraifc,onely this commendation I can affoord her,

thatwere fheeother then the is, fhe were vnhandfome,

and being no other,bucas fheis,I doenot like her,

Clan. Thou think’ft Tamin fport, I pray theetell me |
truely how thou lik’ft her.

Bene. Would you buie her, that you enquier after
het ¢ 3 s

(lan. Can the world buie fuch aiewell ?

Ben. Yea,and a cafeto putit into,but fpeake you this
with a fad brow ? Or doe you play the flowting iacke,to
tellvs Cupid isagood Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare
Carpenter: Come, in what key fhall aman take you to
goein the fong ?

Clas. Inmine eie, fheis the {weeteft Ladie that euer
Iloockt on. ]

Bene. 1 canf{eeyet without fpe&acles, and I fee no
(uch matter : there’s her cofin, and fhe were not pofleft
with a furie, exceedesher as much inbeautie, as the fisft
of Maie doth the laft of December : but I hepe you haue
nointent to turne husband,have you ?

Clas. 1 would {carce ruft my felfe, though 1 had
{worne the contrarie,if Hero would be my wife.

Bene. 11t come ta this? in faich hath not the world one
man but he will weare his cap wich fufpition 2 {hall I ne-
uer {ee abarcheller of three fcore againe ? goce to yfaith,

- and thou wilt needes thruft thy necke into a yoke,weare
 the print of it,and figh away (undaies : looke, don Pedro

is returned to feeke you.

Enter don Pedre,Jobn the baftard,

Pedr. What{ecret hathheld you here, that you fol-
lowed not to Leonatees ?

Bewed, 1wouldyour Grace would conftraine mee to
tell. T

Pedrs, 1.chargetheeon thy allegeance,

Ben. You heare, Count Claudso, 1 canbe fecret 25 a
dumbeman, I would haucyouthinke o (but on my al-
legiance, marke you this, on my allegiance) hee is in
loue, With who? now that is your Graces part : marke
how fhert hisanfwere is, with Hero, Leoratoes fhort
daughrer,

Clan. Ifthis were {o,fo were it vetred.

Boned. Like the old tale,my Lord,it is not fo,nor ‘twas
not fo : but indeede,God forbid it fhould be fo.

(lan. lf my paffion change not fhortly, God forbid it
fhould be otherwife.

Pedro. Amen, ifyouloue her, for the Ladicis verie
well worthie.

Clau, You fpeake thisto ferch mein,my Lord.

Pedr. By my troth I fpeake my thoughe,

(s, And in faith,my Lord,I {fpoke mine,

Bewed, And by my two faiths and troths,my Lord, Y
fpeake mine.

Clas. That]loueher,Ifeele.

Pedr. That fhe is worthie,l know,

Bened. That I neither feelehow fhee fhould belo-
ued , nor know how fhee fhould be worthie, is the
opinion that fire cannot mclt out of me, I will dicin it at
the ftake.

Pedr,Thou walt euer an obRinate heretiquein the de-
fpightof Beautie,

Clay. Andncuer could msintaine hispare, but in the
force of his will.

Bene. That
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. Ben.That a woman conceiued me, I thanke her : that
fhe broughtmee vp, Ilikewife giue her moft- humble
thankes: butthatI will haue a rechare winded in my
| forehead, orhang my bugle in an inuifible.baldricke, all
women {hall pardon me: becaufe I will not do them the
wrong tomiftruft any, - Iwill doe my felfe theright to
truft none : and the fine is, (for the which T may goe'the
finer) I willline a Batchellor. :

Pedrs. 1{hall fee thee ere Idie, looke palewith loue,

Bewe. - With anger, with fickneffe, o with hunger,
‘my Lord, not with loae : proue that euer’l loofe more
blood with loue, then T will' get againe with drinking,
picke out mine eyes witha Ballet-makers penne, and
hang me vp avthe doorcof a brothel-houfe for the figne
of blinde Cupid. ‘ Y

Pedre, Well, if euer thou dooft fall from this faith,
thou wiltproue a notable argument,

Bene. 1f T do,bang me ina bottle likea Cat,& fhoot
atme, and he thathit’s me,lechimbe clapc o the fhoul-
der, and cal’d .Adam.

Pedre. Well,as time fhall trie : In time the fauage
Bull doth beare tne yoake, 1436

Bere, Thefavage bullmay, butif ever the fenfible
Benedicke beare it, plucke off the bulles hornes, and fee
them in my forehead, and let me be vildely painted, and
infuch great Letters as they write, -heere'is good horfe
tohire : lecthem fignific voder my figne, here youmay
{ee Benedicke the married man. '

Clau. 1fthis thould euer happen, thou wouldftbee
horne mad.

Pedro, Nay;if Cupid haue not fpent all his Quiuer in
Venice, thou wilt quake for this fhorely, \

Bene, Ilookeforan earthquake too then.

Pedro. Wellyyou will temporize with the houres) in
the meane time, good Signior Benedicke, repaire to Leo-
watoes,commend me to him, and tell him I will not faile
him 4t fupper, for indeedehe hath made great prepara~
tion,

Bene. Ihaue almoft matter encughin me for fuch an
Embaffage, and fo I commityou. ,

Clan, To the wiiticnof God. From my houle, if
had it.

Pedro. The ize of Tuly. Your louing friend, Benedick,

Bene. Nay mocke not, mocke not ; the body of your
difcourfe is fometime goarded with fragments, andthe

uardes are but {lightly bafted on neither, ere you flout
old ends any further, examine your confcience, and o |
leaue you, ' Exit.

Clan, My Liege, your Highnefle now may doemee

ood.

Pedre. My loue is thineto geach,teach it but how,
Andthou fhalefee how aptitisto learne
Any hard Leffon that may dothee good,

Clan. Hath Leonato any fonne my Lord ?

Pedrs. No childe but Hero, fhe's his onely heire,
Doft thou afte@ her ( landso ?

Clas. O my Lord,

When you went onward on this ended a&tion s
Ilook'd yponher witha fouldiers eie,
Thatlik'd,buthad a rougher taske in hand,
Than to driueliking to the name of loue:
Butnow Iamreturn’d, and that warre-thou ghts
Haue left their places vacant : in their roomes,
Come thronging foft and delicare defires, :
All prompting mee how faire yong Herefs,
Saying 1lik'd herere I went to warres,

" Pedra. Thou wilt belikealouer prefently,
A'ndtirethe hearer with 2 booke of words:
Ifthou doft loue faire Hero, cherifh it, :
AndI will breakewith her : waft not to this end
That thou beganft to twift o fine a ffory 2

Clas. How fweetly doe you minifter to loue,
That know loues gricfe by his complexion !
But left my liking mighttoo fodaine feeme,
1 would Kaue falu’d it with 2 longer treatife.

Ped. Whatneed § bridge much broder then the food?
The faireft graunt is the neceffitie :
Looke whar will ferue,s fit : ’tis ence,thous louef,
And I'will fitchee with the remedie,
I'know we fhallhauereuelling to night,
I'willaffume thy partin fome difguife,
And cell faire Hero 1 am Claudso,
And in her bofome 1le vnclafpe my heare,
And take her hearing prifoner with the force
And ftrong incounter of my amorous tale :
Then after, to her father will I breake,
And the conclufion is, {hee fhall be thine,
Inpracife let vs putic prefently, Exeunt,
vEuter Leonato and an old man Sbrother to Leonat,

Leo. How now brother, where is my cofen your {on ;
hath be prouided this muficke ?

Old. Heis very bufie about it, but brother, Tcan'tell
younewes that you yet dredmt not of,

Lo. Aretheygood?

O/d. Asthe eucnts ftamps them,but they haue 2 good
couer : they thew well outward, the Prince ‘and Coun
Clandjo walking in a thick pleached alley in my erchard,

»

i ‘were thus ouer-heard by aman of mine: the Prince dife

couered to Clandio that heeloued my niece your daugh-
ter,'and meant to acknowledge it this night inadance ;
and ifhee found heraccordant, hee meant to take the
prefenctime by the top , and inftantly breake with you
of it.

Leo. Haththe fellow any wit that told you this ?

Oid. A good (harpe fellow, I will fend for him ,and
queftion him your felfe. '

Leo,
peate it felfe: but I will acquaint my daughter withall
that {he may be the better prepared for an anfwer, if per-
aduenture thisbeetrue : goeyouandtell her of it : coo-
fin, you know what you haue to doe, O I crie you mer-
cie friend, goeyou with mee and I will vie your skill,
good eofin haue a care this Bufie time. Exennt,

Enter Sir Iobn the Baftard and Conrade bis companion.

Con. Whatthe good yeere my Lord , why are you
thus out of meafure fad ?

Ioh, There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds,
therefore the fadnefle is witheut limit,

Con, Youfhould heare reafon.

Zebn. And when]haueheardit,
gethic?

Con. Ifnoraprefent remedy,yet a pacient fufferance,

Zoh. Twonder that thou (being as thou faift thou are,
borne vnder Saturne ) goeft about to apply a morall me.
dicine, toa mortifying mifchiefe : I cannoc hide what |
am : I'muftbee fad when I hauecaufe, andfmile at no
mans icfts, eat when I haue flomacke, and wait for no
mans leifure: {leepe when Tam drowfie, and tend on no
mans buﬁncffc,laugh when Iam merry,and claw no man

what blefﬁng brin-

-in1 his humor.

Con. Yea,butyou multnot make the ful fhew of this r

. till youmay doe it witheut controllment, youhaye of

Qﬂ[e

No,no; wee willholdit as a dreame, till it ap-
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\late ftood out againft your brother, and hee hath tane
you newly into his grace, where it is impoffible you
fhould takeroot,but by the faire weather that you make
yout felfe,it is needful that you frame the feafon for your
owne harueft. AT .

Tsbn, 1hadrather be 2 cankerin ahedge, thena rofe
in his grace,and it better fics my bloud to be difdain’d of
all,thento fathion a carriage to rob loue fromany:in this
(though I cannot be faid to be 2 flatrering honeft man ) |
% mull net be denied but I am a plaine dealing villaine,I
amtrufted with a muffell ,-and enfranchifde witha clog,
therefore I haue decreed, notto fing in my cage : ifT had
my mouth,I would bite ; if  had my liberty,] would do
my liking : in the méane time, let mebe thac{ am, and
fecke not to alter me. :

Cen. Can you makenovie of your difcontent ?

Tobn, 1will make all vie of it for I vie it oncly.
Who comes here ? whatnewes Borachis?

Enter Berackio, ‘

Bor. 1came yonder from a great fupper, the Prince
your brother is royally entertzined by Leonato,and I can
giueyou intelligence efanintended marriage.

Iobn, Will it fcrue for any Modell to build mifchiefe
on ? Whatisheefora foole that betrothes himfelfe to

-ynquietnefle? 11

Bor. Mary itisyour brothers right hand.

Tobin. Who,the moft exquifite Clandio?

Bor. Euen he.

John. A proper {quier, and who,and whe, which way

‘lookes he ? ,
- Bor, Mary on Hers, the daughter and Heire of Leo-
#5410, z

Tohn. A very forward March-chicke, how came you
tothis? J

Bor. Being entertain'd for a perfumer,as I was fmoa-
king amufty roome, comes me the Prince and Cladio,
hand in hand in {ad conference : I whipt behind the Ar-
ras,and there heard it agreed vpon,that thePrince fhould
wooe Hero for himfelfe , and hauing obtain'd her, giue
her to Count Claxdia. \

Tokn. Come,come,let vs thither, this may proue food
to my difpleafure, that young Rart-vp hath all the glorie
of my ouerthrow : ifI can croffe him any way, Iblefle
my felfe euery way, youareboth fure, and will aflit
mee ?

Canr. Tothedeath my Lord.

Tobn, Letvsto the great fupper, their cheere is the
greater that I am fubdued,would the Cooke were of my
minde:(hall wé goe proue whats to be done? :

Bor. Wee'll wait vpon your Lotdthip.

' Exennt.

e)i s Secundus.

——

Enter Leonate, bis brother, bsa wife, Herohss dangbter, and

Beatrice bis nesce, and a kinfman.

Leonate. Wasnot Count Zobx here at fupper ?

Brother. 1fawhim not,

Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, Tneuer
can fee him,but I am heart-burn’d an howre after,

c_loe about J\Q)‘tb;ing: --

1. Beatrice. Hee were anexcellentman that weremade
iultin the mid-way betweene him and Bewedicke the one
is too like.animage and faies nothidg, and the other too
like my Ladies eldeft fonne, evermorc tatling.

Leon. Thenhalfe fignior Benedicks tongue in Conne
Zobns mouth,and halfe Count Jobns melancholy in Sig-
nior Benedjcks faces _ :

Bear. Witha good legge,and a good foot ynckle,and
money enough in his purfe, fucha man would winneany |
woman in the world, if he could get her good will,

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt neuer getthee a |
husband,if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue.

Brother.  Infaith fhee’s too curfi.

Beat. Too curftis morethen curft,] fhall leffen Gods
fcnding thatway: foritis faid, God fendsa curft Cow |
fhort hornes,but toa Cow too curft he fends none.

Leon. So, by being too curft, God will fend you no
hornes. ;

Bear. Tuft, ifhe fendmenohusband; forthe which
blcfﬁng,l amat himvpon my knees euery morning and
euening : Lord, I could hotendurea husband with a
beard on his face,I had rather lie in the woollen.
> Leonato, Youmay light vpon a husband that hathno

eard.

Batrice. What(hould I doe with him ? drefle him in
- my apparell,and make him my waiting gentlewomanihe
that hath abeard,is more then a youth : and he that hath ‘
no beard, is leffe then 2aman : and hee thatis mere thena
youth, is not for mee:and he that is leffe.thena man,] am
not fer him : therefore I will cuen take fixepence in car-
neftof the Berrord,and leade his Apesinto hell,

Leon. Well then,goe youinto hell, v

Beat. No,buttothe gate, andrhere will the Deuill |
i meete mee like an eld Cuckold with hornes on his head, |
| andfay,getyou to heauen Beatrice, geryouto heauen,

heere’s no place for you maids, {o deliver I vp my Apes,
and away to S. Peter : for the heauens, hee fhewes mee |
wherethe Batchellers fic, and therelive wee as merryas |
the dayis long. : .

Brother, Wellneece, Itruft you will berul'd by your
father. Do ‘

Beatrice, Yes faith, it is my colens dutie to make curt-
fie,and fay, as it pleafe you : but yet for all that cofin, let
him be a handfome fellow, or elfe make an other cugfie -
and {ay, father,as it pleafe me, ,

Leonato, Well necce,I hopeto fce you one day firred
witha husband.

Beatrice. Not till God make men of fome other met-
tall then earth, would it not grieue a woman te be ouer-
maftred witha peece of valiant duft # to make account of
her life to a clod of waiward marle ? no vnckle, ile none s
Adams {onnes are my brethren,and truly T hold it a finne
to match in my kinred.

Leon. Daughter, remember whatI told you, if the
Prince doe falicit you in thatkinde, you know your an-
fwere.

Beatrice. The faule willbe inthe muficke cofin,ifyou
be not woed ingood time : if the Prince bee.roo impor—~
tant, tell him there is meafure in cuery thing, & fo dance

" out the anfwere,for heare me Hero,wooing,wedding, &
repenting, is as a Scotch ijgge, a meafure, ar.da cinque-
pace : the firft {uite is hot and hafty like a Scotchijgge
(and full as fantafticall ) the wedding manerly modeit,
(‘as ameafure) full of ftate &c.aunchentry,and then comes |
repentance, and with his bad legs fallsinto the cinque-

Hero. Heis of a very melancholy difpefition,

k pace fafter and fafter, till he finkes into his graue.
Leonate,

P
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Leonata.. Cofinyou apprehend paffing [hrewdly.
Beatrice. Lhaue a good eye vnckle,I canfeea Charch
by dayligh. 0L g 2 ‘
' Leon,” The reuellers areentring brother , make good
foome. L

Fwter Prince, Pedro,Clandio, wnd Benedicke yand Balthafar,
or dumibe Lobn, Maskers with adrums, <1
Pedro. Lady,will you walke abeut withyour friend?
Hero. Soyon walkeloftly,and looke fweetly,and fay

nothing,lem yoursfor the walke, and efpecially when |

walke away.

Pedro. Withme in your company.

Hero, I'mayfay fo whenT pleafe.

Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay {o?

Here., WhenTI like your fauour, for God defend the
| Lute fhould be like the cafe. :

" Pedre. My vifor is Philemons roofe , within the houfe

is Loue. '

Hers, 'Why then yourvifor (hould be thatche,

Pedro, Speake low if you fpeake Loue,

Bewe, Well,I would youdid like me.

Mar, Sowouldnot I foryour owne (ake,for I haue
manie ill qualities.

Bene. Whichisone?

Mar. 1{ay my prayers alowd.

Ben, I love youthe better the Liearers may ery Amen.

Mar. God match me with a good dauncer,

Balt, Amen.

AMar, And God keepe him out of tay fight when the
daunceis done : anfwer Clarke.

Balt. Nomore words;the Clarke is anfwered,

Vrfula. 1know you well enough,you ase Signior Aw-
thonio.

Anth. Ataword,Iam not.

Vrfula. 1 know you by the wagling of your head,

Anth.. To tell yourrue, I counterfet him,

Virfw. Youcouldneuer doehim fo ill well , voleffe
you were the very man : here’s his dry hand vp & down,
you are he, you arehe.

Anth. Atawordl amnot,

Urfula. Come,come,doe youthinkeldoenot know
yeu by your excellent wit ? can vertue hide it feife 2 goe
to, mumme, you are he, graces will appeare, and there’s
anend.

Bear, Willyounot tell me who told you (o2

Bene. No, you fhall pardon me.

Bear. Nor will you not tell me who you are ¢

Bened, Not now,

Bear. ThatIwas difdainfull, and thacI had my good
wit out of the hundred merry cales : well,this was Signi-

‘or Benedicke that (aid (o,

Bene, What'she ?

Beat. Tam {ure you know him well enough.

Bere. Not 1, belecue me.

Bear, Did he never make youlaugh?

Bene. 1pray you whatishe ¢

Beat. Why he is the Princes ieafter,a very dull foole,
onely hisgiftis, in deuifing impefsible {landers , none
but Libertines delight in hin, and the cornmendation isf
not in his witte, but in his villanie, for heeboth pleafeth
men and angers them , and then they laugh achim , and
beathim : Tam fure heis inthe Flece , I would hehad
boorded me.

Bene. When T know the Gentleman,Ile tell him what
you fay.

-tridge wing faued, for the foole will éate fio fupper that

. "Tis certaine fo, the Prince woes for himfelfe :

Bear. Do, doyhee’l but breake a comparifon or two
on me, which peraduenture (not marke,-ornot laugh'd
at) frikes himinto melancholly, and then there’sa Par-

night. Wemuft follow the Leaders,

Ben. Inewery good thing,

Bea. Nay, ifthey leade o any ill, Iwill leane them
atthenext turging, Exennt.
Maficke for the dance.

Zobn. Sure my brother isamorous oni Hero, and hath
withdrawne her father to breake with him about it the
Ladies follow her,and but one vifor remaines.

Berackio.And tha is (lawdio,1 know him by his bea-
ring. !

Tobr. Arenot you figriior Benedscke?

Clas. You know mewell, I am hee.

{obn. Sigpior,youareverie neere my Brother in his
loue, he is enamor’d on Hero, I pray yyou diffwade him
from her, fheis no equall for his birth : you may do the
parcof an honeft maniniit.

Clandio. How know you he loues her ?

Iobn, 1 heard him fweare his affe@ion,

Bor. Sodid I too,and he {worehe would marrie her
tonight.

foim. Come, let vstothe banquet, Ev.maner (Tas.

Claw. Thus an{were Iin name of Benedicke,
Buthearethe(eill newes with the eares of Claudio:

Friendibipis conftantin all other things,

Sauein the Office and affaires of loue:

Therefore all hearts in loue vie theirowne tongues,

Let euerieeye negotiate for it felfe,

And truftno Agent : for beautieisa witch,

Againft whofe charmes, faith meltechisto blood 3

Thisisanaccident of hourely proofe,

Which Imifirufted not. Farewell therefore Eero.
Enter Benedicke,

Ben, Count Clandio.

Clan. Yeathe fame.

Ben, Come, will you go withme?

Claw. Whither?

Ben. Euento the next Willow, about your own bu-
finefle, Count. What fathion will yot: weare the Gare
land off? About your necke, like an Viurers chaine ? Or
vnder your arme, like a Lieute#tants fcarfs 2 You maft
weare itone way, for the Prince hath got your Hero.

Clan: Iwilh himioy of her.

Ben. Why that’s fpokenlike an honeft Drouier, fo
they {e! Bullockes : but did you thinke the Pririce wold
hauve ferued you thus ?

Clan; Tpray you leaue me,

Besn. Honow you firike like the blindman, twas the
boy that flole your meate, and you'l beat the poft.

Clan. Ifit will not be, Ile leaue you. Exit.

Ben, Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he cregpeinto
fedges : Buz that my Ladie Beatrice (hould know me, &
not know me : the Princes foole! Hah? It may be I goe
vnder thattitle, becaufe I am merrie : yea butfo lam
aptto do my felfe wrong: Iam not foreputed, itis the
bafe (though bitter) difpofition of Beatrice, that puct’s
the worldinto her perfon; and fo gives me out: well,Ile
bereuenged as I may,

: Euser the Prince. ’
Pedro. Now Signior, where'sthe Courity did you
feehim ¢ !
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Bene, Trothmy Lord,Lhaueplayed the part of Lady
Fame, I found him heere asmelancholy asa Lodge ina
Woarren,I told him,and I thinke;told himarue,that your
grace had goc the will ofthisly‘oung Ladg, and I offered

i| him my company to a willow tsee, eitherto. make him:a |
garland,as being forfaken;or ta binde hima rod . asbe- |

ing worthy to.be whipt. ,

Pedro, Tobe whipt,what’s his fault2

Bene. The flat tranfgreffionof a Schoole-boy, who
being ouer-ioyed with fiading abirds neft, liewes it his
companion, and he fteales it. ,

Pedro, Wiltthou makea truft, atranfgreflion ? the
tran{greflionis in the ftealer,

Ben. Yetit had not beene amiffe therod had beene
made, and the garland too,for-the garland he might haue
worne himfelfe and the rod -hee might haue beftowed on
you,who(as 1 take it jhaue ftolne his birds neft.

Pedro. I will butteach them to fing, and reftorethem
to the owner.

Bene, 1ftheir finging an{wer your faying,by my faith
you fay honefily.

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrell toyou , the
Gentleman that daunft with her, told her fheeis much
wrong'd by you,’

Bene, O (he mifu{de me paft the indurance ofa block:
an oake but with one greene leafe on it, would haue an-
{wered her: my very vifor began to affume hfe,and (cold
with her : fhee told mee, not thinking Thad beenemy
felfe, that I was the Princes lefter, and that I was duller
then a great thaw, hudling ieft vponiceft, with fuchim-
poffible conuciance vpon me, that 1 ftoodlike amanata
marke, with a whele army fhooting ac me : {hee {peakes

as terrible as terminacions, there were noliving neere
her, fhe would infet to thenorth ftarre : Iwouldnot
marry her,though fhe were indowed with all chat Adans
had left him betore he tranfgreft, fhe would haue made
Hercales haueturnd {pit, yea, and hane cleft his club to
make the fire too : come, talke not ofher, you fhall finde
her the infernall Atein good apparell. 1 wouldto God

is heere, a man may liuc asiquiet in hell,as in a fan&uary,
and people finne vpon purpofe, becaufe they would goe
thicher, fo indeed all difquict, horror, and perturbation
followes her. ?

Enter Claudio and Beatrice,Leonato, Hero.

Pedra. 1.ookeheere the comes.

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any feruice to
the worlds end ? I will goe on the flighteftarrand now
to the Antypodes that you can devife to fend meon: 1
willfetch youa tooth-picker now from the furtheft inch
of Afia: bring you the length of Preffer Johss foot: fetch
you a hayre off the great ( bams beard : doc you any em-
baffage tothe Pigmies, rather then hould three ‘gvords
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no employment
forme?

Pedro. None,butto defire your good company,

Bene. O God fir,heeres a difh Ilouenot,I cannot in-
dure this Lady tongue. Exit.

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you haue loft the heart of
Signior Benedicke.

Beatr. Indecd my Lord, hee lentitmea while, andl
gaue him v{e forit,a double heart for a fingle one, marry
oncebefore hewonneit of mee,with falfe dice,therefore
your Grace may well {ay 1 haueloftit,

M uch adoe abous Ngﬁ/g?ng. |

poynyards, and euery word ftabbes ; if her breath were

{fome {choller would coniure her, for certainely while fhe '

Pedre. You haue put him downe Lady,you haue put
him downe,io: -1 oot iT. '

Beat, Solwould not he {hould do me, my Lord, left
Ifhould prooutthemotherof fooles =1 hatie broughe
Count Clardio,whom you fent me to fecke. '

Pedre. Why how now Count, wherfore are you fad?
- Cland, Novfad my Lord. - C

Pedre. How then?icke? . 4

Cland. Neither,my Lotd, |

Bear. The Count isneither fad, nor ficke, nor merry,
nor well: but ciuill Count,ciuill as an Orange,and fome-
thing of a icalous complexion. ‘

Pedro. Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true,
though Ilcbe fworne, if hee be lo, his concei is falfe s
heere Clandio, 1 haue wooed in thy name ; and faire Herd
is won , I haue broke with her father, and his good will
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God giue
thee ioy. ‘ -

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

Beatr, Speake Count, tis your Qu,

Cland. Silenceis the perfe&teft Herault of ioy, I were
but little happy ifI could fay, how much ? Lady, as you
arc mine, 1 am yours, I giue away my felfe for you , and
doat vpon the exchange,.

Beat, Speake cofin, or (ifyou cannot) fop his mouth
withakifle,and let not him {peake neither,

Pedro. Infaith Lady you hauea merry hearr,

Bearr. Yeamy Lord Ithankeir,poore foole it keepes
on the windy fide of Care,my coofin tells him in his eare
that he is in my heart,

Clax, And fo(he doth coofin.

Beat. Good Lerd foralliance : thus goes cuery one
tothe world but I,and I am fun-burn’d,I may fit in a coz=
nerand cry, heigh ho fora husband. :

Pedro. Lady Beasrice, 1 will get you one.

Beat. I would rather haue one of your fachers getting:
hath your Gracene're a brother like you? your father
got excellent husbands, if 2 maid could come by them.

Prince. Willyou haue me Lady.,

Beas. No,my Lord, vnleffe I might haue another for
working-daies, your Grace is too coftly to weare euerie
day : buc I befeech your Grace pardon mee, I was borne
to fpeake all mirth, and no matter,

Prince, Your filence moft offends me, and tobe mer=
ry, beft becomes you,for out of queftion,you were born
in amerry howre,

Beatr, Nofure my Lord, my Mother cried, but then
there was a ftarre daunft,and vnder that was I borne:co-
fins God giucyounioy. : _

Leonare, Neece,will youlaoke to thofe shings I told
youof?

Beat. 1cry youmercy Vncle,by your Graces pardon,

: Exit Beatrice,

Prince. By my troth apleafant fpirited Lady.

Leon. There's litcle of the melancholy element in her
my Lord, (he isneuer fad,but when fhe{leepes, andnot
cuer {ad then:for T haue heard my daughter foy, the hath
often dreamt of vnhappineffe, and wake her felfe with
laughing, ‘

Pedro. -Shee cannot indure to heare tell of a husband.

Leonaso. ©,by nomeanes, fhe mocks all her wooers
out of fuige.

Prince. She were an excellent wife for Bewedick,

Leonase. O Lord, my Lord, if they were buca weeke
married,

e,
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narried, th:é;ﬁi&ould,tﬁlkqthen\fclucs madde,
| Princes Colinte: Clandio, ;) when meane you to goe to
“hurch ¢ '

Clan. To morrow my Lord, Time.goesoncrutches,
11 Loue haue all his rites.

Leonata.:Nogiill monday, my deare fonne, which is
ence aiuftfeusn night,and a time too bricfe roo,te haue
It things anfwer minde.

Prince., Come; you fhiketheheadiat foJong a brea-
hing, bur I warrant thee Clandso, the time, fhall nat goe
ully byvs, 1 willinthe interiss, vadertake one of Her-
eles labors; which is; to bripg_ Signior Eened{z:[@ and t_hc
ady Beatrice into amountaine ofaffection, thyone with
hother, I would faine haueita match; and [doubrnot
ue to fathion ity if you three will but minitter fuch affi-
ance as 1 (hall giue you direétion. _

Leonata, My Lord, L amforyou, though it coft mee
en nights watchings,

Clasd. AndImy Lord,

Prin, And yourto gentle Hero? _

Hero. 1will doeany modeftoffice,my Lord, tohelpe
1y cofin to a good husband.

' dick -fulleft husband

Prin. Aund Besedickisnotthe vohopefulleft hus
hat I know : thus farre can [ praife him,heeis ofa nob‘Ic
raine, of approued valour,and confirm’d honefty I will
each you how to humouryour cofin, that fhee fhall fall
1 loue with Benedicke, and I, with your twe helpes,will
o practifc on Benedicke , that in dzlpightof his quicke

vit,and his queafic tomacke,hee fhall fall inloue with -

eatrice : 1f wee can doe this, Capid is no longer an Ar-

her, his glory fhall be ours, for wee areche onely loue-

ods, goe in with me,and I willtell youmy drife.  Exir,
Enter lobn and Borachio,

Iob. Ttis (o, the Count Claudso fhal marrythe daugh-
er of Leonato,

Bora. Yeamy Lord,but I can croffe it. ‘

Tobn. Anybarre, any croffe, any impediment,will be
redicinable to me, I am ficke indifplealure tobim, and
vhatfoeuer comes athwart his affeétion , ranges cuenly
vith mine, how canft thou croffe this marriage ?

Bor. Notheneftlymy Lord, but fo couertly, that no
ifhonefty {hall appeare in me.

Tobn. Shew mebrecfely how,

Ber. 1thinkeI told yourLordfhip ayeere fince,how
yachl am in the fauour of AMurgaret,the waiting gentle-
voman to Hero.

Iobn. 1remember.

Bor. Tcanar any vnfeafonable inftant of the nighe,
ppoint her tolook out at her Ladies chamber window,

Tobn. Whatlifeis in that,te bethe death of this mar-
lage?

Bor. The poyfon of that liesinyou to temper, goe
ou tothe Prince your brother,{parenot to tell him,that
ee hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned
“andio, whofe eftimation doyoumightilyholdvp,toa
ontaminated ftale,{uch a one as Hero.

Tobn. What proofe (hall I make of thac 2

Bor. Proofe enough, tomifofe thePrince, . to vexe
Clandio,to vadoe Here,and kill Lesuato, looke you for a-
y other iflue ?

Tokn., Onclyto defpight them,I will endeauourany
hing,

Ber, Goe then finde me 2 meete howre , to draw on
Pedro and the Count (Yandisalone , tell them that you
cnow that Hero loues me, intend a kinde of zeale both
o the Prince and Clasdis (asin a loue of your brethers

| honor who hathmade. this match ) and his friends repu-

tation, who is thus like to be cofen’d with the feinblance
of a maid,that you haue difcouer’d thus:they will fcarce-
ly belecue this without triall: offer them inftances which
fhall beare no lefle likelihood , than to fee mee ac her
chamber window,heare me call Clargarer, Hero s heare
Margaret terme me Claudio , and bring them to fee this
the very night before the intended wedding, for inthe
meane time, | willfo fafhion the matzer, that Hero (hall
be abfent,and there {hall appeare fuch feeming truchs of
Heroes difloyaltie, that icaloufie thall be cal’d affurance ,
and all che preparation ouershrowne. ,

Tobn, Grow this to whataduerfe iffueit can, I will
putitin pradtife : be cunning in the working this , and
thy fee is 2 thonfand ducates.

Bor. Bethou conflang in the acenfation, and my cun-
ning fhall not fhame me, :

Jobn. T-ywill prefentli= goe learne their day of marri-
age, Exit,

- Enter Benedicke alone.

Bere. Boy.

Boy. Signior,

Bene. Inmy chamber window liesa booke, bring it
hither to me in the orchard.

Boy, lamhcere already fir. Exit.

Bewe. 1know that, buc I wouldhauve thee hence, and
heerc againe. Idoemuch wonder, thatone man fecing
how much another man isa foole, when he dedicates his
behauiours to loue, will after hee hath laughe ar fuch
fhallow follies in others , become the argumenr of his
owne {corne, by falling inloue, & fuch a man is Clundio
Ihaue known when there was no muficke with him but
the drumand the fife, and now had hee rather heare the
taber and the pipe : I haue knowne when he would haue
walke ten mile afoot, to fee a good armor, and now will
he lie ten nights awake caruing the fafhion of a newdub
let: hie was wont to fpeake plaine,& ro the purpofe (like
an honelt man & a fouldier) and now is he ture’d ortho-
graphy, his words area very fantalticall banquer, iuft fo
many {trange difhes : may I be {o conuerted, & fee with
thefe eyes ? Icannottell, Ithinkenot : Iwillpotbee
{worne, but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,buc Ile
takemy oath on it, tll he haue made an oyfter of me, he
(hallneuer make me {uch a foole: one woman is faire, yet
I 2m well: anocher is wife,yet 1 am well : another vertu-
ous, yet Tam well : bur tillall graces be in one woman,
one woman fhall not come in my grace: rich (hee fhall
be,that’s certaine : wife,or llenone : vertuous,or Ile ne-
uer cheapen higr : faire,or Ile neuerlookeon her:milde,
or comenotnecre me : Noble, or net foran Angell : of
good difcourfe :an excellent Mufitian,and her haire fhal
be of what colourit pleafe God, hah ! the Prince and
Monfieur Loue, I will hide me in the Arbor,

Enter Prince,Leonato,Clandio, and Tacke willom,
Priu. Come,(hall we heare this mulicke?
Cland. Yea my good Lord : how fiill the cucning is,
As hufhit on purpofc to grace harmonie.
Pren. Seeyou where Benedicke hath hid himfelfe?
Clan. O very well my Lord:the muficke ended,
Wee'll fic the kid-foxe with a penny worth.
Prince. Come Balthafar,wee’ll heare that fong again.
Balth, O goodmy Lord,taxe not fo bad avoyce,
Toflander muficke any more then once.
Prin, Itis the witnefle flill of excellency , 2
o

i




108

M uch adoe about J\Cgtbing.

To flander Muficke any more then once.

 Prince. Itis the witnefle ftill of excellencie,
Toputaftrange face on his owne perfetion,

Ipray thee {ing,and ler me woeno more.

Balth. Becaufe youtalke of wooing,I will fing,
Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit,

To her he thinkes not worthy, yethe wooes,

Yet willhe fweareheloues.

Pringe. Nay pray thee come,

Orif thou wilt iold longer argument,

Doeitinnotes.

Balth. Note this before my notes,

Theres not a note of mine that’s worth the noting.
Prince. Why thefe are very crotchets that he {peaks,
Note notes forfooth,and nothing.

Bene. Now dinine aire, now is his {oule ravifht, is it
not ftrange that fheepes guts (hould hale {foules out of
mens bodies 2 well, ahorne for my money whenall's
done.

The Song.

Sighnomore Ladies, fighno more,
Menwere deceiners eucr,
Onefoote in Sea, and one on [bore
To one thing conffant neser

Then figh 5ot fo, bus let them goe,
And be you blithe and bonnie,
Consterting all your fenrds of woe,
Into hey nony nany.

Sing no move dirties, [ing no moe,
Of dumps [0 dull and beany ,
The fraud of men were ener [0,
Since fummey firft was leaky,
Then figh net [0, ¢5c.

Privce. By my trotha good fong.

Balth. Andanill inger,my Lord.

Prince. Ha,no, no faith, thou fing & well enoughfora
thife.

Ben. Andhe had beena dog that (hould hauehowld
thus , they would haue hang®d him, and Ipray God his
bad voyce bode no ‘mifchicfe, Thad as licte haue heard
the night-raucn, come whas plague could haue come af-
ter it.

Prince. Yeamarry, doft thou heare Balthafar? 1 pray
thee get vs fome excellentmafick : for to morrow night
we would haug it at the Lady Heroes chamber window.

Balth, Thebelt1 can,my Lord. Exit Balthafar.

Prisce. Dofo, farewell. Comehither Leonate, what
was ityoutold mie of to day, that your Nicce Beatrice
was in loue with fignior Bewedicke ?

Cls. O1, ftalke on, ftalke on,the foule fies. I didne-
uer thinke that Lady would haue lousd any man.

Lean, Nonor I neither,but moft wonderful,that fhe
{hould fo dote on Signior Benedicke, whomfhee hath in
all outward behauiours feemed euer to abhorre.

Bene, 1s't poffible ? fits the winde in that corner ?

Leo. By my troth my Lord, 1 cannot tell what to
thinke of ie, but that fhe loues him with an insaged affe-
&ion, it is paft the infinite of thought.

Prince. May be {he doth but councerfeit,

Cland. Faithlike enough, |

Leon, OGod! counterfeit ? there was nsuer counter-

feit of paffion,came fo neere thelifc of paflion as fhe dif-
couersit.

|

Prince. 'Why what effe&ts of paffion fhewesthe ?

Cland. Baite the hooke well, this fith will bite.

Leon. What effe@smy Lord ? fhee will fit you, yeu
heard my daughter tell you how. '

Clan, She did indeed.

Prin. How, how I pray you ? you asaze me,I would
haue thought her fpiric had beene inuincible againtt all
affaults of affection. '

Leo. T would haue fwerne ithad,my Lord,efpecially
againlt Benedicke.

Bene. 1 fhould thinkethis a gull, butthatthe white-
bearded fellow fpeakes it : knauery cannoz fure hide
himfelfe in fuch reuerence,

Cland. He hath tane th'infe&ion,hold it vp,

Prince. Hath fhee mada ber affe&ion known to Beze-
dicke 2

Leonato, No, and fweares fhe neuer will, that’s her |
tOfmet. v

Ctand, *Tis trueindeed, {o your daughter faies : {hall
1, faics fhe,that haue {o oft encountred him with {corne,
write to him that I loue him ?

Leo. Thisfaies fhee now when fhee is beginning to
write to him, for fhee’ll be vp twenty times a night, and
¢here will fhe fit in her fmocke, till fhe haue wric a theet
of paper : my daughter tells vs all.,

Clas. Now you talke ofa fheet of paper,Iremember
a preuy icft your daughter told vs of.

Leos. O'when {he bhad writit, & was reading it ouer,
(he found Benedicke and Beatrice berweene the theete,

Class. That.

Leen. O fhetoretheletterinto athoufand halfpence, §
raild ac her felf,chat the fhould be fo immodef to write,
to one that (hee knew would flout her : I meafurehim,
faies (he, by my owne {pirit,for I fhould flout him ifbee
writ to mee,yea though I loue him, I fhould.

Clan. Thendowne vpon her knees fhe falls, weepes,
{obs, beates her heart, teares her hayre,praies; curfes, O
fweet Benedicke, God giue me patience.

Leon, She dothindeed, my daughter faies fo, and the
extafie hath (o much ouerborne her, that my daughteris
fomtime afeard fhe will doe a defperate out-rage to her
felfe, it is very true,

Prine. It were good that Benedicke knew of it by fome
other, if fhe will not difcouer it.

Clan, To what end # he would but make a fport ofit,
and torment the poore Lady worfe,

Prin. Andhe fhould, it were an almes to hang him,
fhee’s an excellent fweet Lady, and(out of all fufpition,)
{he is vertuous.

Clandjo. Andfheis exceeding wife,

Frince, In euery thing,butinlouing Benedicke.

Leon. O my Lord,wifedome and bloud combating in
fo tenderabody, we haue ten proofes to one,that bloud
hath the viGery, Iam forry for her, as I haue iuft caufe ,
being her Vincle,and her Guardian,

Prince, 1 would fhee had beftowed this dotage on
mee , I would haue daft all other refpeéts,and made her
halfe my felfe : I pray you tell Benedicke of it , and heare
what he will fay,

Leon. Were it good thinke you?

(Is%. Herothinkes furely fhe wil die,for fhe faies fhe |-
will die, ifheelouehernot, and fhee will di¢ erefhee
make her loue knowne, and fhe will dieifhee wooe her,
ratherthan fhee will bate one breath ofhicr accuftomed
croffencfle.

Prin. She dothwell,if (he fhould make tender of heg

loue,
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loue, 'tis very poflible hee’l feorne it forthe man(as you
know all)hatha contemptible {pirit. .

! Claw. Heisaveryproperman. ' [ b
Prin. Hebathindeed 2 good outward happines.:
Clan. Fore God,andin my minde very wife.

Prin. He dothindeed fhew fome fparkes thatare like
wit,

Leon.- And I take him to be valiant.

Prin. As Hettor, Laflure you, and in the managing of
quarrels youmay feeheeis wife, for either hee auoydes
them with great difcretion , or vndertakes them witha
Chriftian-like feare.

Lean, 1fhee doefeare God,2 muft neceffarilie keepe

eace,if hee breake the peace, hee oughttoenter into 2
quarrell with feare and trembling.

Prin. And {fowill he doe, for the man doth fear God,
howfocuer it feemes not in him,by fome large icafts hee
will make: well, I am {orry for your nicce, thall we goe
{ce Benedicke, and tell him of her loue,

Cland.’ Neuet tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out
with good counfell.

Leon. Nay that's impoffible,fhe may weare her heart
out firft,

Prin. Well,we will heare further of it by your daugh-
ter, let it coole the while , Tloue Bensdiske well, and 1
could wifh he would modefily examine himfelfe, to fee
how much he is ¥nworthy to haue{o good a Lady,

Leon. My Lord,will you walke?dinner is ready.

Clau. 1the donot doat on her vpen this, I wil neuer
truft my expectatton, '

Prin. Letthere be the fame Net {pread for her , and
that muft your daughter and her gentlewoman carry :
the fport will be,when they hold one an opinion of ano-
thers dotage,and no fuch matter, that's the Scene that I
would fee,which will be meerely a dumbe thew : lec vs
fend her to call him into dinner, Exennt,

Bene. This canbenotricke,the conference was f2dly
| borne, they have the truch of this from Hero, they feeme
to pittie the Lady : it {feemes her affe&tions haue the full
bent : loveme ? why it muft be requited : Theare how 1
am cenfur’d, chey fay I will beare my felfeproudly, if 1
perceiuethe loue come from her : they fay too, that the
will rather diethan giue any figne of affe&ion: I did ne-
uer thinke to marry, I muft notfeeme proud, happy are
they that heare their detradtions , and can put them to
mending : they fay the Lady is faire, "tisatruch, Ican
beare them witnefle : and vertwous, tis fo , I cannot re-
prooueir, and wife, but for louing me, by my trothizis
no addition to her witte, nor no great argument of her
folly; for I wil be horribly in loue with her, I may chance
haue fome adde quirkes and remnancs of witte broken
onmee, becaufe Ihauerail’d fo long againt marriage :
but dothnot the appetice alter 2amanlouesthe meatin
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. - Shall quips
and fentences, and thefe paper bullets ofthe braine awe
aman from the careere of his humour 2 No, the world
muftbe peopled. When L{faid I would dicabatcheler,l
did notthink I thould liue till I were maried;here comes
Beatrice :by this day, fhee’s afaire Lady,I doe fpie fome
markes of loue in her, :

Ewnter Bentrice,

Beat. Againft my wil I am
 dioner, o

{ent to bid you'comein'tor
Bene. Faire Beatrice, | thanke you for yolir painesvni

Bear. 1tookeno morepaines forthofe thankes,then
you take paines to thanke me, if it had been painefull, I
would nothaue come,

Bene. You take pleafure then in the meffage.

Beat. Yea iult fo much as you may take vpon 4 kniues
point,and choake a daw withall : you haue o lomacke
fignior, fare you well. G2 Exit.

Bene. Ha, againft my will Tamfent to bid you come
into dinner : there’s 4 double meaning in that ¢ Trooke
no more paines for thefe thankes then you tooke paines
to thanke me, that’s as much as to fay,any paines thar 1
take for you isas eafieas thankes #if T do not take pitty
of her I am avillaine,if I doe not loue her Iama Iew, 1
will goe gec her pi&ure. Exit,

oA s Tertius.

e

Enter Hero and twwo Gentlemen, Margaret, and P fula.

Hero. Good  Margaret runne thee to the parloir,

There thalt thou finde my Cofin Beatrice
Propofing with the Prince and Clandio,
Whifper her eare, and tell her Land #rfuls,
Walke inthe Orchard,and our whole difcourfe
Is all of her, fay that thou ouer-beardft vs ,
Andbidber fteale into the pleached bower,
Where hony-fuckles ripened by the funne,
Forbid the funne to enter : like fauourites,
Made proud by Princes,that aduance their pride,
Againft that powerthat bred it there will fhe hide her,
To liften our purpofe, thisis thy office,
Beare thee well inir, and leaue vs alone,

Marg. Tlemake her come | warrant you prefcntly.

Hero. Now Vrfula, when Beatrice doth come,
Aswedo traccthis alley vp and downe,
Our talke muft onely be of Benedicke
When Idoe name him,let it be thy part,
To praife him more then eyer man did meri
My talke to thee muft be how Beredicke
Isfickein loue with Beatrice : of this matter
Is little Capids crafty arrow made |
That onely wounds by heare-fay:now begin,
Enter Beatrice, 5%

For looke where Bearrice like a Lapwing runs
Clofeby the ground, to heare our conference.

Vrf. Thepleafant'ft angling isto fee the fifh
Cut with her golden ores the filuer fireame,
And greedily devoure the treacherous baite -
So angle we for Beatrice, who cuen now,
Is couched in the wood-bine couerture,
Feare younot my part of the Dialogue.

Her. Then go we neare her that her eare Joofe nothing,

3

: L2
Of'the falfe {weere baite thar we Jay forip s

No truely #ifils,the is too difdainfull,
I know her {pirits are'as coy and wilde,
As Haggerds of therocke. Cheg
Urfwla. Butareyou fore,
That Benedwke loves Beatrice {o intirely ?
Her. So faies the Prinice,and my new trothed Lord,
Frf. And did they bidyou tell het of it, Madam 2
Her. They did intreare me to scquaint her of it,
Butl perfwaded thém,ifthey lowd Bewedicke,
K To

B
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o wifh himwraftle with affeGtion, -

|

And peuer tolet Beattice know of it.

Vifisla. Why did you fo,doth net:the Gentleman
Deferue as full asforsunateabed;
As euer Bearrice fhall couch vpen .-

Hero. O Godoflouel [ know he doth deferue,
Asmuch as may be yeelded to aman;
But Nature nzuer fraim’'d. a womans-heart,
Ofprowder {tuffe shenshat of Beatrice :
Difdaine and Scornevide {parkling in her eyes,
Mif-prizing what theydooke on,and her wit
Valuesit felfe fo highly,that to her
All matter elfe feemes weake:(he cannot lone,
Nor take no fhape nor proiet of affection,
Shee is {o felfe indeared.

Vrfula. Surelthinkefo,
And therefore cerrainely it were not good
She knew his leue,left fhe make {portat .

How wife, how noble,yong,how rarely teatur’d.
But fhe would fpell him backward: iffaire fac’d,
She would {weare the gentleman fhould be her fifter :
Ifblacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke,
Made a foule blot:if tall,alavnce ill headed ¢
Iflow, an agot very vildhie cue:

Tf {peaking,why 2 vane blowne with all windes:
If {ilent, why a blocke moued with none.
Soturnes fhe euery man the wrong fideour,

And neuer giues to Truth and Vertue, that
Which fimplenefle and merit pugchafeth,

Vrfu. Sure, {ure,fuch carping isnot commendable.

Hers. No,not to be {o odde,and from all fathions,
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable,

But who dare tell her fo 2if I (hould fpeake,

She would mocke me into ayre,O (he would laugh me
Out of my {elfe,preffe me to death with wit,
Therefore let Benedicke like couered fire,

Confume away in fighes, wafleinwardly :

It were abetter death, to die with mockes ,

Whichis as bad as die with tickling.

Urfw. Yettellher ofit,heare what {hee will fay.

Hero. Noyrather I will goeto Benedicke ,

And counfaile him to fight againft his paflion,
And eruly 1le deuife fome honeft flanders,

To (taine my cofin with,one doth not know,
How much anill word may impoifen liking,

Urf. O doenot doe your cofin fuch awrong,
She cannot be {o much without true indgement,
Hauing fo fwift and excellenta wit
As {he is prifde to haue, as to refule
So rarea Gentleman as {ignior Benedicke.

Hero. Heis the oncly man of Jraly,

Alwaies excepted,my deare Clandio.

Vrfu. 1prayyou benot angry with me,Madame,
Speaking my foncy: Signior Benedicke,

For ibape,for bearing argument and valour,
Goes formeft in report through Italy.

Here. Indeed be hath anexcellent good pante,

Urfx. Hisexcellence did earneicere he hadit:
When are you married Madame?

Hero, Why eueric day to morrow,comegoein,
Ile (hew thee {fome attires, and haue thy.counfell; - -

e ey e

; ‘Which is the beft to furnifh me to morsow.

[;  VPwfr. Shee’s tane ] warrant you,

| WehauecaughtherMadame?2  v3d T oy
i Hero. 1fitprouefo thenlouing goesby baps,; - :
]

Hero. Why you fpeake truzh,Tnever yet faw man,’

Some Cupid kills with arrowes,fome with traps. « Exsr.
Beat. What fire i in mine eares?can chisberme?

Stand I condemn’d for pride and fcorne fo much?

Contempt,farewell,and maiden pride, adew,

No glory lives behinde the backe of fuch.

And Benedicke,loue on,1 will requite thee,

Taming my wilde heart to thy louing hand :

If thou doft lone,my kindenefle fhall incite thee

To binde our loues vp ina holy band.

For others fay thou doft deferue, and I ’

Belecue it better thenreportingly, Exit,

Euter Prince, ((landio, Benedicke  and Leonate;

Prince. 1doebucflay till your marriage beconfum-
mate, and then go 1toward Arragon,

Claw, 1lebring youthither my Lord, if youl veuch-
fafe me.

Prin, Nay, that would be as great a foyle inthe new
glofle of your marriage,as to {hew a childe his new coat
and forbid him to weareit, I willonely bee bold with
Benedjcke for his companie, for from the crowne of his
head, to the fole of his foot,he is all mirth,he hath twice
or thrice cut Cupids bow- ftring,and the little hang.man
dare not fhoot at him, he hath a heartasfound as abell,
and his tongue is the clapper,for what his heart thinkes,
his tongue {peakes.

Bene, Gallants,I am not as I haue bin,

Leo. So {ay I, methinkes you are fadder.

Cland. 1hopehe beinloue.

Prin, Hang him truant,there’s no true drop of bloud
inhimto be trulytoucht with loue,ifhe be fad,hewants
money.

Bene, 1hauethetooth-ach,

Prin. Draw it,

Bene, Hang it.

Cland, Youmuft hang it firt,and draw ic afrerwards.

Prin. What? figh for the tooth-ach.

|| intoalutesftiingand nowgouern'd by ftops.

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worme.

| Bene., Well,euery one cannot mafter a griefe,buthee '

that has it.

Clan. Yetfay Lheisin loue, |

Prin. Thereis noappearance of fancie inhim,vnleffe
it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes,as to bee a
Dutchmanto day,a Frenchman to morrow: vnleffehee
hauea fancy to thisfoolery, asit appeares bee hath, hee
isno foole for fancy, as you would haueit to appeare
he is.

Cla#n, 1fhe benotinloue vvith fomevvoman,there
isno beleeuing old fignes,a brufhes his hatamornings;
What fhould that bode?

Prin, Hath any man feene him atthe Barbers?

Clazu, Na,but the Barbers man hath beene {een with
him, and the oldeornament of his cheeke hathalreadie
ftufvtennis balls. \

- Leon. Indeed helookes yonger thanhee did; by the:
lofle of 2 beard, ; :

Prin. Nay arubs himfelfe vvith Ciuit,can you fmell
himeut by thar? *

Clax. That'sasmuch asto fay, the fweet youth’s inl
loue, ok s Y

Prin. The greateftnote ofitis his melancholy.

Clan, And vvhen yvashe vwontto vvath his face?

i Prin. Yea,orto paint himfelfe ? for the which Iheare §
| yyhat they fay of him. :
{  Clan. Nay,but hisiefting {pirit, yvhichis now crept:

Privce, \
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2rin, Indecd thaccels a heauytale forhim: conclude,
heisinloue. -

(Tan. Nay, bur I know wholoues him.

Prince. That wouldT know too, T warrantonethat
knowes him not,

Cla, Yes,and his ill conditions,and in defpight of all,
dies for him.

Prin, Sheefhall be'buried wich her face vpwards.

Bee. Yetis this no charme for the tooth-ake,old fig-
nior, walke afide with mee, I have fludied eight or nine
wife words tofpeaketo'youn, which thefehob by-horfes
muft not heare. 7

Prin.” Formy life to breake with himabout Bearrice.

Clas. "Tisenenfo, Hereand Aargaret haue by this
played their parts with Beatrice,and then the two Beares
will not bite encanother when they meete.

Enter Iob#n the Bastard,

Baff. My Lord and brother,God {aue you,

Prin, Good denbrocher.

Baft. Ifyourleifure fera’d, I would fpeake with you.

Prince. Inprinate?

Baf?, Ifit pleafe you, yet Count Clandiomay heare ,
for what I would fpeake of,concernes him.

Prin. What's the matter?

Bafta. Meanes your Lord(hipto be mairied to mor-
row ?

Prin. Youknow he does.

Baff. 1know notthat when he knowes what I know:

Clan, Iftherebeany impediment, 1prayyou difco-
uer it.

Raff. Youmay thinke] loue younet,letthatappeare
hereafter, and aymebetter atme by that T now will ma=
nifeft, for my brother (I thinke,he holds you well,and in
dearenefle of heart ) hach holpe to effeét your enfuing
marriage : furely {ute ill fpent; and labour ill befowed,

Prin. Why,what’s the myatter ?

Baftard. 1 came hither to tellyou, and circumftapgeés

Lady is difloyall.

Clan, Who Hero?

Bajt. Euen thee, Lcovatoes:Hero,your Hero, euery
- mans-Hero.

Clan. Difloyall?

Baft. The'word istoo goodto paint out hierwicked-
nefle, I could fay fhe were worfe, thinke youef a worfe
title,and I will fit her to it : wonder not till fisrther war<
rant: goe but with mee to night, youThal fee her cham-
berwindow entred, euen thenight before Hiet wedding
 day, if you loue her, then to morrow wed her': But it
-would bétter fit your honour to change yourminde.

Claxd. May thisbefo? ¢
i Pyine, Twill not thinke it, |
- Baft. Ifyoudarenottruft that you fee , confeflc not

that you kiiow ¢ if you will follow mee, I willfhew you
enough, and when you haue feene more; & heard more;
proceedaccordingly. SHT WOl Sl AL ]
OCam, T (e any thing'to hight, why T{hould not
-marry her te mlorioiw in the congregation ywhere fhold
wedde, there will T fhame her. i [i3 320 .

Prin, Andas I wooed for theetoobraineher; Twill

ieyneWith’fhad‘mdifgrncehé‘f."'- 1o i ¢ s

ST Bafp. Twill difparageher no fareher;xill yolrare my
witnelfes,beare iteoldly burtifl aighe || andlebtheiffug
thewsjelelfe, >0 s 1oind lstniy dl s d e duiw rodnsb

Prini O dayynvowardlyeuened £ snsllaoxs b i

thottned, (for fhe:hath beene too long atalking of ) the |

Clavd. Omifchiefe firangelic chwatting ! _
Baftard. O plagueright well preuented? fo will you
{ay,when you haue feenc the fequele. Exit.

Enter Dogbery and bss compartner witl the watch:
Dsgs Are you goodmenand true
Ferg. Yea, orelfe it were pitty but they thould fuffer
faluation body and foule,
~ Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for
them,ifthey fhould haue any allegiance in them , being
chofen for the Princes watch.
Perges, Well, guethem their charge, neighbour'§
Dogbery. :
Dog. ‘Firft;who thinke you the moit defartleffe man |
to be Conftable?
Watch.x. Hagh Ote-cake fir , or George Sea~cosle , for
they'can write and reade, :
Dogb. Come hithcrneighbour Sea-coale , God hath!
bleft you with a good name : to be a wel-fanéured man, |
is the gift of Fortune, but to write and redde; comesby
Nature.
#watch 2. Both which Mafter Conflable
Dogb. Youhaue: Tknew it would be your anfiwvere:
well,for your favour fir,why give God thankes, 8 make |
no boaft of ir, and for your writing and reading; let that
appeare when there is no need of fuch vanity , you. ard
thought heere to be the mof fenflefie and fic man for the
Conftable of the watch : therefore beare you the lan.
thorne: thisis your charge: You (hallcomprehend all
vagrommen, you are to bid any man ftand in the Prins
ces name,
wartch 2. How if a will not ftand ?
Dogb. Why then take no note of him,butlevhim go,
and prefently call the reft of the Watch together; and

. thanke God you are ridde of s knaue,

! Uergess Ithe will not fland when he is bidden, et is
none'otthe Princes fubiedts, 8311
- Dogb. Tyue ; 3ull they are to meddie with none but
the Princes {ubie&@s : you fhall alfe make nonoife inthe!
ftrectes : fot,for the Warch to babble and talke, is mof
tollerabley and not o beindured. 3

watch. We will rather fleepe than talke, wee know
what belongs toa Watch. '

Deg. Why you fpeake like an ancient and moft quiet
watchman,for I canuot fee how {leeping thoald offend s
only haue aicare that yourbilfsbe not tolne : well, you
arcto call at-all the Alchoufes, andbid thém thaeere
drunke get them to bed.

watch, Howif chey willnot?

Dogh. Why then ler them slone till they are fober,if
they make you not then the better anfwcre,ycu may (ay,
they are not:the men you tooke thea for, !

OFatche Welbiss N

Dogh, Ifyoumeet a theefe,you may fufpedt him,by

vertue of your office,, to beno trueman % and for fuch

. kinde of men, thelefle youmeddle or make withthem,

why themore is foryour honefty:
warch.! Ifwee know him to be athiefe, (hsll wee not
lay hands on im. ;

“"Dogh. Truly by your office youmay,but T chink they
thaz touch pitcly will be defil'd : the-moft peaceable way
for you, if you doe take atheefe,is, to lerhimfhew him-
{elfe what heis, and fteale out of yourcompany.

Per. You hauebinalwaies cal’d amercifyling partner,
> Dog Truely T would not hang 3 dog by my willmuch
motc 2 manvho hath anie hopeftie in him, ’

K2 ;’7?27’1‘3
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Verges. Ifyouheares child criein the moh: you maft

call to thenurfe, and bid her fhll it.

Watch, How if the nutfe be aflecpe and will not
heare vs?

Dog.-Why. then deparcin peace, and let: the childe
wake her with :.wmg for the ewe that will not heare
her Lambe whenit baes,will neuer anfwere a calfe when
he bleates.

Ferges. "Tis verie true.

Dog. Thisisthe endof the charge: you conftable
ace to prefent the Princes owne perfon, if you meete the
Pridice in the night; you may [taie him,

Perges. Nay birladie that I chinke a cannot.

Dog. Fiue fhillings to one on’t with anie man that
knowes the Statues,he may ftaie him, marrie not with-
out theprince be willing,forindeed the watch ought to
offend no man,and it is an offence to ftay a man againft
hiswill.

Uerges. Birladie T-thinkeitbe fo.

Dog, Ha,abha, well mafters good night,and there be
anie matter of weight chances, call vp me, keepe your
fellowes counfailes, and your owne; and goed night,

: come neighbour

watch. Well malters,we heare our charge,let vs go
fic here vpon the Church bench tillewo, anhdthenallto

. bed.

Deg. Ove word more, honeft neighbors. I pray you
watch about fignior Lesnaroesdoore, for the wedding be-
ing there to morrow, there is 3 brczt coyle to moht
adiew,be vigitanc I befeechyou. Ewmx:

E’ntcr Borachio and ﬁm ade.,

Bor. Whar,Conrade?

Watch. Pcacc,ﬂir not.

Bor. Cowrade 1 fay.

Cen. Here man,}am atthy elbow.

Bor.. Masand my clbow itcht,1 theught there would

afcabbe follow.

Con. 1will owethee an an{were for that, and now
forward with thy tale. f

For. Stand thee clofe then vnder.this penthoufe,for it
driffels raine, and I will,like a true drunkard vecerall to
thee.

#arch. Seme treafon mafters,yet fland cln“c

Bor. Therefore know, I haue earned of Don lTobn a
thoufand Ducates. ,

Con,1s it poffible that anie v1llan1e fhould be fo deate?
- Bor, Thouthould’ft rathex aske if it were poffible a-
nie villanie fhould be fo rich?for when rich villains haue
neede of pooreones, poore ghies may make what price
they will,

Con, 1 wonder atit. ,

Bor. ThatThewes thou art viaconfirm’d, thou knoweft
that the fathion of a doublet,or a hatyor acloake, is no-
:hmg to.a may; ,

Lone Yesyitis apparcll

Bor. I meanethe fathion.

Con. Yesthe fathionis chefathion.

Bor. Tufh,I may aswell {ay the foole’s the foole, but
{eeft thou not whata deformed theefe this fathion xs?

Wateb.; 1 know that deformed,ahas biiia vile theefe, |
i this vii, y2ares,a goes vpand downe likea gcntlc man:
i Iremember hisname,

Bor. Did ft thou not heare fome badie? .

€or; No;’twas the vaine on the hoiife.

Bor. Seeft thou not(I-fay) what a deformed thiefe
this fafhion is,how giddily a turnes about all the Hots

e

blouds,betweene foureteene &fine & thirtie,fometimes
fafhioning them like Pharases fouldiours in the rechie
painting, fometime like god Bels priefts: in the old
Church window, fometime like the {haven: Heresles in
the {mircht wormreaten tapeftrie, where his cod-peece
{eemes as maflie as his club.

Con. Allthis I fee,and {ee that the fafhion weares out
moreapparrellthen the man;but art not thou thy felfe |
giddie with the fafhion too that thou haft fhifted outof
thy rale into telling me ofthe fathion 2

Bor. Not foneither, but know that I haue to night
wooed Margaret the LadyHero:: gentle-woman,by the
name of Hero, fhe leanes meoutat her mifkris chamber-
vvindow, bidsme a thoufand times good-night: I tell
this tale vildly. I{heuld firft cell chee how the Prince
(landio and my Mafter planted,and placed,and poffefled
by my Mafter Dor lohs, {aw afar off in the Orchard this
arpiable incounter, :

Con. And thoughtthy A4s as Herod

Bor. Two ofthem did,the Prince and Clandio,but the
diuell my Mafter knew fhe was Margaret and partly by
his oathes,which firft poffeft them, paitly by the darke
night which did deceiue them,buc chiefely,by my villa-
nie,which did confirme any flander that Den Jobn had
made, away vvent Clandio enraged, fwore hee vvould
meete heras he was apointed next morning at the Tem-
ple,and there,before the whole congregacion fhame her
with vvhat he faw o’re night, and fcnd her homeagaine
yvithout a husbaud.

Patch.1,We charge youinthe Princes name ftand.

watch.2.Call vp the right mafter Conftable,vve have
here recoucred the moft dangerouspeece oflechexy,that
euer vvas knowne in the Common-wealth.

warch.1. And one Deformed is one of them, T know
him,a vveares alocke.

Conr, Mafters,mafters.

Watch.2, Y oule be made bring deformed forth I war-
raggyou,

Conr. Mafters neuer {peake,vve charge you, let vs o-
bey you to goe vvith vs.

Bor. Wearelike to prouea goodly commoditie,be-
ing taken vp of thefe mens bils.

(’cmr. A commoditie in qucftion I warrant you,come
vveele obey you, Exennt,

Evnter Hero and Margaret and Urfuls.

Hero. Good Frfula wake my cofin Beatrice, and de-
fire her torife.. ’

Urfus 1 will Lady.

Her. Andbid her come hither,

Ve[, Well.

Mar. TrothIthinke your other rebato were better,

Bero, No pray thee godd AMeg Ile vvearethis.

Marg. By my troth’s not fogood,and 1 yvarrant your
cofin vvill{ay fo.

Bere. My cofin’sa foole, and thou art another ile
yvearenone butthis.

Mar. 1 like the new tire vyithin cxccllcntly, if the
haire vvere athought browner : and yourigown’s amoft
rare fathien yfaith, I faw-the Dutchcﬁe of Millsines
gowne that they praife {o,

Bere. Q thatexcecdes they (ay.t

Mar. By my troth’s but anighe-gowneiin refpe& of
yoursscloth a gold and cuts,at.d lac’d withfiluer,fecwith

- pearles;downe {leenes,(ide {leemes and skirts, round var

derborn with ablewifhtinfel,but forafine queint gruc- !
full and excellent fafhmn,yonts isworthteh on’t.

. Bero, God

~

——



Hero. God giuc mee ioy to weare it, for my heare is
exceeding heauy. (A .

Margs. “Twill be heauierfoone , by the waight of a
man.

Here. Fievponthee,artnotatham’d?;

Marg. Ofwhat Lady ? of fpeaking honourably ? is
not marriage honourablein a beggar ?1s not your Lord
honourable without marriage? I thinke you would haue
me {ay, fauing your renerence a husband : and bad thin-
king doe not wrefttrue {peaking, lle offend no body, is
there any harme in the heauier for a husband ? nonel
shinke; and it be che right husband, and theright wife,
otherwife ’tis light and not heauy,aske my Lady Beatrice
elfe,here fhe comes.

Euter Beatrice,

Hers. Good morrow Coze,

Beat, Good morrow {weet Here.

Hero. Why how now? do you fpeake in the fick tune?

Bear. I am out ofall other titne,me thinkes.

Mar. Clapsinto Light a loue , (that goes without a
burden,) do you fing it and Ile dance it.

Beat, YeLightaloue with your heeles thenif your
husband haue (tables enough, you’ll looke he fhall lacke
no barnes.

Mar. Q illegitimate contru&tion ! I fcorne that with
my heeles.

Beat, *Tis almoft fiue a clocke cofin, ’tis time you
were ready,by my troth Iam exceedingill,hey ho,

Mar. Forahauke,a horfe,ora husband ?

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

Mar. Well, and youbenog turn'd Turke, there’s no |

more fayling by the farre.
Bear, What meanes the foole trow ? :
~ Mar. NothingI, but God fend euery one rheir harts
defire. ‘ ,
‘ Hero. Thefe gloues the Count fent mee ,, they are an
| excellent perfume.
Bear. lam ftuft cofin, I cannot (mell.
Mar. Amaidand Rufe! there's goodly catching of
colde.
Beat. O Godhelpe me,God help me,how long baue
you profeft apprehen{ion ? 1
Mar. Euerfinceyou leftit,doth not my witbecome
merarely ? g4
 Beat. Itisnot{eene enough, ybu fhould weare it in
your cap, by my troth I am ficke. .
" Mar, Get you fome of this-diftill'd carduss beaedstins
) and lay it.to your heart,it is the onely thing for a qualm.
Hero. Therethou prickft her with a thiffell, ..
’ Beat. Benedibtouwhy beneditts? you haye fome mo-
rall in this benedittons. b
Mar, Morall2 no by my troth;I baue no morall mea.
ning, I meantplaineholy thiffell ;, you may:thinke per-
chancethat I thinke you are inloue,nay birlady 1 am ne:
fuch afoole to. thinke what 1Jift, nor 1lift not to.thinke

R il o, S, o o o

‘whatlican; norindeed I cannat thinke,if | wenld thinke
iy Bart out of thinking,that you are in lone,or that you
willbe inloue,or thatyou can bein loue : yst Benediske
was fuch another, and now is hie become aman,he fwore
hee would neuer matry , and yet.new in defpight of his
heart he eatés his meat without grudging, and how you

may be conuerted T know.not,butme thinkesyou looke |

with your eies as pther women doe. /1 ERIHIEL
, Beate Whatpaceis this that thytongue keepes. /|
¢ :
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Mar. Nota falfe gallop.

Enter Frfula, ,

Vrfsla. Madam,withdraw,the Prince the Count,fig-
nior Benedicke , Don Iobn, and all the gallants of the
towne are cometo fetch you to Church.

Hero. Helpe to dreffe mee good coze, good (M ey,
good Fifula.

Enter Leonato, and the Conftable, andthe Headbarough,

Leonata. 'What would you with mee, honeft neigh-
bour? :

Conft.Dog. Mary fir Iwould haue fome confidenc
with you, that deccrnes younearely. .

Leon. Briefe I pray you, for you fee it is a bufie time
with me,

(onft. Dog. Mary this it is fir,

Headb. Yesin truchic is fir.

Leow. Whatisitmy good friends?

Con.'Do. Goodman Verges fir fpeakes alittle of the
matter, an old man {ir, and his wits are not {o blunc, as
God helpe I would defire they were ; butinfaith honeft
as the skin betweene his browes.

Head. YesIthank God, Iam as honeft as any man li-
uing,that is an old man,and no honefter then 1.

Con."Dog. Compariions are odorous,palabras,neigh-
bour Verges.

Leon. Nclghbours, you are tedious.

Con.Dag. It pleates your worthip to (ay fo,buc weare
the poore Dukes officers,but truely for mine owne pair,
if I were as tediousas a King | cauld findein my heartto
beftow it all of your worfhip.

Leon. Allthytedioufneffe onme,ah?

Conft.Dog. Yea, and’twere a thoufand times more
than tis, for I heare as good exclamation on your Wor-
fhip as of any man in the Citie , and thoughIbee but a

ooreman, T amglad to heare ir,

Flead, Andfoaml,

Lesn. Iwould faine know what youhaueto fay.

Head. Marry it our watchto night, except:ng your
worfhips prefence, haue tane a couple of as arrant
knaues as any in Meffina,

ConDog . A good oldman fir, hee will be talking a5
they {ay,whenthe ageisin the witis our,God helpe vs,
itisaworld to fce ; wellfaid yfaith neighbour Ferges,
well, God'sagood man, and twe mennide of a horfe,
one muftride behinde, an honef? (sule yfaith fir, by my
troth he is, as euer broke bread, but God isto bee wor-
thipe, all menare not alike, alas good neighbour.

Leon. Indecd ncighbour he comesteo thortofyou,

Con.Do. Gifts that God giues.

Leon. 1 muftleaveyou,

Con.Dog. Ouneword fir, our watch fir haue indeede
comprenended two afpitious perfons, & we would haue
them this morning examined before your worfhip.

Leon. Taketheir examination your {elfe, and bring it
me, I am now in great hafte,as may appeare ynto you.

Conft It fhall be fuffigance. (Exit.

Leon. Drinke fome wine ereyou goe:: fare you well.

Me[fenger. My Lord, they ftay for you te gine your
davghter to her husband.

Leen. Ile wait vponthem,I am ready.

Degb, Goe good partncer, goe get you to Francis Sea-
coale, bid him bring his pen andinkehorne to the Gaole:
we are now to examine thofe men.

Perges, And we muft doe it wilely. ‘

Dogh. Wee will {pare for no witte I warrantyou:

: K 3 heere,
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heere’s that fhall drive fome of themn to a non-come, on-
ly get the learned writer tofet downe our excommuni-
cation, and meet me at the Jaile. Exennt.

oA ttus ngrm;.

Enter Prince, Bastard, Leonate, Frier, Clandio, Benedicke ,
Hero, and Beatrice.

Lesuaro, Come Frier Francs, be briefe, onely to the
plaine forme of marriage,and you fhal recount their par-
ticular duties afterwards.

Fran. Y ou come hicher;my Lord,to marry this Lady.

Clan. No,

Leo. Tobe married to her : Frier, you come to mar-
rie her.

Frier, Lady,you come hitherto bemarried to this
Count,

Hero, Idoe, :

Frier. Ifeither of you know any inward impediment
why youfhould not be conioyned,1 charge you on your
{oulesto veter it.

Cland. Know you anie, Hero ?

Hero, Nonemy Lord,

Frier. Know you anie, Count ?

Leon. 1dare make hisanfwer, None.

Clan. O whatmendare do ! what men may do ! what
men daily do!

Bene. How now ! interieftions? why then, fomebe
of laughing, as ha, ha,he.

Clan. Stand thee by Frier, father, by your leaue,
Will you with free and vnconfirained foule
Giue me this maid your daughter ?

Leon, Asfreely fonneas God did giue her me,

Cla. And whathauel to gine you back,whofe worth
May counterpoife this rich and precious gife?

Prin. Nothing, volefle you render her againe,

(lan. Sweet Prince,you learn menoble thankfulnes :
There Lesnato, take her backe againe,
Giue not this rotcen Orenge to yourfriend,
Shee’s but the figne and femblance of her honour :
Behold how like a maid (he blufhes heere *
O what authoritie and fhew of truth
Can cunning finne couer it felfe withall !
Comesnot that bloud, as modeft evidence ,
1 To witneffe (imple Vertue ? would you not {weare *
All you that {ee her, that {he were a maide,
By thefe exterior fhewes ? But fhe is none :
‘Sheknowes the heat of a luxurious bed:
Her blufhis guiltinefle, not modeftie.

Leonato. What doe you meane, my Lord?

Clan. Not to be married
Not to knit my foule to an approued wanton.

Leon. Deeremy Lord,ifyou inyour owne groofe,
Haue vanquifht the refiftance of her youth,

And made defeat of her virginitic. (her,

Clan. 1know what you would fay: ifI haue knowne
You will fay, fhe didimbrace me as a husband,

And {o extenuate the forehand finne : No Leonato,
I'ncuer tempred her with word too large,
Buras abrother to his fifter, thewed '
Bafhfull finceritie and comely loue.

Here. Andfeem’d I eder otherwife to you?

(lan. Outonthee feeming,I will write againftie,

You {eeme to me as Diane in her Orbe,

As chafte as is the budde ere it be blowne :

But you are more intemperate in your blood ,

Than Penus, or thofe pampred animalls,

That rage in fauage fenfualitie,

Hero. 1s my Lord well, that he doth fpeake fo wide?
Leon. SweetePrince, why fpeakenot you?
Pris, WhatfhouldI fpeake?
Iftand difhonour’d that haue gone abour ,
To linke my deare friend to a common fale.
Leon, Arethefethings{poken, or doe Ibut dreame ?
Baft. Sir,they are {poken, and thefe things are true.
Bene. Thislookesnot like anuptiall,
Hero. True,O God!
Clan, Leonato, ftand I here?
Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ?
Is this face Heroes ? are our eies our owne?
Leon, All this is fo,but what of this my Lord 2
Claw. Let me but moue one queftion te your daugh-

And by that fatherly and kindly power, (cer,

That you haue in her, bid ber anfwer cruly. :
Leo. I charge thee doe,as thou art my childe,

Hero, O God defend mehow am I befet ,

What kinde of catechizing call you this 2

Claw. Tomake you an{wer truly to your name,

Hero, Is it not Here ? who can blot that name
With any iuft reproach ¢

Cland, Marrythat can Hero,

Heroit felte can blot out Heroes vertue,

What man was he,talke with you yefternighe,

Qut at your window betwixt twelse and one ?

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

Hero. Italktwith no manat that howre my Lord,
Prince. Why then'youare no maiden. Leenato,

Yam forcy you muft heare : vpon mine honor,

My felfe, my brother, and thus grieved Count

Did {ee hery heare her, ac thac howre lait night,

Talke with a ruffian at her chamber window,

Who hath indeed moft like a iberall villaine,

Confell the vile encounters they haue had

A thounfand times in fecret,

Iohn. Fie,fic, they arenotto be named my Lard,

Not to befpoken of,

There is ot chaftitie enoughinlanguage,

Without offence to vtter them: thus precty Lady

I am forry for thy much mifgouernmént,

Cland. O Hero! what a Herohadftthou beene

Ifhalfethy outward graees had beene placed

About thy thoughts and counfailes of thy hearc?

But fare thee well,moft foule,mof faifg, tarewell

Thou ptiré impiety, and impious puritie,

For thee Ilelocke vp all the gates of Loue,

And on my eie-lids fhall Conie&urehang

Toturne all beauty/into thoughts of harme,

And neder thall it mérebe gracious. 18:f993n
Zean. Hath no mans @agger lerea point for me 3.
Bear. Why how tiow cofin,whesfore fink you'down?
Baft. Come,lét vs go:thefe things comethus to lighe,

Smothiér her {pirits vp, R0 :
Bene, How dodhithe Lady? ik
Beat. Dead Ithirike, helpe vaale,! : 2V 3

Hero, \Why Hero, Vricle, Signor Benedicke, Frier,

Leonato. O Fate'l'tike riot away thy heauy hahd;

Death is the faireft couer for her fhame*

Thacmay be wilbe for. '

PBeas, How
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Beatr. How now cofin Here?

Fré.. Have comfort Ladie.

Leon, Doftthoulooke vp ?

Frier. Yea,wherefore thould thenor

Leow. Wherfore? Why doth not euery eartbly thing
Ctry fhame vpon her ? Could the heere denie
The forie that is printed in her blood 2
Do not liue Hero, donot opechine eyes :

For did I thinke thou wouldft not quickly die,
Thought I thy fpirits were fronger then thy fhames,
My feife would on the reward of reproaches
Strike avthy life. Griev’d I, T had butone 2

Chid I forchat at frugal Nacures frame 2

O one toomuch by thee : why had T one?

Why euer was't thou louelicinmy eies ?

Why had Inot with charitable hand

Tooke vp abeggars iflue at my gates,

Who {meered thus, and mir'd with infamie,

I mighchaue faid, no part of itis mine :

This thame deriues it {elfe from voknowne loines,
But mine,and mine I low’d, and mine I prais’d,
Audmine that I was proud en mine {fo much,
That I my felfe, was to my felfe not mine:
Valewing ofher, why the, O {heis falne

Into apitof Inke, that the widefea

Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againe,
And falc too litcle, which may feafon giue

To her foule tainted fleth.

Ben. Sir, fir, be patient : for my part, Tam{o attired
in wonder, 1 know not what to fay.

Bea. O onmy feule my cofin is belied.

Ben, Ladie,were youher bedfellow laft night

Bea. Norruly:notalthoughvaulllaft nighe,

I haue this tweluemonth bin her bedfellow.

Leon. Confirm'd,confirm’d,O thatis fronger made
Which was before barr’d vp with ribs of iron.

Would the Princes lie, and Clagdio lie,
Who lowd her fo, that fpeaking of her foulnefTe,
Wafh'd it with teares? Hence from her, let her die.

Fri. Heare me alittle, for Thaue onely bene filent fo
longyand giuen way vnto thiscourfe of fortune, byno-
ting of the Ladie, I haue markt.

A thoufand blufbing apparitions,
To flartinto her face, a thoufand innocent (hames,
In.Angel whiteneffe beare away thofe blufhes,
And-in her eie there hath appear’d a fire
To burne the errors that thefe Princes hold
Againfther maidentrath. Callmeafoole,
Truftdot my reading, nor my obferuations,
Whichwith experimental feale doth warrane
The tenure of my booke : truft not my age,
Myreuerence, calling, nor diuinitie,
Ifthis fweet Ladie lye not guiltlefle heere,
Vnder fome biting ecror, '

viliev: ‘Friarjircannotbe: {11
Thou feeft that all the Grace that the hathlefe,
Is; thdt (he wil hot adde to heridamnation;
A finne of periury, (he not deniesit: :
Why (eel’ft thou then to couer with excufe] .
That whichappeares in properfiakedneffe 2 -

Fri. Ladie, what manishé you are accid’d of ?

Hero. Theyknow that doaccufeme, Tkfiow none :
If Tknow moreof any man aliue siice '
Then that which maiden modeftie dothwatrant;
Ledall myfinnes lacke mercys 1O my Father; ¢
Proue you that any man withvme conuerit, -\

|

11§
At houres ynmeete, orchar I yelternighe
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature,
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death.

Fri, There is fome firange mifprifioninthe Princes,

Ben, Two of them haue the verie bent of honor,
And if their wifedomes be mifled in this :

The pra&ife of it liues in Zobs the baftard,
Whofe fpirits toile in frame of villanies,

Leo. 1know not: if they fpeake but truth of her,
Thefe hands fhall teare her : Ifthey wrong her honour, |
The proudeft of them fhall wel heare ofit,
Time hath notyer fo dried this bloud of mine,
Norage fo eate vp my inuention,
Nor Fortune made fuch hauocke of my meanes,
Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends,
But they fhall finde, awak’d in fuch a kinde,
Both ftrength oflimbe,and policie of minde,
Ability in meanes, and choife of friends,
To quitme of them throughly.

Fri. Paufeawhile :
Aud letmy counfell fway you in this cafe,
Your daughter heere the Princefle (left for dead)
Lether awhile befecretly keprin,
And publifh it, that (he is dead indeed :
Maiutaine a mourning oftentation,:
And on yous Families old monument,
Hang mournfull Epitaphes, and do all rites,
That appertaine vnro a buriall.

Leon. What{hallbecome of this? What wil this do?

Fri. Marry this wel carried, fhall on her behalfe,
Change flander to remorfe, that is fome good,
Butnot for that dreame I an this ftrange courfe,
But on this trauaile looke for grearer birth
She dying, as it muft be fomaintain’d,

Vpon the inftant that fhe wasaccus’d,

| Shalbe lamented, pittied, and excus’d

Of euery hearer : for it fo falsout,

That what we haue, we prize not tothe worth,
Whiles weenioy it ; butbeing lack’d and loft,
Why then weracke the value, then we finde
The vertuethar poffefsion would not (hew v
Whiiles it was ours, fowillit fare with Clandio:
Whenhe fhal heare fhe dyed vpon'hrs words,
Th'Idea of ber life fhal fweetly crecpe

Into his ftudy ofimagination.-

And euery lovely Organ of her life,

Shall come apparel’d in more precious habite:
More mouing delicate, and ful of life ,

{ Intotheeyeandprofped of his foule

Then when fhe liw'd indeed : then thal he mpuzne,
Ifeuer Loue had intereft in his Liuer, :
And wifh he had not fo accufed her :

No, though he thought his accufation true:
Letthis be fo, and doubtnot buc fuccefle

Wil fathiontheeuenc in betcer {hape,

Then I canlay it downe indikelihood.

But if allayme but this beleucild falfe,

The {uppofition of the Ladies death,

Will quench the wonder of her infamie,. !

And if it fort not well,you may concesle her,

As beft befits her wounded reputarion,

| Infomereclufiueand religious life,
{ Out of all eyes, tongnes,mindes and iniuries, .
{ .>Bene. Signior Leonato, lev the Frier aduife you,

And though you know my inwardneffe and loue
Is very much vnto the Prince and (Yandio, .-
Yer
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Yet, by mine honor, I will déale in this, > .
As {ecretly and iuftlie, as your foule
Should with your bodie.
Leon. Being thatlflow in greefe,
The {malleft ewine may lead me.
Frier. "Tis well confented,prefently away,
‘For to ftrangefores, firangely they (iraine the cure,
Come Lady,die to line,this wedding day
Perhaps is but prolong’d,hauc patience & endure. Exit,

Bene, Lady Beatrice,baue you wept all this while?

Bear. Yez,and I will weepea whilelonger.

Bewe. 1 willnot defire that,

Beat. You haue no reafon, I doe it freely.

Bene. Surelie I do beleeue your fair cofin is wrong'd.

Boat. Ahyhow much might the man deferue of mee
that would right her!

Bene. Isthereany way to fhew fuch friendfhip?

Beat. A veric euenway, butno {uchfriend.

Bewe, Mayaman doeic?

Beat. Itisamans office,butnot yours.

Bene. 1doelouenothing inthe world fo well as you,
isnot that firange 2

Beat, Asftrangeas thething I knownot, it were as
poffible for me to {ay,I loued nothing fo well as you,but
belecue me not, and yet I lienot,I confeffe nothing, nor
Ideny nothing, I am {orry for my coufin.

Bene. Bymy {word Beatrice thou lou’ft me,

Bess. Doenot{wearebyitand eacit.

Bene. 1 will {weare by it that you loue mee,and I will
- make him eat it that fayes I louenot you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ¢

Bene. Withno fawce that canbe deuifed to it, I'pro-
teft I loue chee.

Bear. Why then God forgiue me.

Bese. What offence {weet Beatrice #

Beat, You haue ftayed meinahappy howre,[ was a-
bout to proteft I loued you.

Bene. And doc it with all thy heart.

“Beat, 1loue you with fomuch of my heart,thatnone
is left to proteft.

Bened. Come, bid me doe any thing for thee.

Bear. Kill Clandio.

Bene, Hanot for the wide world.

Beat. Youkill me to denie, farewell,

Bene, Tairie {weet Beatrice.

Bear. 1am gone, though I am heere, thereisno loue
in you, nay I pray you let me goc.

Bene, Beatrice.

Bear. Infaith] will goe.

Bene, Wee'll be friends firft.

Bear. Youdare eafier befriends with mee, than fight
with mine enemy, -

Bene, 1s Clandio thineenemie ?

Bear. 1sanotapprouedintheheighta villaine, that
hath flandered,{corned,difhonoured my kinfwoman ?©
that I were aman ! what, beare herin hand vntill chey
come to take hands 5 and then with publikeacculation
vncouered flander,ynmittigated rancour2 O GodthatX
wereaman ! I would eat hisheare inthe market-place,

Bene, Heareme Beatrice., a

Bear. Talke with aman outat awindow, a proper

faying. ) Kemp. Pray thee fellowpeace, Idonotlike thy leoke
Bene. Nay but Beatrice, PN + ¢ 1promife thee, o2 a3
Bent, Sweet Hero, (heiswrong'd, fheeis {landéred, §  Sexctomi :What heard you him fay elfe?
{he is vndone; TRk - o b Watch 3. Mary that he had receiued a theufagd Du-
. Bene, Beat? kates of Den Jobn, for aceuling the Lady Here wirong-
3 fully. Kem. |

|

Beat. Princesand Counties ! furelie a Princely tefi-
monie,a goodly Count, Comfe&, 2 fiweet Gallant {ure-
lie, O that I were aman for his fake ! orthatIhad any
friend would be a man for my fake/But manhood is mel-
tedinto curfics, valour into complement, and men-are
onelie turned into tongue,and trim ones too : he is now
as valiant as Herewles that only tells a lie,and {weares it:
I cannot be a man with wifhing,therfore I will diea wo-
man with gricuing, i

Bene, Tarry good Beatrice,by thishand I loue thee,

Bear. Vieitfor my loue fome other way then fwea-
ring by it.

Bened, Thinke yeu in yeour foule the Count Clasdie
hath wrong’d Hero ? :

Bear. Yea, as{ure as] hauea thought,or a foule,

Bere. Enough,l'am engagde,I will challenge him, 1
will kiffe your hand,and {o leaue you : by this hand ¢/as-
dio {hall render me a deere account : as youheare of me ,
fo thinke of me : goe comfort your coofin,] muft fay fhe
is dead, and {o farewell.

Enter the Conftables, Borachio, andthe Towne Clerke

m gawmf:.

Kesper, 1s our whole diffembly appeard 2

Cowley. O a ftoole and a cufhion for the Sexton.

Sexton, Which bethe malefaltors 2

Andrew. Marry that am 1, and my parener.

Cowley. Nay that’s certaine, wee haue the exhibition
to examine.

Sexton. But which are the offenders thatare to be ex-
amined, lec them come before mafter Conftable,

Kemp. Yeamarry let them come before mee,what is
your name, friend ?

Bor. Borachie,

Kem. Pray write downe Borachio, Yours firea.

Con. Tam a Gentleman fir,and my name is Conrade.

Kee. Write downe Mafter gentleman Conradea: mals
fters, doe you ferue God : maifters, itis proued alreadie
thatyou are litcle beteer than falfe knanes,and it will goe
neercto bethought fo fhortly;how anfwer you for your
felues 2

Cen, Marry fir, we fay we are none. :

Kemp. A maruellous wicey fellow I affureyou, bucI’
will goe about with him : come you hither firra, aword
in your eare fir, I{ay toyou, it is tnought you are falfe
knaues.

Ber. Sir,I {ay to you,weare none.

Kemp. Well, ffand afide, fore God they are both-in
a tale : haue you wric downe that theyare none 2.

Sext. Mafter Conflable, you goe notthe way te ex-
amine, you muft call forth the watch that aretheirac-
cufers. | ! 1
Kemp. Yeamarry,that's the efteft way,let thewateh
come forth : mafters, I charge you inthe Princes name,
accufe thefe men, AT

watch 1. This man {aid fir, that Den Tobn the Prince
brother was a villaine, ‘

Kemp, Write down,Prince Jobn a villaine: why this
is flat periurie,to cafla Princes brother villaine,

Bors, Mafter Conftable.
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Kemp. FlatBurglarieas eier was committed,

Conft, Yeaby th’mafle thatit is.

Sexton, Whatelle fellow?

#Warch 1, And chat Count Clandio did meane vpon his

nords, to difgrace Hero before the whole aflembly, and |

Yot marry her,

Kemp. O villainelthou wilt be condemn’d inte ener-
afting redemption for this.

Sexton. Whatelfle?

Watch, This isall,

Sexton. 'Andthis is more mafters then you can deny,
Prince lobx is this morning {ecretly ftolneaway : Hero
was in this manner accus’d , in this very manner refus’d,
and vpon the gricfe of this fodainely died : Mafter Con-
table, let thefe men be bound, and broughtto Leouato
[ will goe before,and fhew him their examination.

Conft. Come,let them beopinion’d,

Sex. Letthembe in the hands of (vxcembe,

Kem. Gods my life,wherc’s the Sextonzlet him write
{owne the Princes Officer Coxcombe : come,binde them
chou naughty varler.

-Conley. Away, you are an affe, you arean afle,

Kemp. Doft thounot fufpet my place? doft thounot
fufpeét my yeeres ? O thathee ' were heere to write mee
downec an affe ! bucmafters,remember that [ am an affe :
though it benot written down, yet forgetnot y I am an
affe:No thou villaine,§ art full of piety as {hall be prow’d
vpon thee by good witneffe, Iam a wife fellow , and
which is more,an officer,and which is more,a houfhoul-
der,and which is more,as precty a peece of flefh as any in
Meflina, and one that knowes the Law,goe to, & arich
fellow enough,goe to, and a fellow that hagh had lofles ,
and orethathath two gownes, and euery thing hand-
fome about him: bring him away:O that] had been writ
downe anaffe ! Exit.

e etus Quintus.

Enter Leonate and bis brother.

Brether. 1fyou goeonthus,you will kill your felfe,
And ’tis not wiledome thus to fecond griefe,
Againft your felfe.

Leon, 1pray thee ceafe thy counfaile,

Which falls into mine cares as profitlefle,
Aswater in afiue: giue not me counfaile,
Nor let no comfort delight mine eare,
But {uch 2 one whofe wrongs doth fute with ming.
Bring mea facher that fo low'd his childe,
Whofe ioy of her is ouer-whelmied like'mine,
And bid him fpeake of patience,
Meafure his woe the length and bredch of mine,
Andletitanfwere euery traine for ftraine ,
Asthus for thus, and fuch a griefe forfuch’,
In euery lineament,branch,{hape,and forme :
1ffuch a one will fmile add (troke hisbeard,
And forrow,wagge, crie hem,when hefhould grone,
Patch griefe with prouerbs; make misfortune drunke,
With candle-wafters : ‘bring himyettome,
And T of him will gacher patience:« /1 2
But thete’is o fuch mai; for brothet, nten
' Can counfaile,and fpeake comfortto that griefe;
Which they themfeluggnot feele, butrafting it,
Their counfaile tutnes to paffion;whichbefore,
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Would giuc preceptiall medicine to rage,
Fetter firong miadnefle in a filken thred,
Charme ache withayre, and agony with words,
No,no, tis all mens office, to fpeake patience
Tothefe that wring vader the load of forrow ;
But no mans vertue not {ufficiencie
Tobe fo morally when he thall endure
The like himfelfe : therefore gine me no counfaile,
My griefs cry lowder thenaduertifement.
Broth. Therein do men from children nothing differ,
Leonato. 1pray thee peace,J will befleth and bloud 2
For there was neuer yet Philofopher,,
That could endure the tooth-ake patiently,
How euer they haue wric the flile of gods,
And made a pufh at chance and fufferance,
Brother. Yetbend notall the harme vpen your fclfe,
Make thofe that doc offend you, fuffer too.
Leon. There thou {peak’ft reafon,nay I will doe fo,
My foule doth tellme, Herois belied ,
And that fhall (Zandie know,{o fhall the Prince,
And all of them that thus difhononr her.,

Enter Prince and Claudio.

Brot. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haftily.

Prin. Good den,good den.

Clan. Good day to both of you.

Leon. Heare youmy Lords?

Prin. We haue fome hafte Leonato,

Leo. Somehafte my Lord!wel,fareyouwvel my Lord,
Are you{o haltynow ? well all is one.

Prin, May,donot quarrell with vs,good old man.

- Brot. Ifhe could rite himfelfe wich quarrelling,

Some of vs would lie low,

Cland. Who wrongs him ?

Leon. Marry ﬁf doft wrong me,thou diffembler,thou;
Nay, neuer lay thy hand vpen thy fword,
I feare thee not.

Cland. Marry befhrew my hand,
Ifir fhould giue your age fuch caufe of feare,

~Infaith my hand meant nothing ro my fword.

Leonato. Tufh,tufh,man,never fleere and ieft at me,
I {peake not likea dotard, nor afoole,
As vnder priviledge of age to bragge |
What ] haue done being yong,or what would doe,
Were I not eld, know Clawdio to thy head,
Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent childe and me,
That T am forc’d to lay my reuerence by,
And with grey haires and bruife of many daies,
Doe challenge thee totriall of a man,
1 fay thou haft belied mine innbcent childe:
Thy flanderhath gone throughand through her heart,
And fhelies buried with her anceftors :

*Q inatombe where newerfcandall flept,

Saue this of hers, fram’d by thy villanie,

Clawd, My villany ?

Leonaso. Thine Clandio, thine {ay.

Prin, Youfay notright old man,

Leon; My Lord, my Lotd,
1le proue it on his body if he dare,,
Defpighthisnice fence,and hisactiue pradtife,
His Maie of youth, and bloome of iuflihood.

Cland, - Away, 1 will not haue to do with you.

Leo. Canfthou fo daffe me?thouhaft kild my child,
Ifthoukillt me, boy,thou fhalt kill a ®ian.

Bro. Hefhall kill two of vs, and men indeed,
But that’s nomateer, les himkill onefirft:

i

-

Win
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Win me and weare me,lethim anfwere me,

Come follow me boy,come fir boy,come follow me
Sit boy,ile whip.you from yeur foyning fence,
Nay,as I amn a gentleman, I will.

Lesn. Brother.

Brat.Content your {elf,God knows I low’d my neece,
And fheis dead,flander’d to death by villaines,

That dare as well anfwer a man indeede,
As 1d arerakea(erpent bythe tongue,
Boyesvapes,braggarts,lackes,miike-iops,

Leon. Brother Anthony.

Bret. Hold you content,what manzI know them,yea
And what they weigh,cuen to the vimoft feruple,
Scnmbling,ou:-facing,ﬁaﬂ]ion‘mongmg boyes,
Thatlye,and cog,and flout,depraue,and {lander,
Goeantiquely andfhow outward hidioufnefe,

And fpcakc ot halfea dozen dangrous words,
How they might hurc their enemies,if they dusft.
And this is all,

Leon, Butbrother Anthonie,

Ant, Come,’tis no matter,

Do not yon meddle,lec me deale in this,

PriGentlemen both,we will not wake your patience
My heartis {orry for your daughters death :

But on my honour fhe was charg d with nething
But what was true and very full of proofe,
Leon. My Lord,my Lord,
Prin. 1 will not heare you.
Enter Benedicke.
Leo. No come brother,away,I will be heard.
Exeunt ambo,

Bre. And {hall,er forne of vs will {mare for it.

Prin. See,feehere comesthe man we went to feeke.

Clas, Now fignior,what newes ?

Bew, Good day my Lord.

Prin. Welcome fignior, youare almolt come to part
almoft 2 fray.

Clas, Wee had likt to haue had our two nofes fnapt
off with two old'men without teeth,

Prin. Leonate and his brother,what think’} thourhad
wee fought, I doubt wefhould haue beenc teo yong tor
them.

Ben. Inafalie quarrellthere isno true valour,I came
to feeke you.both.

(an, Wehaue beene vp and.downe to feeke thee, for
weare high proofe melancholly,and would faine haucic
beaten away, wilt thou vie chy wit?

Ben, Itisinamy{cabberd;{hall T drawic? -

Prin. Doeftthou weare thy wic by thy fide ?

Clan. Neuet any did fo,though verie many hauc been
* befide cheir wit, I will'bid thee drawe,as we do the min-
ftrels, draw to pleafure vs.

Prin. As aman honeft manhe lookes paleyart thou
ficke,or angrie?

Clan. What,courage man: what though carekil'd a
cat,thou haft mettle enoughin thee to kill care.

Ben. Siv, I {hall meete your wit in the careere ;tand
you charge itagainft me, I pray you chufedrother fub.-
ie&t. ' _ 3 31 :
Clan, Nay thengiue him another Raffe, this laft was
broke crofic. (i said] i :

Pren.By thistight hechanges wore and more 3 thinke
Chebeangrie indeede. D :

Clan. Ifhebehe kooweshdw to turne hisigisdle.
Ben, Shall Ifpeake awordinyouricare 2! |
Clan. Godblefle me fromi a.challenge. -

Ben. Youare avillaine,lieft not,I willmake it good
how you dare, with whatyou dare,and whenyeu dare ;
do meright,or I will proteft your cowardifé: youhaue |
kill'd 2 fweete Ladie,and her death fhall fall heauie on
you,let meheare from yon. g

Clan. Well,I will meete you, fo I mayhaue good
cheare,

Prin, What,a feaft,afeaft ? .

{lax. 1 faith Ithanke him he hath bidme to 2 calues
head and a Capon, the whichif ] dec not carue moft cu-
rioufly, fay my knife’s nauglit, thall I not finde a wood-
cocketoo? - '

Ben, Sir,your wit ambles well it goes eafily,

Prin. lletell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy wit the o=
ther day: I faid thou hadf a fine wit:true faies {he,a fine
little one :nofaid I,a great wit : right faies thee, a great
grofle one: nay faid I, agood wit : iuft faid fhe,it hurts
no body : nay faid I, the gentleman is wife : cercain faid
the, a wife gentleman : nay faid I, he hath the tongues :
that] belecue faid fhee, forhee fworea thingtome on
munday nighe,which he forfwere on tuefday morning :
there’s 2 double tengue, there’stwo tongues : thus did
fhee an howre together tranf-fhape thy particular ver.
tues, yet at laft fhe cencluded with a figh, thou waft the
propreft man in Iralie.

(e/ami. Forthe which fhe wept heartily, and faid fhee
car’d not.

Prin. Yeathat{hedid,butyet forall that,and if (hee
did nothate him deadlie, fhee would loue him dearely,
the old mans daughtcr told vs all.

Clan. All,all,and méreouer, God faw him vvhen he
was hid inthe garden.

Prin. But when fhall we fet the fauage Bulls hornes
onthe {enfible Benedicks head?

Clan. Yea andtext vnder-neath, heere dwells Bese-
dicke the married man,

Ben. Farcyouwell, Boy, you know my minde,I will
leaue you now to your goffep-like humor, you breake
iefts as braggards do their blades, which God be thank-
ed hurenot: my Lerd,for your manie courtefies I thank
you, I muft difcontinue your companie, your brother
the Baftard is fled from Ceffina : you haue among you,
Bill'd a fweet and innocent Ladie : formy Lord’ Lacke-
beard there,he and I fhall meete, and till then peace be
with him,

Priz. Hels inearnef}:

Clax. Inmofk profound carneft, and Ile warrantyou,
for the loue of Beatrice. ;

Prin. And hathchalleng’d thee.

Claws Moft fincerely.

Prin,What 3 precrie ching man is,when he goes in his
doublet and hofe,and leaues off his wit.

Enter Conftable,C. orade sand Borachio, -

Clau. He'is thena Gianttoan Ape,but thenis an Ape
2 Doétor to fuch a man, r

Prin. But foft you,let me be,plucke vp my heart,and
be fad,did he not {ay my brothier was fled ?

Cenft. . Comeyou fir;if iuftice cannot tame you,fhee
fhall nere weigh more seafons in her ballance, nay, and
youbea curfing hypocriteonce,you muft belookr to.

Prin. How now,two of my brothers men bound? Bo-
rackio oB® |- 100 o0 yad

Clen. Havken after their offence my Lord,

Prin. Qfficers,what offence hane thefe men done

Com. Marrie

g
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. Conff. Martic fir, they haue commmcd falfe, report, |

morcouer they hSUC*pka wircruchs, fecondanly they

are {landers,. fixt andlaftly,, they have belyed aLadie, ||
shirdly,they d haue verified vniuft things,and ¢e conclude |

they are lying knaues.

Prin. Firlt Isskethee what they haug done thirdlie |
I aske thee vyhat’s theiroffence, Gzt and laflie why they |
are commiteed, and to conelude; what you lzy to their |

£Lharge.
. Clas. Rightlie reafoncd and in h:s owne dxuxﬁon and
by my troth theie’s one meaning vvell fuced.

" Prin. Who haue you offended mafters, that you are |

thus bound to your an{wer?this learned Confableis too
cunning to be vnderftood,vvhat’s your offence ?

Bor. Sweste Prince,let me go no farther to mine an-
{were : do you heare me, and let this Count kill mee : I
haue deceiued euen your verie eies :

brought to light, vvhointhenight ouerheard me con.
fc(ﬁng to this man,how Den Jobn your brotherincenfed
me to flander the Ladie Here, how you were brought
inta the Orchard,and [aw me coure Margarer in Heroes
garments; howyon difgrac’d her vvhen you fhould
marrie her:
Ihad rather feale vvith my death, then repeate ouer to
my (hame : the Ladic is dead vpon mine and my mafters
faife aceufation : and briefelie, I defire nothing buc the
reward of avillaine.

. Prin. Runsnatthis fpcechhkc yron through your
bloud ?

Cian. 1havedrunke poifon whiles hevtrerdiz.

Prip. Butdid my Brother fet thee on tothis?

Bor, Yea,and paid me richly for the pradife ofit,

Prin. Hei iscompoas’d and fram’d eftrcachcrm, ‘
And fled he is vpon this villanie.!

Clarn. Sweet Heromow thy image doth zppcatc
Intherare fcmblancc that Ilou’d infrik

Conft. Come,bring away theplaintiffes,by this time

our Sexten hathreformed Signior Leonato of the matter :
and mafters,do not forget to fpcmhc whentime & place
fhall ferue,that T aman Aﬂ"e

Con.2. Here here comes mafter Signiar Leonato, and |

the Sexton too.
Ewtey Leonato.

Leos, Which is the villaine? let me fee his.cies,
That when I noge another-man like him,
I may auoide him: vvhich ofthefeis he 7.

Bor.Ifyou vvould know your wronger;lodke on me.

wliggn,  Art shou thoutheflaue that with’ thy breath |

haf’c kild mine innocent chlldc &
Bor. Yea,egenTalone,
Leo. No,not fo vlllame,thou bcltcﬁ thy I'cIft,
Here ftand a paire of honourable men,’ :
Acthird s fiedthat hada hand init:
E¢hanke you Princes formy davghters death;
Record it wuhyourhxgh and worthie dccdcs,
"Twas brmiely done, if you bethinke yowofliz: v !
(lax. 1 lmownothow tdpray your pat&mce, rotsd
Yer I muftipeake,choefe’your reuengeydu: felfe, g

Impofe me to-whar penance youd inweation y o7 /0ol
Canlay vpommy f; une,ywﬂnn‘d Ine»t, i
Bucinimiftakidg, (0 21 b » 15{ mtnc _
Prm. By my fouienor 1, TAOIRE x-;."‘-‘, o3nvc: bk |
Andyetto tatisfie this g@odoﬂdmﬂn, nh BN

. 1 yvould besd.wnder anie hcaulevvaxght, W

vvhat your wife-
domes could not difcouer, thefe {hallow fooles haue

my villanie they haue vpon record,vvhich

“ilg

That heele enioyne me to.

Leon, 1 cannot bid you bid my daug}utr huc,
Thag vyercimpoffible,buc I praie you borh; :
Poflefle the people in Meffina here,

How innocent the died,andifyeur loue
Can labour aughtin {ad inuention,

. Hang heran epitaph vpon hertoomb, -

D

And fing it to her bones,fing it tonight :
To merrow morning come you to my houfe;
And fince you could not be my fonne in law, -
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath 2 daughrer;
Almoft the copie of my childe that"s dead, ~
And fhealone is heire to both of vs, :
Giue her theright youfhould haue giu'n her cofin,
And {o dies my reuenge.

Clas, QO noble fir!
Your ouerkindaeffe doth wring teares from 1 me,
I do embrace your offer,and difpofe :
For henceforth of poore (landio. Vi

Leon. Tomorrow then I will expe& your comm;ng,

Tonighe I take myleaue;this naughtie man .

Shall facetoface be brought to Margaret,
Who I beleeue was packe inall this wrong, !
Hired toit by your brother.
Bor. Noby my foule fhe:-wasnot,

Norknew not what (he did when fhe{poke to me,
Bucalwaies hath bin iuft and vertuous, .
Inanie thing that I do know by her. i

Conff. Moteouer fir ,which'indeede is not vader white
and black,this plamu&c here, the offendour did call mee
affe, I befeech you let it be remembredin his punith-
ment,and al{othe vvatch heard themtalke of one Defor-

: mcd,thcy fay he'wearesa kcy'm hiseareand atock hang-!
ing by it,and borrowes moniein Gods name, the which'-

he hathvs ‘dfolong;and neuer paied,thatnow men grow

hard-harted and will lend nothmg for Gods fakc prarc

ouexamine him vponthat point,
Leon. 1thankethee for thy care and honeﬁ pames

{onft. Yourvvorfhip {peakes like a moft’ thankciull;

and reucrend youth,and I pratfe God foryou:
Leow. There’sfor thy paines.
Conft.' God faue the fouridation.

Leon. Goe, 1difcharge theeof thy prxfoncr, and(I

thanke thee;

Cenft. T leaue anarrant knaue vyith your! vvorﬁup,'
which Ibefeech your worfhip to corretyour felfe, for :

the example - of others: God keepe your “vorfhif

P
wifh your worﬁnp vvell, ‘God reftore you to hea lﬁh ;
-} humblie ‘give you leaue to deparr, - and if a -

rie meeting may be w:fht, God prohnbxte 1ts come
neighbour.
Léon, Vntill to merrow morning, Lords;firewell.

Exennt, |

. <Brot, Farew:ll my Lordsivve looke fer you tomor-
TOW,

Prin. Wewillnot faile, £
Clan. Fonighrile mourne with Here: v~

Leon. Bring you thele felloweson; weelralke vv:th |
Margaret, how her acquamtance erew vvith this lewd

fellow, -

Enter Bemimi‘v mi Margaret i
Ben. Praie thee fwecte Miftris Margaret, dcﬁ:nub

yvellatmy: hnnds, by hclpmg meeto thc fjﬁr.cch of B:am 2
. Brige. 20l ‘
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Mar. Willyouthenwrite mea Sonnet in praife ‘of |
my beautie ? red ) {

Bene. Infohighafltile: Margare, thar no manliving
fhall come ouer it, for inmoft comely'truch thou defer-
ueft it. et =Tt A VTS :

waies keepe below (taires:?

Bewe, Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth,
it carches. (o ity

Mar Andyours as bluntas the Fencers foiles,which
hit,but hure nor. ]

woman : and o I praythecicall Beatrice, I giue thee the
bucklers.  viin]

Mar, Gitie'vs the fwords, wee haue bucklers of our
owne. x

Bene. Ifyou vle them Margaret; youmuilt put inthe
pikes with awicey ang chey are dangerous weapons for
Maides. pitb bor o )

Mar. Well, 1 will call Beatrice to you, who I thinke
hathlegges. ¢ i cExit Margarite.

Ben, And - thereforewillicome.The God of leuethat
fics aboue,and knowes me,; dnd knowes me, how pitti-
full I deferue. I meaneinfinging, bucinloving; Lean-
der the good fwimmer, Trotlous thefirft imploier of
pandars, and 2 whole booke full of thefe quondam car-
pet-mongers, whofe name yet runne {moothly in'the e-
uen rode of a blapke verfe, why they were neuer fo true-
ly turned ouer and puer as my poore felfe in loue :* mat-
rie Lcannot fhew it rime;l havetried,I can finde cut no
rime/to Ladie butbabie; aninnocent rime's for {corne,

 { horne, ahardtime : forfchoole foole, 4 babling time:

yetie ominous endings , no, T was not borne vnder a ri-
ming Plannet, for I cannet wooe infeftivall tearmes:
Enter Beatyice.

‘¥ (weete Beatrice would’t thou come when Iscal’d -
‘| thee? ‘

3

Beat. Yea Si goior,and deparc when lyou bid mé;
Béne. O fray butxill chen:
Béar, Thenis(poken i fare you well now,and yet ere

Igoe,let me goe with that I came,which is,with know-

ing what hath paft betweene you and Clasdis.
Bene. Onely foule words,  and thereupon willkiffe
thee: zicliay : '
Beat, Foule words is but foule wind, and fonle wind
is but toule breath,and foule breach is noifome, thiere-

| fore 1 will depare vakift, 1) ; {5

BexesThou haft frighted the word out of his ;'ight
fencefoforcibleis thywit, but I muft tell thee plainely,

1. Claxdiovndergoes my challenge,and either ] muft thort-

ly heare fromhim, ot Iwill fubfcribe hima coward,and
1 pray thee now tell me, for which of my badpares'didft
thoufirftfallinldue withme?2. 1 il ;
ww@Béaz, Forthemall together, which maintain’'d fo
politique.a Rate of eiill, thar they willnot admit any
good part to intermingle with them : but for which of
my good parts did you firft {uffer loue for mé2 -

Bene, Sufferioue!a good epithite;I do fuffer fouse in-
-deede;for Tloue thee againifimy wille - 020 03
Ly -Beati Tnlfpightof your heart Ithink alaspoere heart,
ifyoupightit for my fake,I will {pight it for yours,for
1 will neuer loue that which my friend hates.

Bened. Thow and1 are. 106 wife to-wboe peacea-

li :blié' E WY ) I 4 7,

+ Bea. Irappesres not inthisconfeffionstherels not one

1 wife manamong twentie that will praife himfelfe. i

J s
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Mar. Tohaue nomanicome ctier me;why;fhall Tal- ‘

Bepe.: A moft thanly-witMargarer, 1t willnot hurt a

“Bene, A old; atroldinfance Bearrice, that liw'd in'
thetime of ‘good neighbsurs, ifaman doenot erein
this-age his owne tombe ere he dies, tiee fhall lineso
longer itrmoniuments,then the Bels ring,& the Widdow
weepes, '

Beat."And hew long is that thinke you?

Ben, " Queftion;whyanhower in clamourand a quar-
ter inrhewmae,therfore is itmoft expedient for the wife,
if Don worme (his confcience) finde no impediment to
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of bis owne vertues, as
Iam to my felfe fo much for praifing my felfe,who Imy
felfe will beare witnefle s praife worthie, and now tell
me,how doth your eofin ?

Bear. Verieill, 3

Bene. Andhow doe you?

Bear. Verieill too,

Enter Urfuia,

Bene.Serue God,loue me,and mend,there will Ileau
you too for here comesoneinhafte, "

Vif. Madam, you muft come to your Vncle, ‘yon.
ders old:coile at home, it is prooued my Ladie Heé-
ro hath bin falfelie accufde, the Priice and (Vandio
mightilie abufde,and Don Jobn is the author of all,whe
is fled and gone : will you come prefentlie?

Beat. "Willyou go heare this newes Signior ? :

Bene. I willliueinthy hearr,dicin thylap;and be bu-
ried in thy eies : and moreouer, I willgoe withthee to
thy Vncles. Exennt.

Enter Claudio,Prince and three or fonrewith Tapers.

Clage. Isthisthe monument of Leenato ?
Lord, 1tismy Lord. Epitaph.
*s Daneto deqph by flanderoms tongses,
vias théWiRo that bere lies : y
Deathin gaérdon of ber wrangs,
Gines ber fisme which xeuzr dres <
Sothelife that dyed with [bame,
Lizugs in dearh with glorsans fame.
Hang thou therevpon the tambe,
Praifing ber when [ am dombe.
(lan. Now mufick found & fing youy folemn hymne |
Song.

Pardon godde(fe of the night,

Thofe thar flew thy virgin kuight . .

For thewbich with fougs of wae,

Rownd abons ber vomsbs they goe : . .

Midnight affift osr imane oeipe ug v figh andgrome. |

Heauily, beanilyi 25151 nionia ol

Graues yawne andyeelds yoser deady. . -

Tiill death be vitered; o 111 0) 100 o)

Heanenly Jocanenly. ‘ TLES ol b

{ b 1 s(this rights |
Lo. Nowvnto thy bones good niight;yeérely will I do |
Prin, Good morrow malters, put your/Torchesope |

The woluesihauepreied;and looke,the gertle ddyev T

Before thewheeles of Pheebusjround abouel I 51

Dapples thedrow(ie Eaft with-fpots of grey/

Thanks to youalkand leave vsyfare you well: i]
(lan. Good morrowe mafters;each hisfeuerall wiay. |,
Prin. Come let vs hence,and put on othetweedes; (1 ||

And thento Lesnatoes we will goes i1 v v o ;
Clav, And Hymennow.withluckier/ifue fpeeds; -

' hen /|
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Then this for whom werendred vp thiswoe.  Exesnr,
Enter LeonatosBene. Marg Vifula,oldman,Frier,Hero,
Frier. DidInottell you {he was innocent ?
Leo. Soarethe Princeand Clasdio whodcectis'd her,
Vpon the errour r.'hat(you heard debated ;
But Margares wasin fome faul for this,
Altheugh againfther will as it appeares,
In the true courfe of all the queftion.
0!4. Well,] am glad that all things fort fo well, .
Bene. And fo am 1,being elfe by faith enforc’d
To call young Clandioto arcckoning for it.
Lea. Well danghrer,and you gentlewomen all,
Withdraw into a chamber by your {elues,
And when I {end for you,come hither mask’d :
The Prince and Clawdio promis’d by this howre
To vifit me,you know your office Brother,
“Youmuft be father to your brothers daughter ,
 And giue her to young (landio Exeunt Ladics.

Old. Which I will doe with confirm’d countenance.

Bane. Frier,] muft intreat your paines,I thinke,

Frier. To doe what Signior?

Bene. To binde me,or vondoe me,one of them:
Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior,

Your neece regards me with an eye of fauour.,

Leo. Thateyemy daughter lent her, *tis moft true.

Bene. And I doe withan eye of loue requite her.

Leo. Thefight whereefT thinke you had from me,
From Clandis,and the Prince but what’s your will ?

Bened, Youranfwer fir is Enigmaticall,

But formy will, my will is, your good will
May {tand with ours, this day to be conioyn’d,
In the ftate of honourable marriage,

In which(good Frier)I {hall defire your helpe,

Leon. My heartis wichyourliking.

Frier. Andmy helpe.

Euter Prince and Clandic, with attendants.

Prsn. Good morrow to this faire affembly.

Leo. Good morrow Prince,good morrow Clandio :
We heere attend you,are you yer determin’d ,

To day to marry with my brothers daughter?

Cland. lle hold my minde were [he an Echiope.

Leo. Call her forth brother,heres the Frier ready.

Prin. Good morrow Benedike,why what’s the marter?
Thatryou haue fucha Februarie face,

So full of froft, of ftorme,and clowdineffe.

(land. Ythinkehe thinkes vpon the fauage bull :
Tufh, feare not man, wee’ll tip'thy hornes with gold,
And all Europafhall reioyce at thee,,

As once Exrspadid at lulty Joge,
When he would play the noble beaftin loue.

Ben. Bull Zose fir, had an amiable low,

And fome {uch firange bull leapt your fathers Cow,
A got a Calfe in that fame noble feat,
Much like to you,for you hane iuft his bleat.

Enter brotheryHero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrfula.

Cla. ForthisT owe you:here comes other recknings.
Whichis the Lady I muft {eize vpon?

Leo. This(ame is{he,and I dee giueyou her.

Cls, Why then the’s mine,{weet let me fee yout face.

Leon. No that you fhal not, till you take her hand,
Before this Frier,and {weare to marry her.

(Vax. Giue me your hand before this holy Frier,

I am your husband ifyou like of me.

Hers. And when Iliu'd I was your other wife,

And when you lowd, you were my other husband.

Clan. Another Here?

~ Hers. Nothing certainer,
One Herodied, butldoeliue,
And {urely as Ilive; Tam a maid,
Prin. The former Hero, Hera that is dead.
Leon, Sheedied my Lord,but whilesher flander fin’d.
Frier. Allthis amazement can I qualifie,
When after that the holy rites are ended,
Iletell youlargely of faire Herees death:
Meane time let wonder {eeme familiar ,
And rothe chappell let ¥s prefently,
Ben, Softand faire Frierywhich is Beatrice ?
Bea. 1 anfwer to thacname, what is your will ?
Bene, Doe not youloue me ?
Bear. Why no,ne more then reafon, i
Bene, Why then your Vincle,and the Prince, & (/au-
dio, haue beene deceiued, they {wore you did.
Beat. Doenot youloue mee?
Kuwe, Troth no, no morethen reafon.
Beat. Why thenmy Cofin Margares and Urfula
Are much deceiv'd, for they did fweare you did.
Bene. They {wore you were almoft ficke for me,
Bear, They fwore you were wel-nye dead for me.
Bene, 'Tis no matter,then you doe not loue me?
Beat. Notruly,butin friendly recompence.
Leon. Come Cofin,I am fure you loue the gentlem3.
(7an. And Ile befworne vpon't, thathe loues her,
Forheresa paper written in his hand,
Ahalting fennet of his owne pure braine,
Fafhioned to Beatrice,
Hero. And heeres another,

' Wricin my cofins hand, ftolne from her pocket,

Conuaaining her affe&tion vnto Benedicke,

Bene. A mitacle, here’s our owne hands againft our
heares : come I will haue thee; but by thislight I take
thee for pictie.

Beat. I would not denie you,but by this good day,I
yeeld vpon great perfwalion, & partly to faue your life,
for I was told, you were ina confusmption.

Leon, Peace I will ftop your mouth,

Prin. How doft thou Bewedicks the married man?

Bene. 1le tell thee what Prince : a Colledge of witte-
crackers cannot flout mee out of my humour, doft thou
think I care fora Satyreor an Epigram ? no, ifa man will
bebeaten with braines,a fhall weare nothing handfome
about him : in briefe,fince I do purpofe to marry, I will

- thinke nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay a-

gainft it, and therefore neuer flout at me, for I haue {aid
againft it : formanisa giddy thing, and thisis my con-
clufion: for thy part Clawdio, I did thinke to hane beaten
thee,butin that thou art like to be my kinfman, live vn-
bruis’d, and loue my coufin,

Cla. 1 had well hop’d § wouldft haue denied Bearrice,y
I might haue cudgel’dthee out of thy fingle life,t0 make
thee a double dealer, which out of queftic thou wilt be,
if my Coufin do net locke exceeding narrewly tothee.

Bene. Come,come, weare friends, let’s haue a dance
ere we are married,that we may lighten our own hearts,
and our wiues heeles,

Leon. Wee'll haue dancing afterward.

Bexe, Firft,of my vvord,therfore play mufick. Prince,
thou art fad,get thee a yvife,get theea vvife, there is no
faff more reuerend then one tipt with horn, Exter, Mef.

Meffen. My Lord,your brother Jobn is tane in flighs,
Andbrought with armed men backe to CMeffing,

Bewe, Thinke not onhimtill tomorrow , ile deuife
thee braue punifhments for him: firike vp Pipers, Dance.
FINTS,
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