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1) PLEASE PRINT AND BRING WITH YOU.
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only have a few spares available.

2) Familiarise yourself with all the pieces. You do NOT need to memorise.

3) We will use different pieces depending upon the roles that are auditioning in the
room. We may NOT go through every piece and we may not go through the same
pieces multiple times.

INSTEAD | will swap people in and out of scenes where possible to give people
the maximum opportunity to read.

4) PLEASE ONLY ATTEND ONE AUDITION AS AN AUDITIONEE. This keeps
things fresh for everyone.

5) There will be some movement during the auditions so please ensure that you
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1. CLAUDIO & BENEDICK

CLAUDIO
Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of Signior Leonato?
BENEDICK
I noted her not; but | looked on her.
CLAUDIO
Is she not a modest young lady?
BENEDICK

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

CLAUDIO
No; | pray thee speak in sober judgment.
BENEDICK

Why, i' faith, methinks she's too low for a high

praise, too brown for a fair praise and too little

for a great praise: only this commendation | can
afford her, that were she other than she is, she

were unhandsome; and being no other but as she is, |
do not like her.

CLAUDIO

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

BENEDICK

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

Can the world buy such a jewel?
BENEDICK

| hope you have no intent to turn husband, have you?
CLAUDIO

In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever |
looked on. | would scarce trust myself, though | had sworn the
contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

BENEDICK

Is't come to this? In faith, hath not the world

one man but he will wear his cap with suspicion?
Shall | never see a bachelor of three-score again?
Go to, i' faith; an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck
into a yoke, wear the print of it and sigh away
Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is returned to seek you.
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2. CLAUDIO & DON PEDRO

CLAUDIO
My liege, your highness now may do me good.
DON PEDRO

My love is thine to teach: teach it but how,
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn
Any hard lesson that may do thee good.

CLAUDIO
Hath Leonato any son, my lord?
DON PEDRO

No child but Hero; she's his only heir.
Dost thou affect her, Claudio?

CLAUDIO

O, my lord,

When you went onward on this ended action,
| look'd upon her with a soldier's eye,

That liked, but had a rougher task in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love:

But now | am return'd and that war-thoughts
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come thronging soft and delicate desires,

All prompting me how fair young Hero is,
Saying, | liked her ere | went to wars.

DON PEDRO

Thou wilt be like a lover presently

And tire the hearer with a book of words.

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it,

And | will break with her and with her father,
And thou shalt have her. Was't not to this end
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story?

CLAUDIO

How sweetly you do minister to love,
That know love's grief by his complexion!

DON PEDRO
And | will fit thee with the remedy.
I know we shall have revelling to-night:
| will assume thy part in some disguise
And tell fair Hero | am Claudio,
And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart
And take her hearing prisoner with the force
And strong encounter of my amorous tale:
Then after to her father will | break;
And the conclusion is, she shall be thine.
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3. DON JOHN, BORACHIO AND CONRADE

CONRADE

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

DON JOHN

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

CONRADE

You should hear reason.
DON JOHN

And when | have heard it, what blessing brings it?
CONRADE

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

DON JOHN

| cannot hide what | am: | must be sad when | have cause and smile
at no man's jests, eat when | have stomach and wait

for no man's leisure, sleep when | am drowsy and

tend on no man's business, laugh when | am merry and

claw no man in his humouir.

CONRADE

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

DON JOHN

| had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose in
his grace, and it better fits my blood to be
disdained of all than to fashion a carriage to rob
love from any: in this, though | cannot be said to
be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied
but | am a plain-dealing villain. | am trusted with

a muzzle and enfranchised with a clog; therefore |
have decreed not to sing in my cage. If | had my
mouth, | would bite; if | had my liberty, | would do
my liking: in the meantime let me be that | am and
seek not to alter me.

CONRADE
Can you make no use of your discontent?
DON JOHN

| make all use of it, for | use it only.
Who comes here?
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Enter BORACHIO

What news, Borachio?
BORACHIO

The prince your brother is royally entertained by Leonato: and |
can give you intelligence of an intended marriage.

DON JOHN

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

BORACHIO

Marry, it is your brother's right hand.
DON JOHN

Who? the most exquisite Claudio?
BORACHIO

Even he.
DON JOHN

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

BORACHIO

Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Leonato.
DON JOHN

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

As | was smoking, comes the prince and Claudio, hand

in hand in sad conference: and there heard it agreed upon that the
prince should woo Hero for himself, and having

obtained her, give her to Count Claudio.

DON JOHN

Come, come, let us thither: this may prove food to

my displeasure. That young start-up hath all the

glory of my overthrow: if | can cross him any way, |

bless myself every way. You are both sure, and will assist me?

CONRADE
To the death, my lord.
DON JOHN

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

BORACHIO
We'll wait upon your lordship.
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4. DANCE — ANTONIO & URSULA, BALTHASAR & MARGARET

BALTHASAR
Well, | would you did like me.
MARGARET

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

BALTHASAR

Which is one?
MARGARET

| say my prayers aloud.
BALTHASAR

| love you the better: the hearers may cry, Amen.
MARGARET

God match me with a good dancer!
BALTHASAR

Amen.
MARGARET

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

BALTHASAR

No more words: the clerk is answered.
URSULA

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

At a word, | am not.
URSULA

I know you by the waggling of your head.
ANTONIO

To tell you true, | counterfeit him.
URSULA

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

ANTONIO
At a word, | am not.
URSULA

Come, come, do you think | do not know you by your
excellent wit? can virtue hide itself? Go to,

mum, you are he: graces will appear, and there's an
end.
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5. DANCE - BEATRICE & BENEDICK

BEATRICE

Will you not tell me who told you so?
BENEDICK

No, you shall pardon me.
BEATRICE

Nor will you not tell me who you are?
BENEDICK

Not now.
BEATRICE

That | was disdainful, and that | had my good wit
out of the 'Hundred Merry Tales:'--well this was
Signior Benedick that said so.

BENEDICK

What's he?
BEATRICE

| am sure you know him well enough.
BENEDICK

Not |, believe me.
BEATRICE

Did he never make you laugh?
BENEDICK

| pray you, what is he?
BEATRICE

Why, he is the prince's jester: a very dull fool;

only his gift is in devising impossible slanders:

none but libertines delight in him; and the
commendation is not in his wit, but in his villany;

for he both pleases men and angers them, and then
they laugh at him and beat him. | am sure he is in
the fleet: | would he had boarded me.

BENEDICK
When | know the gentleman, I'll tell him what you say.
BEATRICE

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

We must follow the leaders.
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6. DON JOHN AND BORACHIO

DON JOHN

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

BORACHIO
Yea, my lord; but | can cross it.
DON JOHN

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

BORACHIO

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

DON JOHN
Show me briefly how.
BORACHIO

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

DON JOHN
| remember.
BORACHIO

| can, at any unseasonable instant of the night,
appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber window.

DON JOHN
What life is in that, to be the death of this marriage?
BORACHIO

The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go you to

the prince your brother; spare not to tell him that

he hath wronged his honour in marrying the renowned
Claudio--whose estimation do you mightily hold

up--to a contaminated stale, such a one as Hero.

DON JOHN
What proof shall | make of that?
BORACHIO

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

DON JOHN
Only to despite them, | will endeavour any thing.
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BORACHIO

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

DON JOHN

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

BORACHIO

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

DON JOHN
| will presently go learn their day of marriage.
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7. BENEDICK

I do much wonder that one man, seeing how much
another man is a fool when he dedicates his
behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed at

such shallow follies in others, become the argument
of his own scorn by failing in love: and such a man

is Claudio. | have known when there was no music
with him but the drum and the fife; and now had he
rather hear the tabour and the pipe: | have known
when he would have walked ten mile a-foot to see a
good armour; and now will he lie ten nights awake,
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to
speak plain and to the purpose, like an honest man
and a soldier; and now is he turned orthography; his
words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many
strange dishes. May | be so converted and see with
these eyes? | cannot tell; | think not: | will not

be sworn, but love may transform me to an oyster; but
I'll take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster

of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One woman
is fair, yet | am well; another is wise, yet | am

well; another virtuous, yet | am well; but till all

graces be in one woman, one woman shall not come in
my grace. Rich she shall be, that's certain; wise,

or I'll none; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her;

fair, or I'll never look on her; mild, or come not

near me; noble, or not | for an angel; of good
discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair shall
be of what colour it please God. Ha! the prince and
Monsieur Love! | will hide me in the arbour.
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8. BENEDICK & BEATRICE

This can be no trick: the

conference was sadly borne. They have the truth of
this from Hero. They seem to pity the lady: it
seems her affections have their full bent. Love me!
why, it must be requited. | hear how | am censured:
they say | will bear myself proudly, if | perceive

the love come from her; they say too that she will
rather die than give any sign of affection. | did
never think to marry: | must not seem proud: happy
are they that hear their detractions and can put
them to mending. They say the lady is fair; 'tis a
truth, |1 can bear them witness; and virtuous; 'tis

so, | cannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving

me; by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor

no great argument of her folly, for | will be

horribly in love with her. | may chance have some
odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me,
because | have railed so long against marriage: but
doth not the appetite alter? a man loves the meat

in his youth that he cannot endure in his age.

Shall quips and sentences and these paper bullets of
the brain awe a man from the career of his humour?
No, the world must be peopled. When | said | would
die a bachelor, | did not think | should live till |

were married. Here comes Beatrice. By this day!
she's a fair lady: | do spy some marks of love in
her.

Enter BEATRICE
BEATRICE

Against my will | am sent to bid you come in to dinner.
BENEDICK

Fair Beatrice, | thank you for your pains.
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK
You take pleasure then in the message?
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK

Ha! 'Against my will | am sent to bid you come in

to dinner;' there's a double meaning in that 'l took
no more pains for those thanks than you took pains
to thank me.' that's as much as to say, Any pains
that | take for you is as easy as thanks.
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9. HERO, MARGARET, URSULA

HERO

Good Margaret, run thee to the parlor;
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice
Proposing with the prince and Claudio:
Whisper her ear and tell her, | and Ursula
Walk in the square and our whole discourse
Is all of her; say that thou overheard'st us;
And bid her steal into the pleached bower,
there will she hide her,

To listen our purpose. This is thy office;
Bear thee well in it and leave us alone.

MARGARET
I'll make her come, | warrant you, presently.

Exit

HERO

Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come,

As we do trace this alley up and down,

Our talk must only be of Benedick.

When | do name him, let it be thy part

To praise him more than ever man did merit:
My talk to thee must be how Benedick

Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made,

That only wounds by hearsay.

Enter BEATRICE, behind

Now begin;
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs
Close by the ground, to hear our conference.

HERO

Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.

Approaching the bower

No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful;
| know her spirits are as coy and wild
As haggerds of the rock.

URSULA

But are you sure
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely?

HERO
So says the prince and my new-trothed lord.
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URSULA
And did they bid you tell her of it, madam?

HERO

They did entreat me to acquaint her of it;

But | persuaded them, if they loved Benedick,
To wish him wrestle with affection,

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

URSULA

Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon?

HERO

O god of love! | know he doth deserve

As much as may be yielded to a man:

But Nature never framed a woman's heart
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice;

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,
Misprising what they look on, and her wit
Values itself so highly that to her

All matter else seems weak: she cannot love,
Nor take no shape nor project of affection,
She is so self-endeared.

URSULA

Sure, | think so;
And therefore certainly it were not good
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.

HERO

Why, you speak truth. | never yet saw man,

How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured,
But she would spell him backward: if fair-faced,
She would swear the gentleman should be her sister;
If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antique,
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed:;

If low, an agate very vilely cut;

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

If silent, why, a block moved with none.

So turns she every man the wrong side out

And never gives to truth and virtue that

Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.

URSULA
Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable.
HERO

No, not to be so odd and from all fashions

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable:

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

She would mock me into air; O, she would laugh me
Out of myself, press me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire,
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Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly:
It were a better death than die with mocks,
Which is as bad as die with tickling.

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

No; rather | will go to Benedick

And counsel him to fight against his passion.
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders
To stain my cousin with: one doth not know
How much an ill word may empoison liking.

URSULA

O, do not do your cousin such a wrong.

She cannot be so much without true judgment--
Having so swift and excellent a wit

As she is prized to have--as to refuse

So rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick.

HERO

He is the only man of Italy.
Always excepted my dear Claudio.

URSULA

| pray you, be not angry with me, madam,
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedick,

For shape, for bearing, argument and valour,
Goes foremost in report through Italy.

HERO
Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.
URSULA

His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.
When are you married, madam?

HERO

Why, every day, to-morrow. Come, go in:
I'll show thee some attires, and have thy counsel
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow.

URSULA
She's limed, | warrant you: we have caught her, madam.
HERO

If it proves so, then loving goes by haps:
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.
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10. BEATRICE

[Coming forward]

What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true?
Stand | condemn'd for pride and scorn so much?
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu!
No glory lives behind the back of such.

And, Benedick, love on; | will requite thee,
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand:

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee
To bind our loves up in a holy band;

For others say thou dost deserve, and |
Believe it better than reportingly.

Exit
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11. DOGBERRY, VERGES & WATCHMEN

DOGBERRY
Are you good men and true?
VERGES

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

DOGBERRY

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

VERGES

Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dogberry.
DOGBERRY

First, who think you the most desertless man to be constable?
First Watchman

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

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

Second Watchman
Both which, master constable,--
DOGBERRY

You have: | knew it would be your answer.

You are thought here to be the most

senseless and fit man for the constable of the

watch; therefore bear you the lantern. This is your
charge: you shall comprehend all vagrom men; you are
to bid any man stand, in the prince's name.

Second Watchman
How if a' will not stand?
VERGES

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

DOGBERRY

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

Watchman

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

Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet
watchman; for | cannot see how sleeping should

offend: only, have a care that your bills be not

stolen. Well, you are to call at all the

ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed.

Watchman
How if they will not?
DOGBERRY

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

Watchman
Well, sir.
DOGBERRY

If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by virtue
of your office, to be no true man.

Watchman

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

DOGBERRY

Truly, by your office, you may: the most peaceable
way for you, if you do take a thief, is to let him
show himself what he is and steal out of your company.

VERGES
You have been always called a merciful man, partner.
DOGBERRY

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

DOGBERRY

This is the end of the charge.

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

Watchman

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

DOGBERRY

One word more, honest neighbours. | pray you watch
about Signior Leonato's door; for the wedding being
there to-morrow, there is a great coil to-night.

Adieu: be vigitant, | beseech you.
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12. HERO, MARGARET, URSULA & BEATRICE

HERO
Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and desire
her to rise.
URSULA
I will, lady.
HERO
And bid her come hither.
URSULA
Well.
Exit
MARGARET
Troth, I think your other rabato were better.
HERO
No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this.
MARGARET

By my troth, 's not so good; and | warrant your
cousin will say so.

HERO

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

MARGARET

By my troth, 's but a night-gown in respect of

that: cloth o' gold, and cuts, and laced with

silver, set with pearls, for a fine, quaint, graceful and excellent
fashion, yours is worth ten on 'this.

HERO

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

MARGARET

"Twill be heavier soon by the weight of a man.
HERO

Fie upon thee! art not ashamed?
MARGARET

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

Enter BEATRICE

HERO
Good morrow, coz.
BEATRICE
Good morrow, sweet Hero.
HERO
Why how now? do you speak in the sick tune?
BEATRICE

| am out of all other tune, methinks.
'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin; tis time you were
ready. By my troth, | am exceeding ill: heigh-ho!

MARGARET

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

For the letter that begins them all, H.
MARGARET

Well, and you be not turned Turk, there's no more
sailing by the star.

BEATRICE

What means the fool, trow?
MARGARET

Nothing I; but God send every one their heart's desire!
HERO

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

BEATRICE

| am stuffed, cousin; | cannot smell.
MARGARET

A maid, and stuffed! there's goodly catching of cold.
BEATRICE

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

MARGARET
Even since you left it. Doth not my wit become me rarely?
BEATRICE

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

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

HERO
There thou prickest her with a thistle.
BEATRICE

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

MARGARET

Moral! no, by my troth, | have no moral meaning; |
meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think perchance
that | think you are in love: nay, by'r lady, | am

not such a fool to think what | list, nor | list

not to think what | can, nor indeed | cannot think,

if | would think my heart out of thinking, that you

are in love or that you will be in love or that you

can be in love. Yet Benedick was such another, and
now is he become a man: he swore he would never
marry, and yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats
his meat without grudging: and how you may be
converted | know not, but methinks you look with
your eyes as other women do.

BEATRICE

What pace is this that thy tongue keeps?
MARGARET

Not a false gallop.

Re-enter URSULA

URSULA

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

HERO
Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, good Ursula.
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13. DON PEDRO, DON JOHN, LEONATO, FRIAR FRANCIS,
CLAUDIO, BENEDICK, HERO, BEATRICE

LEONATO

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

FRIAR FRANCIS

You come hither, my lord, to marry this lady.
CLAUDIO

No.
LEONATO

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

Lady, you come hither to be married to this count.
HERO

| do.
FRIAR FRANCIS

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

CLAUDIO

Know you any, Hero?
HERO

None, my lord.
FRIAR FRANCIS

Know you any, count?
LEONATO

| dare make his answer, none.
CLAUDIO

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

BENEDICK

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

CLAUDIO

Stand thee by, friar. Father, by your leave:
Will you with free and unconstrained soul
Give me this maid, your daughter?
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LEONATO
As freely, son, as God did give her me.
CLAUDIO

And what have | to give you back, whose worth
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift?

DON PEDRO
Nothing, unless you render her again.
CLAUDIO

Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankfulness.
There, Leonato, take her back again:

Give not this rotten orange to your friend;

She's but the sign and semblance of her honour.
Behold how like a maid she blushes here!

O, what authority and show of truth

Can cunning sin cover itself withal!

Comes not that blood as modest evidence

To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear,
All you that see her, that she were a maid,

By these exterior shows? But she is none:

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed;

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.

LEONATO
What do you mean, my lord?
CLAUDIO

Not to be married,
Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton.

LEONATO

Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof,
Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth,
And made defeat of her virginity,--

CLAUDIO

| know what you would say: if | have known her,
You will say she did embrace me as a husband,
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin:

No, Leonato,

| never tempted her with word too large;

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

Bashful sincerity and comely love.

HERO
And seem'd | ever otherwise to you?
CLAUDIO

Out on thee! Seeming! | will write against it:
You seem to me as Dian in her orb,

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown;

But you are more intemperate in your blood
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals
That rage in savage sensuality.

Page |24



HERO

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

Sweet prince, why speak not you?
DON PEDRO

What should | speak?
| stand dishonour'd, that have gone about
To link my dear friend to a common stale.

LEONATO

Are these things spoken, or do | but dream?
DON JOHN

Sir, they are spoken, and these things are true.
BENEDICK

This looks not like a nuptial.
HERO

True! O God!
CLAUDIO

Leonato, stand | here?
Is this the prince? is this the prince's brother?
Is this face Hero's? are our eyes our own?

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

Let me but move one question to your daughter;
And, by that fatherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her answer truly.

LEONATO
| charge thee do so, as thou art my child.
HERO

0O, God defend me! how am | beset!
What kind of catechising call you this?

CLAUDIO
To make you answer truly to your name.
HERO

Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name
With any just reproach?

CLAUDIO

Marry, that can Hero;

Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue.

What man was he talk'd with you yesternight
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one?
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this.
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HERO
| talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord.

DON PEDRO

Why, then are you no maiden. Leonato,

| am sorry you must hear: upon mine honour,
Myself, my brother and this grieved count
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window
Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain,
Confess'd the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in secret.

DON JOHN

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

Not to be spoke of;

There is not chastity enough in language
Without offence to utter them. Thus, pretty lady,
| am sorry for thy much misgovernment.

CLAUDIO

O Hero, what a Hero hadst thou been,

If half thy outward graces had been placed
About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart!
But fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell,
Thou pure impiety and impious purity!

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

And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang,

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,

And never shall it more be gracious.

LEONATO
Hath no man's dagger here a point for me?

HERO swoons

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

DON JOHN

Come, let us go. These things, come thus to light,
Smother her spirits up.

Exeunt DON PEDRO, DON JOHN, and CLAUDIO
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14. BEATRICE & BENEDICK

BENEDICK

Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while?
BEATRICE

Yea, and | will weep a while longer.
BENEDICK

| will not desire that.

BEATRICE

You have no reason; | do it freely.
BENEDICK

Surely | do believe your fair cousin is wronged.
BEATRICE

Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that would right her!
BENEDICK
Is there any way to show such friendship?
BEATRICE
A very even way, but no such friend.
BENEDICK
May a man do it?
BEATRICE
It is a man's office, but not yours.
BENEDICK

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

BEATRICE

As strange as the thing | know not. It were as

possible for me to say I loved nothing so well as

you: but believe me not; and yet | lie not; |

confess nothing, nor | deny nothing. | am sorry for my cousin.

BENEDICK

By my oath, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
BEATRICE

Do not swear, and eat it.
BENEDICK

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

BEATRICE
Will you not eat your word?
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BENEDICK

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

BEATRICE

Why, then, God forgive me!
BENEDICK

What offence, sweet Beatrice?
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK
And do it with all thy heart.
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK

Come, bid me do any thing for thee.
BEATRICE

Kill Claudio.
BENEDICK

Ha! not for the wide world.
BEATRICE

You kill me to deny it. Farewell.
BENEDICK

Tarry, sweet Beatrice.
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK

Beatrice,--
BEATRICE

In faith, | will go.
BENEDICK

We'll be friends first.
BEATRICE

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

Is Claudio thine enemy?
BEATRICE

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

in the market-place.

BENEDICK

Hear me, Beatrice,--
BEATRICE

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

Nay, but, Beatrice,--
BEATRICE

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

Beat--
BEATRICE

Princes and counties! Surely, a princely testimony,

a goodly count, Count Comfect; a sweet gallant,

surely! O that | were a man for his sake! or that |

had any friend would be a man for my sake! But

manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into

compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and

trim ones too: he is now as valiant as Hercules

that only tells a lie and swears it. | cannot be a

man with wishing, therefore | will die a woman with grieving.

BENEDICK

Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, | love thee.
BEATRICE

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

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

Yea, as sure as | have a thought or a soul.
BENEDICK

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

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when | called thee?
BEATRICE

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

O, stay but till then!
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK
Only foul words; and thereupon | will kiss thee.
BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK

Thou hast frighted the word out of his right sense,

so forcible is thy wit. But | must tell thee

plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either

| must shortly hear from him, or | will subscribe

him a coward. And, | pray thee now, tell me for

which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love with me?

BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK

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

BEATRICE

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

BENEDICK
Thou and | are too wise to woo peaceably.
BEATRICE

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

An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that lived in

the lime of good neighbours. If a man do not erect
in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live
no longer in monument than the bell rings and the
widow weeps.

BEATRICE
And how long is that, think you?
BENEDICK

Question: why, an hour in clamour and a quarter in
rheum: Now tell me, how doth your cousin?

BEATRICE

Very ill.
BENEDICK

And how do you?
BEATRICE

Very ill too.
BENEDICK

Serve God, love me and mend. There will | leave
you too, for here comes one in haste.
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16. CLAUDIO

[Writing]

Done to death by slanderous tongues
Was the Hero that here lies:
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs,
Gives her fame which never dies.
So the life that died with shame
Lives in death with glorious fame.
Hang thou there upon the tomb,
Praising her when | am dumb.
Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn.
Pardon, goddess of the night,
Those that slew thy virgin knight;
For the which, with songs of woe,
Round about her tomb they go.
Midnight, assist our moan;

Help us to sigh and groan,
Heavily, heavily:

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

Heavily, heavily.

Now, unto thy bones good night!
Yearly will | do this rite.

Hymen now with luckier issue speed's
Than this for whom | render'd up this woe.
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