Much adoe about Nov:hing.

oA tus primus,

Scena prima.

Ewter Leonato Gonersonr of Mcffina, Inrogen bis wife,He-
robss dasghier, aad Beatrice bis Neece with a meffenger.

Leonato,

Learnein this Letter, that Don Peter of Arra-
gom, comes this night to Mcffina.
Mef[. Heisvery neereby this : he wasnot

three Leagues off when I lefthim.

Leow, How many Gentlemen haue youloft in this
altion?

Meff. Butfew ofany fort, and none of name,'

Leon. A viloricis twice it {elfe, when the atchieuer
brings home full numbers : 1 finde heere, that Don Pe-
ter hath beftowed much honor onayong Florentine cal-
led Clasd;o.

Mo Much deleru’d on his pare,and equally remem-
bred by Dan Pedro, he hath borne himfelfe beyond the

romife of his age, doing inthe figure of a Lambe, the
ts of a Lion, he hath indeede becter betered expeta-
tion, then you muft expe& of meto tell you how.

Les, Hehathan Vnckle heerein Meffina,wil be very
much glad ofir.

Mef]. 1hauealreadie delivered himletters, and there
appeares much ioy in him, cuen fo much, thatioy'could
not fhew it felfe modeft enough, without abadg of bic-
temefle,

Leo. Didhebreakeoutinto teates ?

Meff. In great meafure.

+ Leo. Akinde ouerflow ofkindnefle, there are no fa-
ces truer, then thofe that are fo wafh'd, how muchbet-
ter is it to weepe at joy thento ioy at weeping?

Bea. 1 prayyou,is Signior Memwtante return’d from
the warres,orno ? '

M. 1know none of that name, Lady, there was
none fuch in the armie of any fore. '

Leow. Whatis hethatyou aske for Neece?

Here. My eoufin meanes Signior Benedick of Padwa

Mef. Ohe’sreturn’d, and as pleafant as everhe was.

Bear, He fet vp his bils here in Acfina,8& challeng’d
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vinckles foole reading the
Challenge, fubfcrib’d for Cupid, and challeng’d him at
the Burbolt. Iprdy you,how many hath hee kil'd and

indeed, I promis'd to eaté all oFhis killing.
Leon. "Faith Neece, you taxt Signlor Benedicke too

much, but hee'l be meet with you, I doubtitner.
Mol He hath done pood fétuite Lady in thefe wars.
Bess. You had mufty viGuall, endhe hathbolpe to

easeit: he's a very valiane Ttelicher-man, hée hath an
excellent Romacke, ‘

eaten in thefé wartes? Buthow many hath he kil'd? for

21ef. Anda good fouldier too Lady.
Bear, Andagood fouldier toa Lady. But whatishe
{ toaLord?

Meff. AlLordtoaLord, amantoaman, ftuftwith
all honourablavertues.

Leat, Itisfoindecd, he isnoleffe then a fuftman:
but for the uffing well, we are all mortall.

Leon. Youmuft not (fir) miftake my Neece, thereis
akind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick, & her :
t:cy neuer mect, but there’s a skirmifh of wit between
them.

Bra. Alas,he getsnothing by that. Inour laft con.
flick, foure of his fiue wits went halting off, and now is
the whole man gouern’d with onc ¢ fo that if hee haie
wit enoughto kccpe himfelfe warme, lec him beare it
for a difference betweene himfelfe and his horfe : For it
is all the wealth that he hath left, to be knowne a reafo-
nable creature. Who is his companion now ? He hath
euery month a new fworne brother.

Mef[. I'stpoffible?

Beat. Very cafily poflible : he weareshis faith but as
the fathion ot his hat, it euer changes with § next block.

tMef], 1fce (Lady) the Gentlemanis not i your
bookes.

Bea, No,and he were, T would burne my Rudy. But
I ptay you, whois his companion ? [sthere no young
{quarer now,” that will make a voyage with bim to the
diucll?

. e, Heis moft inthe company of the right nable
Clandse.

Beat. O Lord, he will hang vpon himlike a difeafe:
heis {ooner csughe then the peritilence, and the taker
runs prefently mad. God helpe the noble Clandre, ifhee

haue caught the Benedi®, it will coft him a thoufsnd

pound cre hebe cur'd,
Meff. 1 willhold friends with you Lady,
Bea, Do good friend. :
Leo. Youlne'rsrunmad Neece,
Bea. No, nottillahotIanuary.
Mef. Den Pedroisapproach’d.

Enter den Pedro,Clandio Benedicke, Balthafar,
. and lobn the baftard. ‘

Pedre. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to ineet
your trouble : the fathion of the world is to suoid coft,
and you encounter it. .

Leon, Neuercame trouble to my houfe in thelikenes
of your Grace : for trouble being gone, comfort fhould
remaine: bue when you depart trom me,{osrow sbides,
and happineffe takes his leaue,
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Pedrs. Youembrace your charge too willingly: 1
thinke thisis lzoux daygheer. R :

Leonsse. Her mother hath many times told me fo.
Bemed. Wereyou in doubt that you askeher? -
Leonate. Signior Benedicke, no, for then were you o
childe. '
Pedro. You haue it {ull Benedicke,we may gheffe by
this,what you are, being a man, ttuely the Lady fathers
her feffe: ie happic Lady, for you arc Itke an honorable
father,
Ben, XfSignior Lesnato be her father, the would not
hawe his head on her fhoulders for al Meffina,as like him
astheis.

Beat. 1wonderthat you will Rill be alking, fignior
Benedicke,no body markes you.

Bew. What my decre Ladie Difdaine ! are you yet
living ?
Bear. Isitpeflible Difdaine fhould die, while fhee
hath fuch meete foode to feede 1t,as Signior Benedicke?
Curtefie it felfe muft conwert to Difdane,if you come in
her prefence. .

Bene, Thenis curtefie a turne-coate, butit iscer-
tainc Ianiloucd of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and
Iwould Icouldfinde in my heare thatl had notahard

heart,for truely I loue none,

- Beat. A deere happineffe to women,they would elfe
haue beene troubled with a permitious Suter, 1 thanke
God and my cold blood,I am of your humour for that, 1
had rather heare my Dog barke ata Crow, "than a mau
{weare heloues me.

Bene. God keepeyour Ladithip ftill in that minde,
fo fomeGentleman or other (hall fcape a predeflinate
fcratche face.

Beat. Scratching could not makeit worie,and twere
fuch a face as yours were.:

Bene. Well,you are arare Parrat teacher,

Beas, A birdofiny tongue, isbetter thanabeaft of

our,
d Ben. I would my hotfe had the fpeed of your tongue,
and o good a contnuer, but hespe your way a Gods
name,l haue done.
Bear. Ypualwaies end with a Iadestricke, 1 know
you of old.
- Pedre. Thisis the lumme of all: Leanato,fignior (Vax-
disjand fignior Benedicke ; my deere friend Leonato, hath
inuited you all, [ tellhim we hall ftay here, atthe leat
a moneth, and heheartily praies fome Leeafion may de-
taine vslonger : I dare fweare hee isno hypacrite, but
praiei from his heart.
Leen, Ifyoufweare, my Lord, you fhall not be for-
fworne, letmee bid you welcome, my Lord, beingre-
conciled to the Prince your brother: I ows you all
ductie, .
John, 1chankeyou, Iamnotof many words, but I
thanke you.

Leon. Pleafeit your grace leade on?

Pedre. Yourhand Lesxate,we will goe together.

Exewnt.  Manet Benedicke and Clandso.

Clan. Bewedicke,didt thon note the daugher of fig.
nior Leonato ?

Bene. Inoted hernot,but Ilooke on her.

Clan. Isfhenot amodeftyong Ladie?

Bewe. Doe you queftionme as an honeft man theuld
doc, for my fimple true wdgement ? or would you heue
me.neakeafrer my cultome, asbeing a profeffed tyrant
it {og?

———— - B - ——

Clas, No,I pray thee fpeske in fobesiudgement.

Bene: Why yfaith me thinkathee’s toa Jow for a hie
praife,too brownefor a faire praife, aad toolittle for a
great pnife,on:z:'his commendstion I can sffoord her,
that were fhee then fhe is, the were vnhandfome,
and being no other,butas theis,I doenot like her,

Clas. Thouthink’ft 1 amin fport, I pray thee tell me
truely how thou lik’ft her.

Bene, Would you buie her, that you enquier after
her¢

(las. Can the world buie fuch a jewell ?

Ben, Yea,and acafeto put it into,but {peake you this
with a fad brow? Or doe you play the flowtinguacke,to
tellvs Cupid isagood Hare-finder, and Vulcan arare
Carpenter : Come, inwhat key fhall aman take you to
goeinthe fong >

Clau. Inminecic, fheis the fweeteft Ladie that euer
Ilookton,

Bene. 1 canfee yet without fpe&tacles, and 1 {ce no
fuch matter : there’s her cofin, and fhe were not poffeft
witha furie, exceedesher as muchinbeautic, asthefirft
of Maie doththe laft of December : but Thope you haue
no ntenz to turne husband haue you ?

Clau, 1 would {carce truft ray felfe, though 1 had
{worne the contrarie,if Hero would be my wife.

Bene. 1 come to this? in faith hath not the world one
man but he wall weare his cap with fufpition ? fhall I ne-
uer fee abatcheller of three fcore againe ? goe to yfaith,
and thou wilt necdes thruft thy neckeinto a yoke,weare
the printofit,and figh away fundaies : loohe, don Pedro
1sreturned to fecke you ’

]

Enter don Pedro,lchn the baflard.

Pedr. Whatfecret hathheld you here, that you fol-
lowed not to Leonatecs ?

Bewed. 1wouldyour Grace would conftraine mee to
tell.

Pedre, 1 chargethec enthy allegeance,

Ben. Youheare, Count Claudso, I canbe fecret as a
dumbe man, I would haucyouthinke fo (but onmyal.
legrance, marke you this, on myallegiance) hee is in
loue, With who? now that1s your Geaces part :marke
how thert hisanfwere is, with Hero, Leonatoes fhort
daughter,

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

Bened. Like the old tale,my Lord, it is not fo,nos "twas
not fo ; but indeede,God forbid it thould be fo

(la». If my paffion change not fhoutly, Ged forbidis
fhould be etherwife. :

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

Clau. You fpeake thisto fetch mein,my Lozd.

Pedr. Bymy troth Ifpeake my thought,

(lan. Andin faich,my Lord,I fpoke mine.

Bewed, And by my two faiths and troths,my Lozd, I
{peake mine.

Clas, That1loueher, Ifecle.

Pedr. Thatfhe is worthie,1 know.

Bened. That I neitherfecle how fhee fhould belo-
ued, nor know how fhee thould be worthue, is the
opinion that fire cannot mclt out of me, I will die in it at
the fake.

Pedr.Thou wat euer an obflinate heretiqueinthede-
fpight of Beautie,

Claw. Aodneues could maintaine bis pare, bue in the
force ofhis will,

Bewe. That
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Bew.That 2 woman conceiued me, I thanke her : that
fhe broughtmee vp, Llikewsfe giucher moft humble
thankes: but thacI will haue a rechate winded inmy
forehead, or hang my bugle in an inuilible baldricke,all
women fhall pardon me: becaufe Iwill not do them the
weong tomiftruftany, Iwilldoemy fcife theright to
truft none : and the fine is, (for the which Imay gocthe
finer) I will liue a Batchellor.

Pedre. 1fhall fee thee ere I dic,looke pale with loue,

Beme. Withanger, with fickneffe, or with hunger,
my Lord, not with loue : proue that euer 1 loofe more
blood with loue, then I will get againe with diinking,

1cke oue mine eyes witha Ballec-makers peane, and
Lng me vp at the doore of 3 brethel-houfc for the figne
of blinde (gup\d.

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

Bewe. 1f1 do,hang meina bottle ike a Cat & fhoot
at me, and he thathit’s me,let himbe claptonthe {houl-
der, and cal’d Adum.

Pedre. Well, as time fhalltsic: In time the fauage
Bull doth beare tne yoake, , _

Bene. Thefavagebullmay, but if eucrthe frafible
Bewedivke beareit, pluch. ot the bulleshones, and fet
them in my forehcad, and letme be vildely paaced, and
in fuch great Lecters as they write, heere s good hotle
tohire : let them fignific vader my tigiic, here youmay
fee Benedicks the matried man.

Clan. 1fthis(hould cuer happen, thou wouldftbec
horne mad.

Pedro, Nay,if Cupid hauc not fpent all his Quiuerin
Venice, thou wilt quake for this (hortly.

Bene. 1looke for an earthquake too then.

Pedre. Well, youwll temporize with the houres, in
the mesne time, good Signiox Bemedicke, teparrc to Leo-
wateas,commend me to hin, and tell him I will notfaile
him at fupper, for indeede he hath made great prepara-
tion.

Bexe. 1 hauc almoft matter enoughin me for fuchan
Embaffage, and fo I commit you.

Clas, Tothe tuittonof God.
had it.

Pedro. The fixt of Iuly.Your loulng friend, Bemedicl_

Bewe. Nay mockenot, mocke not the body of your
difcoutfe is fometime guarded with fragments, andthe
guardes are but flightly bafted on peither, ere you flout
old endy any further, examine your confcience,and {o |
leaue yon. Exit.

Clas, My Liege, your Highneffe now may doemee

Fjom my houle, if I

Pedre. My loue is thineto teach,teach it but how,
Andthon fhaltfee howsptitisto learne
Any hard Leffon thatmay dothee good.

Clan. Hath Leowateany fonnemy Lord?

Pedre. No childebut Hers, fhe's his oncly heire,
Doft thouv sffe& her (landeo?

Claw. OmyLord,
When you went onward on thisended a&ion,
Ilook'd vpon her with a fouldiers eic,
That hik'd, but had arougher taskein hand,
"Than to driue hk/ ag to the name of loue:
Butnow 1 am return'd, snd that warre-thoughts
Haue left their places vacant : intheir roomes,
Come thronging {oft and delicate defites, -
All promﬁ?n mee how faireyong Herels,
Saying 11ik"d her ere I went to wasres.

Pedre. Thou wilt be like alouer prefently,
A ndtirethe hearer with abooke of words:
It jou doftfoue faire Hero, cherifh i,
And I will breake with her: waft not to thisend,
That thou beganfi to twift fo fine a ftory ?
Clan. How {weetly doe you minifter co loue,
That know loues griefe by his complexion!
But left iy liking might too {odaine fceme,
1 would haue falu’d 1t with alonger treanifc.
Ped. What need §bridge much broder then the flood?
The faireft graunt is the neceflitie :
Looke what will ferue,is fit : 'tis once,thou louefl,
And I will fit thee with the remedie,
I know wefhall haue reuelling to night.
I will affume chy parzin fome difguile,
And tell faire Here 1 am Claudro,
And n her bofome Ile vnclafpe my heare,
And take her hearing prifoner with the force
And ftrong incounter of my smorous tale :
Then after, to her father will I breake,
And the conclufion s, fhee fhall be thine,
Inpradifelet v putic prefently. Fxcums .
\Enter Leovato and an old max brother to Lecnate,

Leo. How now brother.where is my coten your {on:
hath he prouided thts muficke ?

O!d. Heisvery bufie aboutit, burbrother, Tcan eell
you newes that you yet dreame not of.

Lo. Arctheygood?

Oid. Asthe cueats tamps them,but they haue & good
couer : they fhew well outward, the Prince and Count
Clandio walking i a thick pleached alley inmy orchard,
were thus ouer-heard by aman of mine : the Priuce dif-
couered to Clasdse that hec loued my niece your daugh-
ter, and meant tn acknowledgeit this night inadance,
and if hee found heraccordant, hee meant to takethe
prefenttime by the top , and inflantly breake with ycu
of 1t.

Leo. Haththe fellow any wit that told you this?

O/d. A good fharpe fellow, I will fend for him , and
queftion him your fcife.

Leo. No,no; weewillholditasa dresme tillit ap-
pearc it felfe : but Iwill acquaint my daughter withall |
that fhe may be the better preparcatoranantwertper-
aduenture thisbee true : goe youand tell her of it : coo-
fins, you know whatyou haveto doc, O I crie you mer-
cie friend , goe you with mee and I will vie your sk 1,

ood cofin haue a care this bufie ume. Exeunr.
Enter Sir Iahn the Baftard and Conrade lass companion.

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

Iob, There is nomeafureintheoccafion that breeds,
therefore the fadneflc is without limit,

Con. Yau fhould heare reafon.

Iobn. And whenIhaucheardic, whatbleffing brin-
gethie?

Con. Ifnotaprefentremedy,yes a patient fufferance,

Job. 1wonder that thou (being as thou {aift thou are,
borne vnder Sarwrne ) gocR about to apply a morall me-
dicine, toa mortifying mifchiefe : Icannot hide what I
am: 1muftbee fad whenIhaue caufe, and{mileattio
mans icfts, cat when I haue Romacke, and wait for no
mans leifure : fleepe when 1am drowfie, and tend on no
mans bufinefle,laugh when ] am merry,and claw no man
in his humor.

Con. Yea,butyou muft notmake the ful (bew of this,
till youmay doe it witheut controliment, you hm.l‘of

ate
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\\—z{eqftood odi’a;i;{li your brother , and hee hachtane |

vou newly into his grace, where it is impoffible you
thould takeroot,but by the faire weather that you make
your feife,it is needful that you frame che feafen for your
cwne hatueft. i

Iobn, Thadrather be a cankerin a hedge, thena refe
in his grace,and it better fits my bloud to be difdain’d of
all,then to fafhion a carrageto rob loue fromany:inthis
(though I cannot be faid to be aflattering honeft man )
h mu&not be denied but Iama plaine dealing villaine,I
amtrufted with a muffell, and enfranchi{de withaclog,
thercfore I haue decreed, nottoe fing in my cage: ifI had
my mouth,I would bire : if [ had my liberty,I would do
my liking : in the meane time, let me be thacl am, and
fecke not to alter me,

Cen, Can you makeno vfe of your difcontent ?

Tobw, 1will make all vie of it,for I vfe it oncly.
Who comes hete ? what newes Berachie?

Enter Bevachio, \

Ber. Icame yonder from a great fupper, the Prince.

your brother is royally entertained by Leomaro,and I can
giueyou intelligence of an intended marriage.

Tobs, Whll it ferue for any Modell to bu:ld mifchiefe
on ? Whatishecfora foole that betrothes himfelfe to
vnguictnefie?

Ber. Masy itis your brothers righc hand.

John, Whothe moft exquifice Clandie?

Ber. Euenhe. )

Iobm. A proper {quier, and who,and whe, which way
lookes he?

Ber, Mary on Here, the daughter and Heire of Leo-
nato,

Tobn. Avery forward March-chicke,, how came you
tothis ¢

Ber. Beingentertain'd for a perfumer,as [ was fmoa-
king amufly roome, comes me the Prince and Clasdio,
hand in hand in fad conference : [ whiptbehind the Ar-
ras,aud there heard it agreed vpon,that thePrince thould
wooe Hero for himfelte, and having obrain'd her, gue
her to Count Claxdio.

Lobn, Come,coms,let vs thither, this may proue food
to my difpleafure, that young Rart-vp hath all the glorie
of my ouerthrow : if I can croffc him any way, Ibleffe
my felfe euery way, youareboth fure, and will affift
mee? )

Conr. Tothe deathmy Lord. .

Tobn. Letvstothe great {upper, their cheere is the
greater that I am fubdued,would the Cooke were of my
minde:(hall we goe prouc whats tobe done?

Bor. Wee'll waitvpon your Lord(hip.

Exeunt.

. oA &us Secundus.

Enter Leonato, bis brother, bia wife, Hero his ;{au‘btcr, and

Beasrice bes neece, and 4 kanfman.

Leonate. Wasnot Count Jehx here at fupper ?

Brother. 1{awhim not,

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

Hero. Heis of avety melancholy difpofition,

s’

+ {as smesfure) full of Rate & aunchentry,and then comes
: repentance, snd with his bad leps falls into the cinque-

Bearrice. Hee were an excellent man that weremad:
iuft in the mid-way betweene him and Bewedicke,the or2
is too like ari image and faies nothing, and the other tou
like my Ladies eldeft fonne, euermore tatling, ;

Leon. Thenhalfe fignior Penedscks tonguein Cen: ;!
Tehns mouth, and halfe Count Jobns melancholy inS.g. !
nios Benedi cks face, |

Beat, Witha goodlegge,and a gou ! foot ynckle,and |
money enongh in his purie, fuch aman would winiean
woman in the world, if he could gether good will,

Leou. By my troth Neece, thou wilt neuer getthee a
husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tonguc.

Brother. Infaith fhee’stoo curft.

Beat, Teoo curftis more ther: curft,I fhallleflen Gods
fending thatway: foritisfaid, Godfendsacuft Cow
fhore hornes,but to a Cow too curft he fends none.

Leen, So,by being oo curft, God will iend you no
hotoes,

Bear, Tuft, ifhe fendme no husband, for the which
bleffing,I am at him vpon my knees cuery morning and
cuening : Lotd, Icould notendure a husband witha
beard on his face, I had rathier licin the woollen.

. Leosato. Youmay light vpon a husband thatbathno
caxd,

Batrize, WhatfhouldI doe with him ? drefle him in
my apparcll,and make him my waiting genilewomanihe
thac hach abeard,ismorechena youth : and he that hath
nobeard, is leffethenaman : and hee thatis more thena
youth, is not for mec:and he that is leffe then a man,l am
not for bim : therefore Twill euen take fixepencein car-
nelt of the Berrord,and lead- his Apes into hell.

Leon. Wellthen,goeyouinto heil,

Bear, No,buttothe pate, andthere willthe Deuill
meete mee like an old Cuckold with hornes on his head,
and fay,get youto heauen Beatrice, get youro heauen,
heere’s no place for you maids, fo deliues I vp my Apes,
and away to S. Perer ¢ for the heauens, hee (hewes mee
where the Batchellers fit, and thereliuc wee as merryas
the dayislong.

Brother, Wellneece, I truft you will be rul'd by your
father.

Beatriee. Yes failhy, it is my cofens dutie to make curt-
fie,and fay, as it pleafe you : but yet for al] that cofin, Jet
him be a handfone fellow, or elfe make an other curfie,
and fay, father,as it pleale me.

Leonare. Well neece,Ihopeto fee you one day fitted
witha husbsand.

Beatrice, Nottill Gad make men of fome other met-
tall then earth, would it not grieue 3 woman to be ouer.
maflred witha peece of valiant duft ¢ tomake account of
her hifeto a clod of waiward marle? no vnckle, ile none :
Adams fonnes are my brethren,and truly I hold it a finne
to match in my kiored.

Leon. Daughter, remember whatItold you, if the
Prince doe folicit you in thackinde, you know your an-
fwere,

Beatrice. The fault will be inthe muficke cofin,ifyou
be not woed in good time : 1f the Prince bee too impor-
tant, tell him there is meafure in cuery thing, & fo dance
outthe anfwere,for heare me Hero,wooing, wedding, &
repenting, is as s Scorch ijgge, 8 meafpre, and a cinque-
pace: the firlk fite is hot and hafty like a Scotchijgge
(and full as fantaflicall ) the wedding mancrly modeit,

pace faRer snd fafter, till he finkes into his graue,

o )

Leonare,

ve———
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,akwonasa. Cofinyou sppreband pafling fhrewaily.
" Beatrice. 1haue a good eye vnchc,l can feea Chugch
by daglighe. . . - I
Leon. - The reuellers atg entting byothar , make good
gfoome. ., RN Ts) o
Enter Prince,Pedrv,Clandio,and Benedicke and Balthafar,
or dumbe Iobn, Maskers with & drum, Do
. Pedro. Lady,will you walke about-with gour friend?
Hero. So you walkeloftiy,and loake {weetly and fay
nothing,l am yout: for the walke, and efpecially whenl
walke away, : . '
Pe. 0. Withitre in yoot catppany.

(. Here, I'may {3y (o when [ piegfe.

Pedrv. Aud whenplesfeyoutofay fo?

Here. Whenllike your fauour, for God defend the
Lute fhould be like the cafe,

Pedro. My vifor is Pilemanczoofe , withinthe houfe
is Louc, -

Hero, Why thea yoarvilot fnould be thatche.

Pedro, <peskeinwifyoufpeske Lous,

Lene. Well, I would you did hikeme.

Aar, Sowouldnot ] for your owne fake,for I haue
manic il qualities.

Bene. Whichisone ?

Mar, 1fay my prayers alowd,

Ben, 1love youhe beteer,the hearers may ery Amen.

ar. God match me with a good dauncer.

Balr, Amen.

Afir, And God keepe him out of my fight whenthe
daunceis done : aniwer Claike.

Balt. Nomorc words the Clarke 13 anfivered,

Vrfula. 11inov. you well enough,you are Signior An-
thongo.

Anth. Ataword,;Tamnot,

Friula. Thnow you by the wagling of your head,

Anth. Torellyoutrue,I counterfet him,

rfu. You coudnencr doehim fo il well | wnlefle

you wercthe very man: here's lus dry hand vp & down,
youarehe, youarche.

Anth. Acaword 1amnot.

Urfula. Come, come,docyouthinke doenot hnow
you by your excellent wit ? can vertue hide 1t (elfe 2 goc

| to, mumine, youare he, graces willappeare, andcheie’'s

anend,

Beat, Willyounot tell me who told you fo?

Bene. No, you fhali pardonme.,

Bear. Not will you not tell me who you are ¢

Bened, Not now,

Bear. Thar1was difdainfull, and thatI had my good
wit out of the hundred merry tales : well,this was Sigm-
or Benedicke that {aid fo,

Bene, What'she ?

Beas. 1am (ure you know him wellenough.

Bene. Not I, belecue me.

Bear, Didheneuer makeyoulaugh?

Zene. 1prayyouwhatishe?

Bear. Why he is the Princes ieafter,a very dull foole,
onely his gittis, in deuifing impofsibleflanders, none
buc Libertines delight in him, and the commmendation is
notin hts witte, butin his villanie, for heeboth pleafeth
men and angers them , and chen they laugh athim, and
beathim: Iam furcheis inthe Flees , I would hehad
boorded me.

Bene. When [ know the Gentleman, Il tell him what
youfay.

’

Mt/)ing; -

attheucxt turming,

10§
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Beat. Do, do; hee'l but breske 4 companfon cr two!

onme, which peraduenture (not maike, or not laugh d
at) nkes him into melancholly, and then there’s a Pat-

trdge wing faued, for the foole will cate no tupper thar |

night, Wemuft follow the Leaders.

Ben. In euery good thing,

Bea. Nay, ifthey Icade to any ill, Iwill leave chem
Exensne,
Mulicke for the dance.

Iebn. Sure my brother isamorous on exe, and hazh’
withdravine herfather to Lreake with him about §eg the
Ladies follow her,ard but one viior cemaines. -

Beraclo, And thacts (! sudia,Uknow him bjr hisbea-
g A

Lohn. Arenot youfignor Benedicke? .,

Clan. Youhvow mewell, { 2mhee, v ° a

Jean. Signior,youare venie necte my Brogherin hi
loue, licis eramor’'d on Hero, 1 pray jou diffwade him
fromher, fhe:s no equall for hus birth : you may do the
partofanhouet manint. .

Claudia. How know you helouces her

Lohn, T heard him fweare bis afteéhion,

Lor. Soid Jtos, and he twore he would marric her
torihe,

lo'n. Come, letvstothe banquet.  Exmaner (Tan.

Claw, Thus andwere Iinname of Benedicke,
Ratheircthefeall newes with the cates of Claadso:

T cerrame {0, -he Prince woes for himfelfe :

Fuendimp iveonfntinall orlree things,

Satienthe Offtce and affanes of loucs

Thereforeall heaitsinloue vie rheir owne tonguyts,

Letcucriceyenegotaie for e felfe,

And truftno Agenc: for beautieisa witch,

Agantt whofe charmes, iaith meltethisto blood :

Thistsanacadent of hourely proofe,

Which Domftrufted not. Farewell theretore Hero,
Foter Benedicke.

Fen. Count ¢ lindre.

Clag. Yeathe fame.

Lenw, Coma, il you go with me?

Cla. Whither?

Fen. Euen o the next Willow, about yaur own bue
finefle, Count. Waat fafhion vl yon weare the Gars
Land 01> Abort your necke, like an V{urers chaine ? Or
vnder your arme, like a Licutenants fearfe 2 You muft
wearcitone way, torthe Prince hath got your Hero,

Clae: Twifh him oy of her.

Bex. Why thar's {poken like an honeft Drouier, fo
they {el Builockes : but did youth:nke the Prince wold
hauc ferued youthus?

Clan, Ipray youleane me,

Ben. Honow you firike like the blindman, twas the
boy that ftole yourmeate, and youl beat the poft.

Clas. 1fitwill notbe, ileleaue you. Exit.

Ben. Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he creepe nto
fedges : Bu. thatmy Ladic Beatrice thould know me, &
not know me : the Princes foole!Hah? Itmaybe I goe
vnder thattitle, becaufe I am merrie: yea butfo lam
aptto do my fcife wrong: Tamnot foreputed, itis the
bafe (chough bitter) diipofition of Bearrsce, that puct's
the world into her pecfon, and {o giues me our: well,Ile
be reuenged as I may.

Enter the Prince.
Pedro. Now Signior, where'sthe Count, did you
fee him ¢
Ben

ar——
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«Much acdoe aboue Nothing.

‘ " Bene. Tr:tl;;y— Lord,] haue played the part of Lady
i Fame, 1 found him heere asmelancholy asa Lodge ina

W atren, [ cold him,and [ thinke,told him true,that your
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and 1 o&{red
Inm my company to a willow tree, either to make hima
garland,as being forfake,or to bindehimarod, asbe-
g worthy to be whipt.

Pedro, Tobe whipt,what s his faule?

Bene. The flac tranfgreffion of a Schoole.boy, who
bewg ouer-ioyed with tinding a birds meit, hewes it his
companion, and he fleales 5.

Pedre. Wilcthou makearcruft, a tranfgreflion ? the
tranfgreffions in the (tealer.

Ben, Yeuit had not beeneanufletherod had beene
made, and the garland too,for the garland he might haue
worne himf{elfe,and the rod hee might haue beftowed on
you,wha(as 1 take it)haue folne Ins birds neft.

Pedro. 1 willbutteach themto fing, and reftore them
to the owner.

Bene, 1f their finging antiver your faying, by my faith
you {3y honeﬂl{.

Pedro, The Lady Beatrece hath a quarrell to50u, the
Gentleman that dauntt with her | told her fhecis much
wrong'd by you.

Bene, O fhe mi{ufde me paft the indurance ofalilock:
an oake but with one greenc lente o i, would haue an.
fwered het: my very vitor begen ro affiune Life,and feold

withher : fheetold mee, notthinking Thad beenemy
felfe, chat I wasthe Princes Lefter, snd char T was duller
then s great thaw, hudhng et vpon et , with fuch in.
poffible conuerance vponme, char I tood likeaman aca
marke, with 2 whole aimy fhooung at e : fhee fpeal.es
poynvards, and cuery word {tabbes : if her breath were
as terrible as teramnations, there weie no liung neere
her, fhe would infe&t co thenorch ftarre @ Twouldnot
marry her,though he were mdowed withali that Adam
hadiefthim bcfsorc e tranfpreil, fhe weald hauen ade
Heresles haue turnd (pit, yes, and hane clete s club to
make the fite too: come, talhe not ofher, you fhall finde
her the infernall Atein good apparell. T would to God
tome {choller would comure heg,ter certainely while the
18 heere, s man may lwue as qu.ct in tiell a5 10 g fanQuary,
and people finne vpon purpoie, becaufe they would goe
thither, fondecd all ditgict, horror , and perturbation
followes her.

Ewter Claudio and Beatrice Leonate, Hero

Pedre 1.ookehecre (he comes.

Bene. Whll your Grace command mee any feruice to
the worlds end > [ will goc on the thighteftarrand now
to the Antypodes that you can dewifoto fend meon: 1
will fetch youa tooth-picker now from the furtheft inch
of Afia : bring youthe length of Prefer Johns foot. ferch
you a hayre off the greac ( bams beard : doe you any em.
baffagetothe Pigmies, rather then hould three words
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no einployment
forme?

Pedro. None,butto defire your good company,

Bene, O God fir,heeres a difh Y louenet,] cannot in-~
dure this Lady tongue. Exut.

Pedr. Come Lady, come,youhaue loftthe heart of
Signior Bemedscke.

Bearr. Indeed my Lor!, hee lenticmea while, and!
gaue hum vfe forit,a double heart for a fingle one, marsy
ouce before he wonne it of mee,with falfe dice therefore
your Grace may well fay L haucloftac,

— e . .

Podre. You have put hims downe Lady,you haue pur
him downe,

Bear. Solwould nothe thould dome, my Lord,left
1fhould prooue the soather of fooles : 1 haue brought
Count Clandio,whom you fent me to fecke,

Pedro. Why how now Count, wherfore are you {ad?

Clasd, Not{admy Lord.

Pedre. How then? ficke?

Cland. Neither,my Lord.

Beas. The Count is neither {ad, nor ficke, 1.0t merry,
nor well: but civill Count,ciuill as an Orange,and fome-
thing of 3 icalows complexion.

Pedro. 1faith Lady, Ithinke your blazonto be true,,
though Ilc befworne, if hee be {o, his conceir is falfe :
heere Clandio, 1 haue wooed in thy name , and faire Hers
is won, 1 hauebroke with her father, and his good will
obtained, name the day of marriage,, and Ged give
thee oy,

Leena. Count, take of me my daugleer, and with her
my fortunes : bis grace hath made the macch, & al! grace
{ay, Amento it

EBeatr. Speake Count, tis your Qu,

Clasd. Silenceis the perfecteft Herault ofioy, Twere
but litle happy 1f I could fay, how much > Lady, as you

aiemine, Lam yours, I giue away iny felfe for you , and
doat vpon the exchange,

Beat, Speake cofin, or (1fyou cannot) Rop his mouth
with akiffe, and let not ham fpeake nenher,

Pedro. Infaich Lady youhauea merty hear,

Bean Yeamy Lord Ithankeit,poore foole it keepes
onthe w ndy fide of Care,my coofin tells hum in his eare
thache ts in my heare,

Clan. Andfo(he doth coofin

Beat Gonod Lord for alliarce : thus goes euery one
tothe world but Land I am fun-burn’d,1may fit sn s cor
uet and cry, heigh hofora husband.

Pedro. Lady Beatrsce,1will get you one

Bear. Iwouldrathec haue one cryour fathers getting:
hath your Gracene're a bro.ner fike you? your father
gotexcellent husbands, i4'a maid could come by them.

Prince. Wi'llyouha eme: 1ady,

Bear. No,my 1 ord valeffe I might haue anothes for
working-daies, your Grace 18 too coflly to weare eucrie
day : but I befeech your Grace pardon mee, 1 was borne
to fpeake all mirch, and no mateer,

Pronce. Your filence moft vffcnds me, and to be mer-
ty, beft becomes you,fot out of queft.on,you were born
inamerry howre,

Bearr. Nofure my Lotd, aiy Mother cried, but then
there was 2 flarre daunfl,and vnder that was [ berne:co-
(ins God giue you oy,

Leonats, Neece,will youlooke to thofe shings 1 told
youof?

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

Prince. By miy troth a pleafant {pirited Lady,

Leaw. There's little of tﬁe melancholy element in her
my Lord, fheisneuer fad,but when the{lcepes, andnot
cuer (ad then:for T haue heard my daughrer foy,the hath
often dreamt of vnhappinefle, and wake herudlfe with
laughing,

Pedre. Shee cannotindure to heazetell cfa husband.

Leonate. O,by no meanes, the mo. ks all.er wooers
out of {uize.

Promce. Shewere sn excellent w.fc for Bencar b,

Leonats Q Lord, vy Losd,if chey were but 2 ncclle
;i .ca,
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marned, zi\cy would calke themfelues madde.
Prisce. Counte Clamdio, when meanc you to goe to

Chuiwchs

Claw. To morrow iny Lord, Time goes on crutches,
tiil Lous haue all hus rites

Lecnata. Notuil monday, my deare {fonne, whichis
heace auft fewen mght,and a time too buefetoo,to have
al! things anfwer minde.

Prince. Come, you fhake the head at fo long a brea-
thiny, but 1 warrant thee ¢ Zaudre, the time fhallnor goe
dully by vs, L willin the énrerms , vudeitake onc ot Hei-
enles labors, whicliis, to bring Slfgnior Benedicke and the
Lady Beatrice into amountaine o affestion, th'one with
th'other, I would faine haueita match, and I doubrnot
but to fathion it, if you three will but annitter fuch affi-
ftance as I (hatl giue you cire&lion.

Leonara, My Lord,Tamtoryou, thouch it coft mee
ten nights watchings.,

Clawd. AndImy lord.

Pris. And youto gentle Ifevo?

Hero, ! will docany modelt office,my Lord,tohelpe
my cofiato a good husband.

Pris. Aud Bewedickisnor the vahopefu'left busband
that I know : thus farre can [ prasfe hun,heeis of anoble
ftraine, of approved valour,and confum’d honefly I will
teach you how to huatour your cofin, that fhee fhall fall
i loue with Beneds e, and 1, with your two helpes,will
{o pradufe on Benedicke , that in defpight of s quiche
wit,and his queafic ftomacke,hee fhall tall inloue with
Beatrsce : 1f wee candoe this, Cuprd is no lofiger an Ar-
cher, hus glory fhall be ours, for wee arc the onely loue-
gods, gocin with me,and 1 will tell you my dnfe.  Exs,

Luter iohn and Kerachso,
Ioh. Itis fo, the Count Clawdse fhal marrythe daugh-
tex of Leonato,

Bera. YeamyLord,butlcan croffe it.

Iobn. Any barre, any croffe, any impediment, will be
mmedicinable to me, I am ficke in difpleafure to him, and
whatfocuer comes athwart his affe¢tion , ranges cuenly
with mne, how canit thou croffe this marriage ?

Bor. Not honeftly my Lord, but fo couenly, thas no
difhonefty fhall appearc nme.

Tobn. Shew mc{;rccfcly how.

Bor. 1thinke] told your Lordthip s yeere fince,how
much] amin the fauour of Margaret,the waitng geatle-
woman to Here.

Mb». 1remember.

Bor. Icanac any vnieafonable inftant of the night,
appoint her tolook out at her Ladies chamber window.

Tobw. What lifeis inthat,to bethe death of this mar-
riaged

Ber. The poyfon of thatlies inyou to temper ,: goe

ou to the Prince your brother,{parenot to tell him,thac

ce hath wranged his Honor in martying the renowned
(andie, whofe cftimation do you mighrily hold vp,toa
contaminated ftale,{uch 2 one as Hero.

Zobn. What proofe fhall I make of chat ?

Bor. Proofe enough, tomifufe the Prince, to vexe
Claxdue,to vodoe Here,and kill Lesato, looke you fora-

ny other iffue? 4
. lobx. Onclyzo defpight them,I will endesuour any
thing, ‘ ’

Ber. Goethen,finde meameete howre, to draw on
‘Podre and the Count (Tandiealone, tell them that you
knaw that Hers loues me, intend s kinde of zeale both
tothe Prince and Clamdse ( a3 in 2 loue of your breshers

. honor who hathmade this match ) and his friends rcpu-
| tation, whois thus ke to be cofen'd with the temblance

ot amaid,that you haue difcouer'd thus:they vill feaice-
ly belecuc this without tniall. offer them infrances which
fhll beare no lefic hkditheod | than to 1+e mce at her
chaimbar windovw heace me call . argerer, Here s heare
Margaret teememe Clawzio, and bitng them to fee this
theverymghr before the intended wedding, for inthe
{nca{\cuu <, ITw- ity ilionthe martter, that Hero (hall
be abfen and there thati ap 3
Herves o)Hva'sic taas xc-}‘r\pu(;a;cf}i\lglhl)f:::;‘ggf;s:;z‘ iy

i \ i ce,
and:i thepreparatton onerehrowne.

toba, Criow tius to whataduerie iffueit can, I will
putrtinoni e be cunneng i the wotking this , and
sy fericath mtand duaaves.
Ber, Letni cantlarr inthe accufation, and my cun-
ning hali eocthame 1 e,
Jc5 . bl prete: the poe tearne their day of marri-
23c Exit.

Exter Bene licke alone.
_‘""C. B\‘y. .‘
Bsy Mg or.
Bexe. lnmy chamber wadow liesa booke, bring it
hithertome s the i ond,
Boy. lambcercsl.zady oir, Exse,
Bene. 1know that. but ¥ would have thee hence, and
heercagaine. I doemuch wonder, thatonc inan fecing
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his
behauours to loue, w.!l afterhee hath laughe at fuch
fhallow follies1n others , become the arguinenr of hus
owne fcorne, by falling inloue, & fuch a man is Clavdre
Ihaue known when there was no muficke with him bue
the drum and the fitc, andnow had!t ce rather heareth.e
taber and the pipe : I haye hnowne when he woule haue
walke ten mile afoot, to {ce a good armer, and now wil
helieten nighes awake caruin the fafhion ot anewm i b
let: he was wont to {peake plaine,& to the purpofe t 1 ki
sn honeft man & 3 fouldier) and now 15 he tutu’d ortho
graphy, his words sie a very tamafticall banguer, 1t
many ftrange diflics : may 1 be {o conuerted, & fce with
thefe eyes 2 Lcanaottell, Tthinkenot : Iwillnot be
fworne, but louc may transfonine me to an oyfter,but lle
take my oath o ir, t:ll hie haue made an oyftes of me, he |
L fhall never make me fuchia foole: one woman 1s faire, yet
I am well ; another s wife,yee Lam well ; another vertu- |
ous, yet I am well : bur ullall graces be in one woman.
one weman fhall not come in wy grace: rich (hee (hall
be,that’s certatie : wife,or llenones vertuous,or lie ne-
uercheapen her : faire,or Ile neuerlookeon her:milde,
or comenot neereme : Noble, or not for an Angell : of
- good difcourfe :an excellent Mufitian,and hes haiic (hal
gc of what colourit pleaie God, hah ! the Prince and
Monficur Loue, I will hude me in the Arbor,

Enter Prince,Leenato,Clandio, and Iacke Wilfom,
Priv, Come,fhall we heare this muficke?
Claxd. Yea my good Lord : how ftill the euening is,
As hufht on purpofc to grace harmonie.
Prev. Sceyou where Bexedicke hath hid himfelfe?
. Clan. O very well my Lordsthe muficke ended,
Wee'll fit the kid - foxe wich a penny werth.

Prince. Come Balthafar,wee'll heare that fong again.

Balth, O good my Lord,taxe not fo bad a veyce,
To flander muficke any more then once. ’

Prin, Itis the witnefle full of excellency ,

g . To-
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<M uch ados sbost N afhing.

To flander Muficke any mare then once.
T Mcﬁ Icis d:_c wito;(f: fRill of excellegcie,

o put & ftrange face on his owne perfe&ion,
lpraydxeel::.mdlumwocnomm.
Baith. Becaufe youtalkeof wooing,! will fing,
Since 2 wooer doth commence his fisle,
To hes he thinkes not werthy, yethe weoes,
Yet will hefwesre he lones.
Prince, Nay pray thee come,
Orit thou wilt hold longer argument,
Docitin notes.
Balth. Note this befote my notes,
Theres not & note of mine that's worth the noting,
Prisce. Why thefe are very crotchets that he fpeaks,
Note notes forfooth,and nothing.

not firange that (heepes guts thould hale foules out of
meosbosies ? well, ahornefor mymoncy whenall's

done, ‘
The Song.
Sighne weore Ladies, figbwe more,

Men were 1 tuer,

One foota in Sea, and owe on [bove

Tooue ching confant newer, .

Tben figh not fo, but let them oo,

#And be you lishe and bermie,

Cownerting all your founds of wee,

I"M W“Q’ '

S: ditties, fi ’

i b

?ﬁa‘of%mmﬁ,
inece fiammgr a¢ leany,

Prisce. By mytroth 2 good fong.

Balth. Azd':giﬂ ﬁngeg,om'y Lord.

Primce, Ha,n0, no faith, thou fing@® well cnoughfora
mi&.

Bew. Andhe bad beens dog that fhould hsuehowld
thus , they would haue hang®d him, and I pray God his
bad voyce bode o mifchicfe, Thad asliete haue heard
the night-tauen, come whiac plague could hauc come of-
ter it ' ’

Priwee, Yeamarry, dolt thou heare Baltbafar 2 1 pray
theeget vs fome excellentmufick : for to morrow night
wewould haue it acthe Lady Heroes chamber window,

Babh, Thebetl can,my Loed.  Exie Balibafar.

Prives. Dofe, farewell. Comehither Leawaso, what
was it you told me of todey, that your Nicce Beatrice
wasin love with fignior Bewedicke?

Cls, O}, ftalke on, Ralke on the foule fits. Ididne-
uer thinke that Lady would haue louzd any man.

Leen. No nos I neither,but moft wonderful,chat the
fhould fo dote on Signior Benedwky, whom{hee hathin
all outward bebauiours feemed cuer to abhorre.

Bene, 15’ poflible? fits the winde im that corner?

Les. Bymy woch my Lord, 1 cannot sell what to
thinke of it, byt that fhe loues him wich an intaged affe-
Qien,itis palt che infinite of thoughe.

Prince. May be the doth bus connsexfele,

Cland. Faithlikeenough,

Leow, QGod ! conaterdeit? chere was never counter-
feit of palion,came fo neere thelife of pallion s (he dife
copersit. ‘ .

!

Bews. Now diuincaire, now is his foule rauithe, is ic l

‘again® Bewedicke,

1 1, fates fhe,that haue {o oft encountred him with fcome,

Princs, Why what cffeQs of fbewesthe? .

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

. Leww. What effe@smy Lord? fhee will fit you, you
hestd my ez tell you how.

Clas, Shedid indeed.

Pris. How,bhow ] pray tu ? you amaze me,] would
haue thought her fpiric badbeene inuincible sgaintt all
aflaules of sffeQion. .

Les. 1would have fwesne ishad, my Lord, efpecially

Bewe. 1fhould thinke this a gull, but thatthe white-
bearded fellow fpeakes it : knauery cannet fure hide
him(elfe in fuch reuerence,

Clasd He hath tane thinfeQion,held it vp,
hzrme. Hath fhec made her sfe@ion known to Beas-

icke 4

Leonase. No, and fwesres fhe neuer will, that's ber
tosment,

Cland, 'Tis trueindeed, (o your daugher faies : fhall

write to him that I louc him 2

Les. Thisfaics fhee now when fheeis beginaing to
write to him, for fhee’ll be vp twenty times a nighe, and
there will fhe ficin her fmocke, till the haue writ athees
of paper: my daughter tells vsall,

Clav. Now you talke of a (hezt of paper,Iremember
s pretey ieft your daughter told vs of,

Leon. O whenthehad writit, & was reading it ouer,
(be found Benedscke and Beasrice betweene the fheete.

Clas. That,

Lecan, O fhetoretheletterinto athoufand halfpence,
raild ac her felf.chat fhe fhould be fo immodeft to write,
to one that fhee knew would flout her : 1 meafurehim,
faies (he, by my owne (pirit,for I fhould flouc him ifhee
writ to mee,yeathough I loue him, (hould.

Clax. Thendowne vpon her knces fhe falls, weepes,
fobs,beates ber heare, teates hes hayre, praies, cutfes, O
fweet Benedicke, God giue me patience.

Leen Shedothindeed, my daughter faiesfo, mddn”
extafic hath fo much ouerborne her, that my daughteris

fomtime afeard (he will doe a defperate out.rageto her
felfe, itis very true,

Princ, It were good that Bemedicke knew of it By fome
other, if (he will not dilcouer ix.

Clan, To whatend ¢ he would but make s fperc ofit,
and torment the poore Lady worfe, ,

Prin. And he fhould, it were an almes to hang him,
fhee'san excellent fweet Lady, and(out of all fufpitios,)
fheis vertuous.

Clandis. Andfheis exceeding wife,

Fringe, Ineuery thing,bucinlouing Bemedicke,

Le¢on. Omy Lord,wi&dome and bloud combatingis
fo tendera body, we haue ten proofes to one,that bleud
hath the viQery, 1sm forry for het, as I haue juft caufe,
being her Vacle,and her Guardian,

Prince. 1 would fhee had beflowed this dotage en
mee, I would have daft all other refpeéts, and made hee
halfe my felfe : I pray you tell Bewedncke of ity and heate
whathe will (ay,

Un"\::c:e it good thinke you?
thinkes fusely the wil die,for fhe fales fhe

will die, ifheelouchernot, and fhee will die ere fhee
make her lone knowne, and the will dieif hee wooe her,
raxhezchan fhee will bats ene breath of her sccuftomed

Prin, ;Mwﬂlﬂfﬂnwwe mdcxotrhk
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loue, 'us very poflible hee'l fcomne it,for the man('as you
knowall) hatha contempuible fpiric.

Clas. Heis avery proper man.

Prin. Hehath indeed 2 good outward happines.
Claw. 'ForeGod,andin my minde very wife.

Prim. He dothindeed fhew fome fpackes thatare like

wii.
Leon. And I take him to be valiane.

quarrels youmay fecheeis wife, for cither hee auoydes
them with great difcretion , or vndertakes them witha
Chuftian-like feare.

Leen, 1fhee doc feare God,a muft neceffarilie keepe
peace,if hee breake the peace, hee oughttoenterinto 3
quatrell with feart and trembling.

Pres. Andfowill he doe, for the man doth fear God,
howf{oeuer it feemes not inhim,by fome large icafts hee
will make: well, L am {orry for your nicce, fhall we goe
{cc Bemedicke and tellhim of her lone. t

Cland. Neuer tell him, my Lord, lec het weare it ouc
with good counlell.

Leon. Nay that'simpoffible, fhe may weare her heare
out firft,

Pren. Well we will heare further of it by your daugh-
ter, let it coole the while, Tloue Bemedrske well, and 1
could wifh he would modeftly examine imfelfe, to fee
how much he is vnworthy to haue fo good a Lady.

Leon. My Lordywill you walke2dmnner isready.

Clas. 1the do not doat ort her vpon this, T wil neuer
truft my expeitation.

Prim. Letthere be the fame Net fpread for her, and
that muft your daughter and her gentlewoman earry :
the fport will be,when they hold ene an opinion of ano-
thers dotage,and no fuch matter, that's the Scene thac I
would fee,which will be mecrely a dumbe fhew : let vs
fend her to call himnto dinacr, Exennt,
Bene. This can be no tricke,the conference was fadly
 borne, they have the truth of tius from Hero, they {eeme
to pittie the Lady s it feemes her affetions haue the full
bent : loue me? why it muft be requited : Theare how |
am centur'd, they fay I will beare my felfe proudly, if 1
percciuc the loue come from her : they (ay too, that (he
will rather die than giue any figne of affe&ion: 1 did ne-
uer thinke to marty, I muft not fcemcdy'roud, happy are
they that heare their detrations , and can put them to
mending : they fay the Lady is fairg, "tisacruth, Ican
beare them witneffe : and vertwous, tis fo , I cannot re-
prooue it, and wife, but for loving ige, by my trothit s
no addition to her witte, not no great argument of her
folly; for I wil be horribly in loue with hres,1 may chance
haue fome edde quirkes and remnants of witte broken
onmee, becaufe ] hauerail’d fe long egaint marriage :
but doth not che appetite alter / aman loues the meatin
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shafl quips
snd fentences; snd thefe paper bullets of the braine awe
aman from thecareere of his humour ? No, the world
muttbe peopled. WhienI fiid I would dieabatcheler,]
did not think I fhould live till I were maricd,here comet
Bratrsce : byshis dsy, fhee'safaire Lady,) doc fpic fome
markes of lousin ber, . o
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Bwwe, Faige Dearier, Iinakeyou foyyiuwpalnes. -
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Prin. As Hettor, I affure you, and m the managing of |

Beas. 1tooke no more paines for thofe thankes,then
you take paines to thanke me, it 1t had been painefull, 1
would not haue come.

Bete. Youtake pleafure then inthemeflage.

Beat. Yea iuft fo much as you may take vpon a kniues
point,and choake a daw withall : you haue no ftomacke
fignior, fare you well. Exst.

Bene. Ha, againft my will T am fent to bid you come
intodinner : there’s a double meaning in that : Itooke
no more paines for thofe thankes then youtooke paines
to thanke me, that’s as much as to fay,any paines thacl
take for you s as eafie asthan' s : if I donottake pitty
of her [ amavillaine, it 1 docnot loucher Iama Iew, 1
will goe gether piQure. Exs,

i " Sttt

oA tus L ertius.

—— ——— - ~ —_— - ——

Enter Hero and two Gentiemen, Margaret, and Vify iz,

Hero. Good  Margaret runne thee to the parlour,
There thalt thou finde my Colin Reatrsce
Propoling with the Prince and Clardse,
Whilper her care, and rell her and /rfula,
Wailke mthe Orchard,and our whole difcourfe
Is all of her, {ay thac thou over-heardft vs
And bid her fteale into the pleached bower,
Where hony-fuckles ripened by the funne
Forbid the l)unne toenter : Lke fauourites,
Made proud by Prinices,that aduance their pride,,
Agamit that powerthitbied itthere will fhe hide her
To liften our purpoic, thisis thy ofhee, ’
Beare thee well inie, and leauc vs ali ne,
Marg. llemake her come I warrant you prefently,
Hero. Now Frfula, when Bearrice doth come,
Aswedotrace this alley vp and downc,
Our talke mult onely be ot Benedicke ,
When 1doe name him let 1cbe thy pare,
To prarfe him norc then cuer man did merit
My talke to thee mult be how Benedicke
Isfickeinloue with Bearrice ; of this marter ,
Is little Cuprds crafty arrow made,
Thatoncly wounds by heare-fay:now begin,
Enter Beatrsce,
Forlooke where Beatrice ke a Lapwing runs
Clofe by the ground, to heare our conference.
Vrf. Thepleafant’t angling isto fee the fith
Cut with her golden ores the hgluer fireame,
And greedily deuoure the treacherous baite :
So anglec we for Bearrice, who cuen now,
Is couched in the wood-bine couerture,
Feare younot my patt of the Dialogue,
Her.Then go we neare her thacher eare loofe nothing,
Of the falfe {weete baite that welay for e ;
No truely Prfula,the istoo difdainfull,
1 know her fpirits ate as coy and wilde,
As Haggerds of therocke.
Ur But ste you fure,
Thac Bensdackg \0ues Beatrice fo intirely ?
Her. So faies the Prince,and my new trothed Lord,
¥rf. And did they bid you tell her ofit,Madam ¢
Her. They did intreate me to sequaint her of it,

i But ] perfwaded shem, if they lou'd Bewedicke,
‘ K 4 To

i

by

I1. 1. 197—I11. 1. 41

127




110

M ucl; adoe abowt

To wifh him viraftle with affeQion,,
And neuer to let Beatrice know of it,
Vrfuia. Why did you fo,deth not the Genteman
Deferuc as full as fortunate a bed,
As cuer Rewrice (hall conch vpon?
Here. O Godofloue!{ know he doth deferue,
Asmuch as may be yeelded toaman.,
But Nature neuer fram'd 3 womans heart,
Of prowder ftuffe then that of Beatrece :
Difdaine and Scorne nide tparkling in her eyes,
Mi{-prizing what they looke on,and her wit
Values it felte fo highly, that to her
All matter elfe feemes weake:fhe cannotlicue,
Nor take no thape nor proie& of affetion,
Shee 1s {o felfe indeared.
Vefula. Surclunke fo,
And therefore certain-ly st were not good
She knew his loue,let fhe ®iake fportatir.

Here. Why you fpeaketru h,rncucr yet faw man,
How wife, how noble,yorg,howrarely featur'd.
But the would fpell him backward: sf faire fac'd,
She would fweare chie gentdeman fhould be her fifter :
Ifblacke, why Nature drawing ot ar anticke,
Made a foule blot:if tall,alaunce il headed :
Iflow, anagot very vildhe cut:

If{peaking,why avane blowne with all windes:
If filent, why a blocke moued with none.
Soturnes the cuery man the wrong fideour,
Andneuer giues to Truth and Vertue, that
Which fimplene(le and menit purchafech,

Vrfn. Sure, ture(uch carpuig isnotcommendable,

Here. No,not to be fo odde,and from all fafluons,
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable,

But who dare tell her to ?if { fhould {peake,

She would mocke meinto ayre,O (he would laughme
Gut of my {elfe prefle me co death with wit,
Therefore let Benedicke ke couered tire,

Confume away in fighes, wafic inwardly :

1t were abetter death, to die with mockes ,
Whichisas bad as die with tichling.

Urfu. Yerreilher of it ieare what fhee willfay.

Hero. Nojrather 1 will goe te Benedicke ,

Aud counfailc himto fight agawt ns paflion,
And truly lle demife fome boneft (landers ,

To ftaine my cotin with,one dotii not know,
How much anill word inay impoilon Liking.

Urfs. Odoenot doeyour cofin fuch a wrong,
She cannot be fo much without true iudgement,
Hauing fo {wift and excellenta wit
As fhe s prifdc to haue, as o refufe
So rareaGentlemanas (ignior Bewedscke.

Here. Heis the onely manot Italy,
Alwsicsexcepred, my deare Clawdso,

Vrfu. 1pray youbenot angry with me,Madame,
Spesking my fancy: Signiotr Bewedicks,

For thape,for bearing argument and valour,
Goesformoft mreport through Italy.

Hero  Indeed he hath an excellent good name.

Urfw, Hiscxcellence did eamme it ere he had itz
When are you married Madame?

Here, \Vh‘y cuerie day to morrow,come goein,
He (hew thee fome attires, and haue thy counfell,
Which is the beft to furuith me to morrow.

Vifu, Shee's tane I warrant you,

Wehaue caught her Madame?
Here, Ifitprouc fo,then loning goes by haps,

et - g~ b e " = o

N othing. .

Some Cupsd kills with arzowes,iome with traps. Zxur.
Bear. What fire is in mine eares? can this be ue?
Stand I condemn’d for pride and fcerne fo much?

Contempt, farewell,and maiden pride, adew,
No glory lives behinde the backe of fuch.

And Beneducke,loue on, will requite thee,
Taming my wilde heart o thy louing hsud :
1fthou doft lone,my kindeneffe thall incite ther
To binde our loues vp in s holy band.

For others fay thou doft deferve, and J

Beleeue it better thenreportingly.

—————

£ xat:

Euser Prince, ((landio, Benedicke, and Leonate.

Prince. 1doebut ftay till your marniage be confum-
mate, and then go 1toward Arragon,

Clan, 1lebring youthither my Lord, if you'l veuch-
fafe me.

Prm. Nay, that wouldbe as greatafoyle in the new
gloffe of your marrsage,as to fhew a childe his new coat
snd forbid him to weareit, 1 will onely bee bold with
Benedicke for his companue, for from the crowne of hus
hesd, to the {ole of hasfoot e is all mirth,} ¢ hath twice
ot thnice cut Capsds bow- firing aud the ! tilehang.man
dare not fhoot at lum, he hath a heart asfound as a bell
ard his tonguaisthe clapper,for what Lii. heart thinkes
his tongue fpeakes.

Bewe. Gallants,] stn rot 851 haueLin,

Les. Sofay 1, methinkes you are laader.

Cland. 1hopehe bein loue.

Prim. Hang him trusnt,there’s ne true drop of bloud
in bun to be truly touche wich loue,ifhe be fad,be wants
money.

Bems, 1hauethetooth.ach,

Prin. Draw ie,

Bene, Hangit.

Cland, Younuft hang it firlt,and draw it afierwards.

Pre. Whar? figh for the tooth-ach,

Leen, Where is but ahumour ora worme,

Beme. Well,euery onc cannot mafter a griefe,but hee
thathasic.

Clan. Yei{ay 1,hers i loue,

Prm. Thereis nvappearance of tanaie inhim, valefle
itbe a fancy that he hath ro (trange ditguiles,as 1o bee a
Dutchima:: to day,a Frenchman to mortow: valeflghee
hauea fancy tothisfoolery, asic appeares hee hath, hee
isno foole for fancy, as you would haueit to sppeare
he is.

Clan, 1fhe benotinloue vvith fome vvoman, there
isno beleeving old fignes,abrufhes his hat a mornioys,
What thould that bode? :

Pri». Hath any man {eenchim atthe Baibers?

Clan, No,but the Barbers man hath beene fcen with
him, and the olde ornament of his cheeke hath alreadse
fuft tenms balls.

Leon. Indeed helookes yanger than hee dud, by the
loffe of a beard,

Prsm, Nay arubshimfelfe vvith Ciuit,can you fmell
him out by that ?

: Clas. That'sss much as to fay, the fweet youth's in
oue,

Prin, The greateft note ofitis his melancholy

Clan, And vvhen yyss he yvone to vvafh his face?

Prm. Yes,orto paint hunfelfe ? for the which Lheare
vyhst they fay of him.

Clas. Nay,buthis sefting (pirit, vehichis now crept
into s lwseinng,and now gouern d by ftops.

3
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g, Indeed that tels aheauy tale for him: conclude, |

heisinloue .

(Tax. Ny, but1know who loues him.

Powce. Thatwould Tknowtoo, I warrantonethat
kao ~estira o,

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

Prin. Sheefhali be buried withher face vpwards.

Bene. Yetis this no charme for the tooth-ake,old fig-
nior, walke afide with mee,l haue ftudied cight or mne
wife words to {pcaketo you, which thefe hobby-horles
muft not heare,

Prin. Formy life to breake with lum about Beatrice.

Clau. "Tiseuenfo, Hereand Margaret haue by this
played their parts with Bestrace,and then the two Beares
wi'l not bite one anocher when they mecte.

Enter Iohn the Baitad,

Baf. MyLord ard hrother,Goa {aue you.

Prin, Conddenbiother,

Pad, 1yeurleiuie feru'd, Twould fpeake with you

Frimee, Inpivrie?

Bag. Tt1 pleafe vou, yet Count Claudio may heare,
for what ] would fpeake of,conceincs bum

‘Proe Whats the matter?

Ksfta. Mcaaes your Lordfhip to be married tomor-
row ?

Prim, Youknow he does.

Baff, 1know notthat whenhe knowes what T know.

Claw, ftherebeany impediment, 1 prayyou difco-
uerit.

Ba?. You may thinke ] loue younot,lee thatappeare
hereafier, and ayincbetter st me by that I now will ina-
miel, formy brother (1 chunke,he holds you well,and
deaienc(Te of heart ) hachholpetoctfestyour enfiung
martiage . furely {ute !l {pent, and labour il beflowed.

Pris, Why,what's the matter?

"Bala-d. 1came hither to tellyou, and circumftances
fhortned, "ot fhe hath beene too long s talking of ) the
Lady is difloyail,

Clan, Who Hero?

Baft. Eucnfhee, Leowatoes Hero,your Hers, cuery
mans Hero,

Clan. Dyfloyail?

5a?. The word istoo good to paint out her wicked-
neffe, [ could fay (he were worfe, thinke you of 2 worfe
title, and will fe hertoit: wonder ot till further war-
rant: goe bitwith mectonighe, you (hal fee her cham-
berwirdow entred, euen cthenight before her wedding
day,if you loue her, then to morrow wedhee : But st
would better fit your honout to change your minde,

Clasd. May chisbefo?

Prme, Twillnot thinke it,

Bajt. 1fyou dare pot truft that you fee, confeffenot
that you know : if you will follow mee, I will thew you
enough, and when you have {cene more, & heard more,
procecd accordingly,

Clan. If I fee any thingto night, why Ifhould not
marzy het to motrow in the congregation,where i fhold
wedde, there will I hame her.

Prim, Andas1wooedforthectoebtaincher, Iwill
ioyne with thee to difgraceher,

Baff. 1will difparageher no farther, till you are my
witne(fes,beare it coldly bur till night , andlectheiffue
thew it felfe.

Prm. O day votowardly turned !

Claxd, O mifchefe feangel.e thwariing!
Baftard. O plague righe well preuenied ! fowill 5 ou
fay,when you haue feenc the fequeie. L

Enter D‘{(&f'] and b sompartrcr marh the war: .

Dog. Ateyougoodmenand true e

Perg. Yea, or elie it were pitty but they thould {furTer
faluation bodly and foule.

, Dogb. Nay, that were a punithment too good o
them,if they fhould hauz any allegiarce in them, beng
chofen for the Princes warch. )

Ferges. Well, guethem ieir charge, neighbeur
Dogbery.

Deg. Fizft, who thinke you the moit defartleffe man
to be Conltablz>

Wa:ch.x. ITughOte.cth: firy or Ceorge Sea-coale , for
they can wiite and reade,

Degh Comezk.itheraeighbourSer-carle , Goad bk
blefty~uwithageodname:tobeawe!-favouicd i,
s the git of Fortuag, buzto wiite and reade, comes L Y
Natnre.

razch 2. Both which Mafter Conflable

Ioof Youbaue. Toew i wenldbe your anfwer.
wiell ooy nut fano iz fywiy proe God than! 5, & maks
nobosttob s and for your w. tg andresding, ler tha
zppens whenthere . nonzcd b lack vamty, you ae
thcueht Lecre to be the mot {(1.ilefe and fir man tor i+
Conttable sMtr ewareh L thereore beare you the lir-
thome: thisas your darge: You{lai' comprebend 2'l
vagrommen, you «ic 10 bid anympan {tind inthe Pusn-
cesname,

iach . Howifawillnotfand?

Degh, \Why thental.e o note of Lum,butlethim go,
and prefently call the reft ofthe Watch tegether; an
thanke God you arc nddeof a knaue,

Uer ges. Ithe wilnot Azad whanteis bidden, e e
none ot the Princes fube fks,

Dogh. True, aad they aicto medidle withnone but
the Princes {ubicéts : you thall aifo make nonofe 1ithe
ftrectes : for,for the Warchto babbie and ralke, 1s meft
tollerable, and notto teindured,

warch. Wewilirathe. (leepe than talke, weeknaw
whatbelongstoa Warch.

‘Ds;  Why you(peake hkesn ancientand moft qu.c:
watchinan for 1 cannot fee how {leeping fhould cen ! :
only haue a carc that your bills be not ftolne : well, you
arcto call at all the Alchoules, and bid them dhate.c
drunke get them to bed,

atch. How if they willnot?

Degh, Why thenlet them alone til] they are fober.if
they make you not thes theberteranfwere,you may fay,
they are not the men you tooke them for.

watch. Weilfir,

Toogh. 1fyor meet atheefe you may fufpel him, by
vertue of your office, to benotrueman : andfortuch
kinde of men, thelefle you meddie or make withthem,
why the more is foryour honefly.

watch. 1€ wee know him to be athiefe,fhall wee not
lay hands on him.

Dagh. Truly by your office you may,but I think they
that touch pitch will be defil'd : the moft peaceable way
for you, if you doe take atheefe,is, tolec himfhew him-
felfe what he Is, and fteale out of your company.

Ver. You haue bin alwaies cal’'d a merciful m& partner,

Deg. Truely I would not hang 2 dog by my will,much
morc 3 man who kath anie honeftie in him,

Kia Verges.,

gy
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Verges. I you heate a child crie in the nighe you.maft
call to thenurfe, and bid her &l is. :
watch. How if the nurfe b afleepe and will net
heare vs?
Dog. Why then departin peace, and let the childe
wake her with cryipg , tor the ewe that will not heare
her Lambe when ji baes,will peuer anfwere a calfe when
he bleates. :

Verges. "Tis verictrue.
- Deg. Thisistheendof the charge: you conftable
are to prefent the Princes owne perfon, if youmecte the
Prince in thenight, you may ffayehim. <

Perges. Nay burladie thatl thinkea cannot.

Dog. Fiuefhillings to one on't- with anie than that
knowes theStatucs,he may flaie him, marrie not with-
oyt the prince be wnllmg,fyor indeed the w tch oughtto
offend no wian,and it is an otfence to fRay aman againit
his will,

Uerges. Birladie 1 thinkeitbe fo.

Dog. Ha,ahha, well mafters good night,snd there be
anie matter of weight chances, call vpme, keepe your
fellowes counfailes, and your owne, and good nmight,
comne neighbour.

vatch. Well mafters, we heare our charge,letvs go
fit here vpon the Church bench ulltwe, andthenallto
bed.

Dog. One word more, honeft neighbors. I pray you
watch about figniotLesnaroesdoore,for the wedding be-
ing there to morrow, there 15 2 great coyle to nigh,
adiew,be vigitant I befeechyou. Exeunt,

Enter Borachio and ([onrade,

Bor. Whar,ronrade?

Watch. Peace,ftirnot,

Bor. Cowrade] fay. /

Con. Hereman,[am atthy elbow.

Ber. Masand my clbow itchr,l thenghit there would
afcabbe follow.

Con. I willowethee an anfwere for that, and now
forward with thy tale.

Bor. Stand thee clofe then vnder this penthoufe,for it
driflels raine, and I will,like a true drunkard,vtterallto
thee, °

Warch. Some treafon mafiers,yct fland clofe.

Bor. Thercforeknow, i haue carned of Dar lohn a
thoufand Ducates.

Con.1s it poffible that anie viltanie fhould be fo deare?

Bor, Thou fhould’fl ratner aske st 1c were poflible a-
nic villanie fhou!ld be fo rich?for whenrich vill uns haue
neede of pooreones, pooic unes may make what price
they wilk,

Con. 1wonder atit.

Bor. That (hewes thou art vnconfirm’d,thou knoweft
that the fathion of a doublet,or a hatyoracloake, is no-
thing to a man.

(Cone Yes,itisapparell.

Bor. 1 meanethe fathion.

Cox. Yesthe fathionis the fathion.

Bor. Tufh,I may as wcll fay the foole’s the foole but
{ecft thou not whata deformed theefe this fafhion is ?

watch. 1know that deformed,a has bin a vile theefe,
this vii. yeares,a goes vp and downe likea gentle man::
[ remember hisname,

Eor, Did’ftthou not heare fome bodie?

Con, No,twasthe vaine oncthe houfc.

Rer. Seeft thou not(I fay) what a deformed thiefe
this tafhion 1s,how giddily aturnes about all the Hote

—

* vvindow,bids me a thoufand times good nighe: 1 tell

blouds,besweenefouseteene &fiue & thirtie,fometimes
fathioning them like Pharaces fouldiours 1n the sechie
painting, fomesime like god.Bels priefts in the old
Church window,fometime Likethe thauen Hercsles in
the {mircht wormr eaten tapefirie, where his cod-peece.
feemes as maflicas bis club.

Con. Allthis I {ee,and {ee that the fathion weares out
moreapparrell then the man;but art not thou <hy felfe
giddie with the fafhion too that thou haft fhifted out of
thy tale into telling me of the fafhion 2

Bor. Not {oneither,but know that I haue to night
wooed Margares the LadyHerces gentle-woman,by the
nan.c of Hero, fhe leanes me ouc at her mitris chamber-

this tale vildly. Ifhould fir® cell thee how the Prince
('andso and my Mafter planted,and placcd,and poffefled
by my Mafier Don lobs, faw afar off in the Orchard this
ainiable incounter,

Con. And choughtthy Margaret was Hero 2

Bor. Two otthemdid,the ’rince and Clasdio,but the

diuell my Mafter knew fhe was Margarer and partly by
Ius oathes,winch firR poffeft themn, paitly by the darke
mght which did decetue them,buc chietely,by my villa-
nie,which did confirme any flander that Dor Jobn had
made, away vvent Clawndse cniaged, {wore bee vvould
meece her as he was a; ointed uext morng at the Tem-
ple,andthere,before the whole congregac:on fhame her
with vvhathe faw o're mght, and fend her homeagaine
vvithout ahusbaud.

Warch. 1. We charge youinthe Princes name ftand,

wateh.z.Call vp the night matter Conttable,vve have
here recoucred the mof(t dangerouspeece of lechery,that
euer vvas knownein the Commnn-wealth.

Watch.1. And oae Deforiued 1s one of them, T know
him,avveares alocke.

Conr, Mafters,malters.

Watch.2, Y oule be made bring deformed forch I war-
rantyou,

Conr, Mafters,neuer fprake vve charge you, let vs o-
bey you to goe vvithvs.

Bor. Wearchketoproue s guodly conmoditie,be-
ing taken vp ol thele tens buls.

(onr. A commoditic 1a queiiien I warraut you,come
vveele obey yon, Lxewnt,

Enter Hero and Margares jand U'rfula.

Hero. Good Vrfula wake my colia Beatrscey and de-
fire her torife.,

Urfu, § will Lady,

Her. Andbid ner corre hither,

Vil Well

Mar. Troth [ thinke your other rebato were better.

Lero. Nopiay U ccpond A1y Hlevvenctls.

Afarg. By my trota's uot e good,and + vvarrant your
cofin vvill {ay {0,

Bero. My cofin’sa foole, and thou are anothery ile
vvearcnone bui this,

Mar. 1like ticnew tire’ vyithin excellently, if the
haire vvere athought browner : and your gown’s 2 moft
rare fathion yfuith, I faw the Dutcheflc of Aillasmes
gowne that they praife to.

Bero, O thatexceedes they {ay.

Mar, By my troth’s but amight-gowne in rcfpc&.of
yours,cloth a gold and cuts,ard lac’d withfiluer, fet with
peatles,downe {lecves, fide flecues and shirts,round va-
derborn with ablewihiunfel,but tor a ine quent grace-
full and excellent fafhion,youss ., worthten on'e.

|

Lero. God

-
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)1 Hers. God gluc meeioy to wease it, for my heare is
ding heauy, . ‘

exc;{‘rgg‘. ";zvill be heauier foone , by the waight of 2
man.

Hro. Fic vponthee, art not stham’d % .

Marg. Ofwhat Lady? of peaking honourably ? is
not matriage honourable inabeggar ?1s not your Lerd
honourable without matriage ? I thinke you would haue
me fay, fauing your relcrence s husband : and bad thu?-
king doe not wrefttrue {peaking, lle offund nobody, is
there any harme in the heauier for a husband ? nonel
thinke, and it be the right husband, and the right wife,
otherwife tis light and not heauy,aske my Lady Bearrsce
clfe,here fhe comes.

Ewnter Beatrice,

Here. Good motrow Core.

Beat. Good morrow {weee Here.

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

Beat. 1am out of all other tune,me thinkes.

Mar. Clapsinto Lightalouc , (that goes withouta
burden,) do you fing it and Ile dance it.

Beat. YeLighe aloue with your heeles, thenif your
husband haue ftables enough, yau'll looke he thall lacke
no batnes.

Mar. Oillegitimate confirution 'I fcorne that with
my heeles.

Bear. 'Tis almoft five a clocke cofin, ’tis time you
were ready,by my troth Iam exceedingiill,hey ho.

Mar. Forahauke,ahorle,orahusband?

Bear. For the letter thatbegins themall H,

Mar. Well, and youbenot turn'd Turke, these’s no
more {ayling by the tarre.

Beat, What mcanes the foole trow ?

Mar. Nothing I, but God {end euery onc rheic harts
defire. ‘

Hero, Thefcglouesthe Count fentmee , they arcan
excellent perfume, .
Beat. 1am ttuft cofin, Icannot fmell.

A

colde.

Beat. O Godhelpe me,God help me,how long have
| you profeft apprehenfion ?

Mar. Euerfince youlefi:t,doth not my wit become
me rarely ?

Beat. ltisnot{eene enough, you fhould weare it in
your cap, by my troth I am ficke.

Mar. Getyou {fome of this dittill'd carduss beued:étus
and lay it to your heare,itis the onely thing fora qualm.

Hero. There thou prickft her with a thiffell.

Beas, Bemedsétns, why benedsttus ? you haue fome mo-
rall in this bemedstizg.

Mar. Morall ? no by my troth,I haue no morall mea.
ning, Imeant plainc holy thiffell, you may thinke per-
chancethat I chinke you arein loue,nay birlady I amnot
fuchafoole to thinke what Ilift, nor I ift not to thinke
what] can, norindeeq I cannot thinke, if | would thinke
my bart out of thinking,that you are in loue,or that you
willbeinloue,orthatyoucanbeinloue : yet Bemedicke
was fuch another, and now is he become aman he fwore
hee would neués marry, and yet now in defpight of his
heart he eates his meat without grudging, and how you
may be conuerted I know not,but me thinkesyou looke
with your eies as other women doe. ‘

i Beat, What pace is this that thy tongue keepes,

[

Mar. Amadand (toft! chere’s goodly catching of

. Mar. Nota falfe gallop.
Enter Vrfula. ~
- Vifala. Madam,withdraw,the Prince,the Count,fig-.
niot Bewedicke , Don Jobn, and all the galiants of the
towne are cornie to fetch you to Church,

Hero. Htlpe to dreflc mee good coze, good Uifee,
good Frfula,

Enter Leonato, and the Conftable, andthe Headborongh.
b Leonaso. What would you with mee, honeft neigh-
our ?

Conft.Dog. Mary fir I would haue fome confidence
with you, that decernes you nearely, :

Leon. Briefe 1 pray you, foryou fee it is a bufie sime
withme, .

(onff Dog. Mayy this it is fir,

Headb, Yesintruthic is fir.

Leon. Whatisitmy good friends? 4

Con. Do, Goodman écrgcs fir fpeakes a lietle of the
matter, an old man fic, and his v-its arenot fo blunt, as
Ged helpe I would defire they were, butinfafth honeft
as the skin betweene his browes.

Head, Yes1thank God, 1am as honef as any man li-
ving,that is an old man,and no honefter then 1.

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

Leon. Ncighbours, you are tedious. .

Con.Deg. Yepleales your worfhip to fay fo,but weare
the poore Dukes officers,but truely for mine owne part,
ifI were 3. cedious as aKing I could findein my hearsto
beftow irall of your worfhip. .

Leox. Allthytedioufneffe onme,ah? 1

Cenff.Dog Yea, and‘twere a thoufand cimes more
than 'us, for [ hearcas good exclamation on your Wer-
fhip as of any man in the Citie, .and thowgh { bee but a
poore man,lamglad toheareit,

Flead, Andfoam], .

Leor. J wouldfaine know what youhaueto fay.

He -4. Mdrry (ir our waichtonighe, except.ng your
wotfhips prefence, haue tane a covple of as arrant
knauesasany io Mcffina.

Com.Dog A good oldman fir, hee will be ralking as
they fay,whenthe ageisin.the witis our,God helpe vs,
itisaworld to fee : wellfaid yfaith neighbour Perges,
well, God’'sa good man, and twe mentide of 3 horfe,
one muftride beninde, an honefttaule yfaith firy by my
trothhe is, as cuer broke bread, but God isto bee wor-
flupt,allmenare notalihe, alas good neighbour.

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too fhort of'you,

Con.De. Guftsthat God giues,

Leon. I muftleaueyou, :

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

Leon. Take their examination your felfe, and bring 1t
me, I am now in greathafte,as may appeare vnto you.

Conft. Itfhallbe fuffigance. (Exit.

Leom. Drinke fome wine ere you goe : fare you well,

Meffenger. My Lord, they ftay for you to giue your
daughter to her husband.

Leon, 1le wait vponthem,l am ready. S

Dogh. Goe good pattner, goe get you toFrancis Sed.
coale, bid himbring hispen andinkeharne to the Gaole:
we are now to examinc thofe men. -

Verges. And we muft doe it wifely. L

Deogh. Wee will fpare for no wiste] warrant you:
K3 heere,

f
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heere’s that fhall driue fome of them to a non-come; on-
ly get the learned writet to fet downe our excommuni-
cation, and meet me ac the Laile. Exennt.

dts

ed ius Quartus. -

-

—

T e e e e ———,

Edser-Prince, Bastard, Leonato, Frier, Clandio, Bewedicke ,
Hero, and Beatrce.

Leonato, Come Frier Francis, be briefe, oncly to the
plaine forme of marriage,and you fhal 1 ecount their par~
ticular duties afterwards,

Fran. You comc hither,my Lord,to marry this Lady.

Clas. No.

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

Friere Lady,you come hitherto be married to this
Count,

Hero, 1doe,

* Frier, I€either of you know any inward impedim=at
why you thouid notbe cunioyned, i churge you on your
foulestn vitert,

Claxd. Know youanie, kere !

Hero Nonemy Lord,

Frr. Kuow you anie, Count ?

Leon. 1dare make hisaniwer, None.

Clan. O what mendare do ! whatmen may do ! what
men daily do !

Bene. How now ! interieétions ? why then, fome be
oflaaghing, as ha, ha ke,

¢ lau. Stand thee by Frier, father, by your leaue,
Will you with free and vnconfirained foule
Giue mc this maid your daogheer ?

Leon, Astrecly fonneas God did piue her me.

Cla. And whathaue I to grueyou back,whefc worth
May counrespoile tlus tich and precious gifes

Prin. Notmng, valefle you render her againe,

(lan. Sweet Prince,you learn menoble thankfulnes : |
There Lesnato, take h:x backe againe,
Giue not thisrotten Orenge to your friend,
Shee’s but the figne and femblance of hier honour :
Behold hqw like amaid theblufhes heere !
O what authortic andd Thew of truth
Can cunning finne couer it {elfe withall! .
Comes not that bloud, as modefteuidence,,
To witneffe (imple Vertue ? would y ounot fweare
All youthae fee her, that (he were amaide,
By chefe exterior fhewes 2 But fhe isnone :
She hnowes the hieat of a luxurious bed:
Her blufhiis guiltnefle, not modeftic,
Leonato. Wit doe you meane, my I ord?
Clan. Not to be marmned ,
Not to kit my foule to an approued wanton,

Leon. Deeremy Lord,:t you inyour owne proofe,
Haue vanquithie the refiftance of her youth,

And made defeat of her virginite. (her,

Clas. 1lnow what you would {ay. ifI haue knowne
You enll fay, fhe didimbrace me as a hushand,

And fo extenuate the forehand finne : No Lecsaro,
Incuer tempred her with word tou lai e,
Butasabrother to hisfitter, fhewed
Bafhtull incenue and comely loue,

Hero. Andfeem’d I ever otherwife to yon »

(law. Outonthee feeming, I widl write sgainftic,
You feeme to me as Dsare 1n her Orbe,
Aschafte asis the budde ere it be blowne :
But youare more intemperate in your blood ,
Than Venus, or thofe psmpred animalls,
Thacrage infauage fenfualitie,
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeake fo wide?
Leow. Sweete Prince, why fpeakenot you? ‘
Prin, WhatthouldI fpeake?
Itand difhonour’d that haue gone abou,
To linke my deare friend to a common fale.
Leew, A:ethele things fpoken, or doe Ibut dreame?
Baft. Sir,they are fpoken, and thefe things ace true,
Bene. Thislookesnot lihe anuptiall,
Hero, True, O God!
Class. Lernate, ftanal bere
Is thes che Prince ? is this the Princes brother 2
Is this face fleroes  arc ous c1e5 our owne ¢
Leen. All this s fo,but what of this my Losd 3
Claw. l.etmebutmoue one queition o your daugh-
And by that fatherly and Lindly powar, (kes,
Thatyou baue s her, bid ber - odwar trily,
Lee Lchorge thee doe 35 thou art my chil 4z,
Hero, O God defend mehow am ] befet,
What kinde of catechizing call you thys 2
Clax, Tomake you anfwertruly to yoin name,
Here, Isitnot Hero ? who canblot that nae-
Withany iult reproach ?
Claxi. Marry that can Hero,
Heroit {elfe can biot out Hereesvertue,
What men wes be,talke visch you yetternight,
Qut at your window betwixt twelus and one?
Now if you area maid,anfwer to thus,
Hero. Ttalktwith no man at that howre my Lard,
Prisce. Why thenyouaie nomaiden. Leswnso,
Tam forry you mult heare : vponmiae hounor,
My felie, iny biother, and this grieved Count
Did fee hier, heare bier. atthat howre lait mgli,
Talke with a rofhanat her chamber window,
Who bath indeed moft likc aLiberall villame,
Contefl the vile encouniers they haue had
A tboufand uimes m 1ecret,
lobn, Fie,fic, they arc notto be nanmied iy Lord,
Nottobz{pohenof,
Theresnot chathine enoughinlanguage,
Withcut offence to vtter them: thus precty Lady
1am {orry for thy much mitgoucrnment,
Cland, O Hero! what a Herohadil thoa beene
Ifhalfethy outward graces bad beene placed
About thy thoughts and cougtailes of thy heare?
But fare thee well moft toule moit iaire, farewell
Thou pure impiety, and impious puritie,
Forthec Ilelocke vp all the gares of Loue,
Aud on my eie-lids fhall Comecturce hang ,
To turne all beauty into thoughts of harme,
And neuer thall it more be gracious.
Leon, Hathno mans dagger herea point for me?
Beat. Why how now cofin,wherfore fink you down?
Baj?.Come,let vs go.thete things come thus to highs,
Smother her {pirics vp,
Bans. How doth the Lady?
Beat. Dead [ thinke, helpe vndle,
Hero, why Hero, Vincie,Signor Bemedecke, Frier.
Leonate O Fare ! cake not away th:y heauy hand,
L eathis the faireft couer for her fhame

-r

I1atmay be withe for.

Beas, How

re
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Beasr. How now cofin Here?

Fyg. Haue comfort Ladse,

Leon, Doftthou looke vp ?

Frier. Yea,wherefore fhould fhenot?

Leow. Wherfore? Why doth not cuery eatthly thing
Cry fhame vpon her 2 Could {he heere denic
The ftorie that is printed in her blood 2
Do not liue Hero, donot opethine eyes:

For did I thinke thou wouldft not quickly die,
Thought I thy {pirits wete ironger then thy fhames,
My felfe would on the seward of reproaches

Strike atthy life  Grieu’d 1,1 had butone?

Chid 1, for that at frugal Naturesframe ? .

O one toomuch by thee : why had Jone?

Why cuer was'tthou louelieinmy eies?

Why had [not with chartitable hand

Tooke vp abeggars iffucat my gates,

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

I might haue faid, no part of itis mine :

This fhame dertues it feife from vnknowneloines,
But mine,snd mine 1 lou d, and mine Iprais'd,

And mine thai I was proud en mine fo much,

That I my {clfe, was tomy felfe not mine:

Vialewmg ofher, why fhe, O fheis falne

Into apnfof!nkc, thatthe wide {ca

Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againe,

And 1alt too littie, whichmay feafon giue

To ke foule tanted fleth.

Len. Sir, lirybe patieat : for my pare, I am fo attired
i wonder, | know not whatto {ay.

Bea. O onmy foulciny cofis belied.

_Ben, Ladie,were youber bedfellow laft night?

Bea. Notruly :notalthoughvanlllalt nighe,

T haue this tweluemonth bin herbedfellow.

Leon. Confirar’d confirm’d,O thatis fironger made
W iich was before barr'd vp with ribs ofiron.

Would the Princes lie, and ¢landio lie,
Who lou'd ber fo, that fpeaking ot her foulnefle,
Wafh'd it with teares ? Hence from her, let her die.

Fri. Heare me aluttle, for T haue onely bene ilent o
long,and giuen way voto this courfc of tortunc, byuo-
ting of the Ladie, | haue marke. . .

A thoufand blufhing appanitions,

To ftartinto her face, athoufand ihnocent fhames,
Tn Angel whitene(fe beare away thofe blufhes,
And inher ¢ie there hath appear’d afire

To burne the errors that thefe Princes hold
Againfther maiden truth. Call meafoole,
Troft not iy reading, nor my obferuations,
Which with expesimental feale doth warrang
The tenure of my booke: truft notmy age,

My reuerence, calling, nor duinitie,

Ifthis fweet Ladic lyenot guiltlefle heere,
Vnder fome biting etror,

Leo. Friaritcannotbe:

Thou feeft that all the Grace that fhe hath lef,
Is, that fhe wil not adde to her damnation,

A fiancofpersury, fhe not denies it :

Why {eck’ft thou then to couer with excufe,
That which appeares in proper nakednefic ?

Fri, Ladic, what manis he you are accus’d of ?

Hero, They know'that do accufeme, I know none :
If I know more of any man aliue
Then that which maiden modeftie doth warrant,
Letall my finnes lacke mercy. Omy Facher,

Proue you that any man with me conuesft,

L

1S
At houres ynweete, or that I yefternight

| Maintain’d the change of words with any creature,
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. -

Fri, There is fome firange mifprifion in cthe Princes.

Ben. Twoofthem haue the verie bent of honor,
And if their wifedomes be mufled in this :

The pra&tife of itliues in Jobn che baftard,
Whofe fpirits toile in frame of villanies,

Leos. 1knownot:ifthey fpeake buctruth ofher,
Thefe hands fhall resre he: : [fthey wrong her honour,
The prondeft of thew fhall wel beare ofic,

Time hath notyet {o dried this bloud of mine,
Norage (o eate vp my inuention,

. Nor Fortunemade fuch hauocke of my meanes,
Nor my bad life reft me fo much offriends,

But they fhall finde, awak'd 1n fuch a kinde,
Both firength of limbe,and policie of minde,
Ability in meanes, and choife of friends,

To quitme of them throughly.

Frs, Paufcawhile: - .
And let my counfeil fway you in this cafe,

Your daughter heere che Princeffe (léfe for dead)
Lecher awhile be fecrecly keptin,

And publithit, thac (he is dead indeed
Maistaine a motrning oftentation,:

And on your Families old monument,

Hang mournfull Epitaphes, and do sll rites,
Thacappertame vae aburiall,

Leon, What fhallbecome of this2 What wil thigde?

Fri. Muiry this wel carried, (hallon her behalte,
Change flander to.cmorfe, that 1s tome goed,
Batnotfor that dreame I on this firange ccurfe,
But on this trauailc looke for greater bir-,

She dying, as it muft be fomamntain'd, .
Vpon theinftane that fhe was accus’d,

Shal be lamented, pitried, and excus'd

Of euery hearer : forit fo fals ous,

That what we haue, vwe prizenot to the worth,
Whles weenioy ity bucbeing lack'd avd lofi,

W hy then weracke the value, then we fince

The vertue that poffefsion would not fhew vs
Winles it was ours, fowillitfare with Cluwdso »

1 Whenhe fhal heaie the dyed vpon his words,

Th'Idea of her hife (hal{weetly creepe
Into his ftudy of imagination.:

And cuery louely Organ of her life,
Shall come apparcl’d tnmose precious habites  °
More mouing delicatg, and ful of ife,

Into the eye and profpet of his foule

Then when fhe liw'd indeed : then fhal he movtne,
1f euer Loue had intereft in his Liver,

And wifh he had not fo accufed her ¢

No, though he thought his accufation true:
Letthis be fo, and doube not but {ucceffe

Wil fafhion the euencin beteer th-pe,

Then1 canlay it downe in likehhood.

But if all ayme but this be feuetld falfe,

The fappoficion ef the Ladies death,

Will quench the wonder of her infamie.

And it it fort not well,ynu may concesleher,
Asbeft befits her wounded reputation,

Infome reclufive and religious life,

A

| Out of all eyes, tongnes,mindes and iniuries,

Bewe. Signior Leowate,let che Frier sduife you,
And though you know my inwsrdnefle and loue
Is very much voto the Prince and (Tandiv,

Y

Yet
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Yet, by mine honor, I will deale in this,
Asfecretly and wifilie, as your foule
Sheuld with your bodic.
Leen, Being thac1flow in greefe,
The {malleft ewine may lead me.
Frier. "Tis well con{ented,prefently away,
For to (trange (ores, frangely they firaine the cure,
Come Lady,dic toline,this wedding day
Perhaps isburprolong’d,haue patience & endure. Exit.
Bene. Lady Beatrice,haue you wept ali this while?
Bear. Yeaand I will weepea whiielonger.
Beme. 1 willnot defire that,
Beat. You haue no reafon, I docit freely.
Bene, Surclie I do beleeue your fair cofinis wrong'd,
. Beat. Ah,howmuch mightthe man deferue of mee
that would right her!

Bene. Isthereany way to fhew fuch friendfhipe

Beas. A verie euen way, butno fuch friend.

Bewe. May aman doeic?

Beat. 1tisamans office,but notyours,

Beme. 1doclouenothinginthe world fo wellas you,
isnotthat flrange 2 -

Bedr, Asftrange as the thing I knownot , it were as

offible for me te fay,l loued nothing fo well as yop,but

leeue me not, and yet I lienot,I confeflc nothing, not
1deny nothing, I am forry for my coufin,

Bene. Bymy (word Beatrice thoulou'ft me.

Beas. Doenotfwearebyitand cacie.

Bewe. 1 will fweare by it that you loue mee,and I will
make him est it that fayes I louenot you.

Boaz, Will you not cat your word ¢

Bene. Withno fawcc that canbe deuifed toiit, I pros
teft I lcue thee.

Best. Whythen God forgiue me,,

Bewe. What offence fweet Beatrice ¢

Beat, You hauc ftayed meinahappy howre,l wasa-
bout to preteft FHouedyou.

Bene. And doeit with all thy heart.

Beat. 1loue you with {o much of my heart,thatnone
is left vo proteft. '

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

Beat. Xill Clandio.

Bewne. Ha,not forthe wide world.
Beat. Youkill me to denie,farewell,
Bene. Tatrie {weet Beatrsce.
Beat. 1am gone, though I am heere, there is noloue
inyou, nay I pray you let me goe.

Bene, Beatrite, .

Beat. Infaith1 will goe, ¢

Bene. Wee'llbefriends firft.

Beat. Youdare eafier be friends with mee, thanfighe
with mine enemny.

Bene. 1s Claxdio thine enemie?

Beat. 1sanotapproued inthe height a villaine, that
hath flandered,{corned, difhonoured my kinfwoman > O
that I were aman ! what, beare herin hand wntill they
come totake hands , and then with publikeaccufation
vncoucred {lander,ynmittigated rancour? OGodthat ]
wereammn! [ would eat hisheart inthe market-place.-

Bena. Heare me Beatrice,

Beat. Talke with aman outat awindow, a proper
faying.

Bene. Nay but Bearrice,

Bear, Sweet Hero, fheiswrong'd, fheeis flandesed,
the is vndone.

Bene, Beat?

4

l

Bear. Princes and Counties ! furelie a Princely tefti-
monie, a goodly Count, Comfe®, a fweet Gallantfure-
lie, O that I'were aman for his fake ! orthat1had any
friend would be a man for my fake/But manhood is mel-
ted into curfies, valour into complement, and men are |
onelie turned into ton&ue,and trith ones t00 : he is now
as valiant as Hercmles,that only tells & lic,and fweares it:
I cannot be aman with withing,therfore I will die a wo-
man with grieuing, :

Bene; Tarry good Beasrice,by thishand 1 loue thee,

Beas, Vicitformyloue fome other way then fwea.
ring by ic,

Bened, Thinke you in your foule the Count Clandie
hath wrong’d Here ?

Bear. Yea, as{ureas] haue g thoughe,or a foule,

Bene. Enough,lamengagde,I will challenge him, 1
will kiffe your hand,and fo leaue you : by this hand Cles-
dso (hall render me a decre account : as you heare of me,
fo thinke of me : goe comfort your coofin,] muft (ay fhe
is dead, and fo farewell.

Enter the Conflables, Borachio, andthe Towne Clerke

m gownes,

Keeper, 1s our whole diffembly appeard 2

Cowley, O a floole and a cufhion for the Sexton.

Sexton, Which be the malefa&tors ¢

«Andrew. Marry that am 1, and my parener,

Cowley. Nay that’s cerraine, weehaue the exhibition
to examiae.

Sexton, But which are the offenders that are to be ex.
amined, et them come before mafter Conflable,

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

Bor. Berachie,

Kem. Pray write downe Berachio. Yours firra.

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

Kee. Write downe Mafter gentleman Comraden: mai-
fters, doe you ferue God : maitlers, itis proued alreadie
that you are Jittle better than falfc knaues and it will goe
neercto bethought fo fhortly,how anfwer youfor your
felues?

Con, Marry fir, we fay weare none.

K-mp. A matuellous witty fellow I affute you , butl
will noe about with him : come you hather firra. aword
in youc et fiv, Iay toyou, itis thought you are falfe
knaue ..

Ber. SicIfav toyou,wearenone.

Kemp. Well flan afide, fore God they are both in
atale: haue you v downe that they arenone ?

Sext, Mafter Conflable, you gec noxthe way to ex.
amine, younwft call forth the watch chat are theirac-
cufers.

Kemp. Yeamarry,that's the efte® way,lec the watch
come forth : mafters, I charge you in the Princes name,
accufe thefe men,

watch 1. This man faid fir, that Den Jobm the Princes
brother was a villaine,

Kemp, Write down,Prince /obn a villaine: why this
is flat periurie,to call a Princes brother villsine,

Bora, Mafter Conftable.

Kemp. Pray theefellow peace, I donotlike thy leoke
1 promife thee,

Sexton, Whathesrd you him fay elfe ?

Wasch 3. Mary thatbe had recetued a thoufand Dee
kates of Dow Jobm, for accufing the Lady Here wrong.

fully. Kem. j
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Kemp. Flat Burglasicas cuer was committed,
60;7. Yea by th’maffe chatitis.

Sexton, What elfe fellow 2

wwatch 1. And that Count Clasdio did meane vpon his
words, to difgrace Hero before the whele affembly, and
not marey ber, . .

Kemp. O villaine!thou wilt be condemn’d inte eacr-

laRing redemption for this. :

Sexton. Whatelfe?

Wasch, This isall.

Sexton. And thisis more mafters thenyou can deny,
Prince Jehnis thismorning fecretly (tolne awsy : Hero
was in this manuer accus'd , in this very manner refus'd,
and vpon the gricfe of this fodainclidied : Mafter Con-
ftable, let thefe men be bound, and brought so Leonate
I will goe before,and thew him their examisation.

Conft. Come,let them beopinion’d.

Sex. Let chembe in the hands of (oxcombe,

Kem. Gods my life,wherc’s the Sextonzlet him write
downe the Princes Officer Coxcomsbe : come,binde them
thou naughey varlet.

Cou'cy. Away, you are an affe, you arean affe.

Kemp. Doft thounot {ufpedt my place? dott thou not
fufpedt my yceres ? O thachee were heere to write mee
downcan alle ! hut mafters,remember that Laman afle :
though it benot written down, yet forgetnoty i am an
affe:No thou villaine,¥ art full ot picty as thall beprovw'd
vpon thee by good witneffe, Iam awifefcliow, and
which is more,an officer,and which is more a houthoul-
der,and which is more,as pretty apecce of fcthasany in
Meffina, snd one that knowes the Law,gc.e to, & arich
fellow enough,goe to, and a fellow thathath had loffes,
.and orethat hath two gownes, and euery thing hand-

fome about him: bring%nm away:O thatI hed been wric
downe anaffe ! Exit.

—

e ttus Quintus.

. Enter Leonate and bis brother.
Brether. 1fyou goc onthus,you will kill your felfe,
And ’tis not wiledome thus to fecond griefe,
Againftyourfelfe.
Leon, 1pray thee ceafe thy counfaile,

Which falls into mine cares as proficlefie,
Aswater in afiue: giuc not me counfaile,
Nor let no comfort delight mine care,
But {uch a one whofe wrongs doth fute with mine.
Bring me 3 facher that fo lou'd his chitde,
Whofe ioy of her is ouer-whelmed like mine,
And bid him fpeake of patience,
Meafurchis woe the length and bredth pf mine,
Andletitanfwere cuery fraine for ﬂrai:fe s
Asthus for thus, and fuch a gricfe for fuch,
In cuery lineament,branch.fhape and forme :
1f{uch a doewill imileand Rroke his beard,
And forraw,wagge, ctie hem,when he fhould grene,
L Patch gricfewith prouerbs, make misfortune drunke,
 Withcandle-wafters : bring him yettome, '
And ] of him will gsthoe patienge:
Buc there is no fuch mangfer brother, men
Can counfaile,and fpeake comforttothae griefe,
Which they themfelues riot feels, bus saflting i, -
Thelz counfaile turnes to pafion,which aﬁ«.

oy

-

Would giue preceptiall medicine to ragpe,
Fetter firong madnefle ina filken thred .
Charme ache with ayre, and agony with words
No,no, 'tis all mens office, to fpeake panience ’
Tothefe that wring vnder the load of forrow :
But no mans vertue nor {ufliciencic
Tobefo morall, when he fhall endure
The like himfelfe : therefore giue me no counfaile,
My griefs cry lowder then aduertifement.

Broth. Therein do men from children notbinidiﬂ‘cr.

Leonato. 1praytheepeace,I willbeflefh andbloud
For there was neuer yet Philofopher, ’

That could endure the tooth-ake patiently,
How euer they haue writ the flile of gods,
And made apufh at chance and fufferance,

Brother. Yetbend notall che harme vpon your felfe
Make thofe that doe offeind you, fuffer too. ’
Leon. There thou fpeak’ft reafon,nay I will doe fo
My foule doth tell e, Herois belied , ’

And that fhall (Zawdse know,{o fhall the Prince,
And all of them that thus difhonour her,

Enter Privce and Cland,o.

Brot. Here comesthe Prince and Clandso haftily.
Prmn. Good den,goodden. )

Clas. Good day to both of you.
Leen. Heare youmy Lords?
Prin. Wehaue fome hafte Leonato.
Leo, Somehattemy Lord!wel,far¢pouwel my Lord,
Are youfo haftynow ? well,all is one.
L Priv, Nay,donot quarrell withvs,good old man.
Bret. Ifhecould rite himieife with quarrelling,
Some of vs would lic low,
Clasd. Who wrongs hirh 2
Leon. Marry § doft wrong me,theu diffembler,thou:
Nay, never lay thy hand vpen thy fword,
1 fearethee not. .
Clund. Marry befhrew my hand,
Ific fhould giue your age fuch caute of feare,
Intaith my hand meant nothing to my fword.

Leonato. Tufb,tuth,man, peuer flecre and ieft at me,
Ifpeskenotlikea dotard, nor afoole,
As vnder priuiledge of age o bragge ,
What | haue done being yong,o1 what weuld doe,
Were I not old, knew Clawdso to thy head,
Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent childe and me,
That  amn forc’d tolay my teucrence by,
And with grey haices and bruife of many daies,
Doe challenge thee totriall of aman,
.1 fay thou haft belied minennocencchilde. -
Thy {lancer hath gone through and through her heart,
And fhelies buried with her ancetors:
Oinatombe where neuer {candall flepe,
Saue this of hers, fram’d by thy villanie,
Claxd., My villany ?
Leonato. Thine Claudis, thine fay.
Prin, Youfaynotright old man,
Leow, My Lord, my Lord,
1le proue it on his body if he dare ,
Defpight his nice fence, and his atiue pradlife,
His Maie of youth, and bloome of luftihood.
Claud, Away,1will nothaueto do withydu. -
_ Leo. CanRchou fo daffe me?thou haft k‘f{d wy shild,
If thou kilft me,bay,thon thalc kill s maa.
Bro. Hefhall kill two of vs, and men indeed,
But that's no mattér, let him kill one fist :

.
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Winme and weare me,lethim an{were me,

Come follow me bey,come fir boy,come follow me
Sir boy ,ile whip you from yeur foyning fence,
Nay,as [ ain s gentleman, [ will.

Leen. Brother,

Bret.Content your felf,God knows I lov'd my neece,
And fheis dead,flander’d to death by villaines,

That dare as well anfwer a man indeede,
As 1 d aretakeaferpent by the tongue,
Boyesnpes,braggarts,lackes,milke-{ops.

Leon. Brother Anthony,

Brer. Hold you content,what man2I know them,yca
And what they weigh,cuen to the vemoft feruple,
Scambling,out-facing,fathion-monging boyes,

That lye,and cog,and flout,depraue,and flander,
Goeantiquely,andfhow outward hidioufneffe,
And fpeake of halfe 2 dozen dangrous words,
How they might hurt their enemies,if they durft,
And chisisall.

Leon, Butbrother Awthonse,

Ant. Come,’tisno mateer,

Do not you meddie,let me deale inthis,

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

But on my honour fhe was charg’d with nothing
But what was true,and very full of proofe.
Leon. M- Lord,my Lord.
Prin. I will notheare you.
Enter Benedscke.
Leo. No comebrother,away,I willbe heard.
Exesnt ambo,

Bro. And fhall,or fome of vs will fmart for 1t.«

Prin, See,feehere comesthe man we wentto fecke.

Claw, Now fignior,what newes ?

Bew, Good daymy Lord.

Prin. Welcome fignior, youare almoft come to part
almoft afray.

Clan. Wee had likt to haue had our two noles fnapt
off with two old inen without teeth.

Prin. Leonate and his brother,what think'ft thou?had
wee fought, I doubt wefhould haue beene too yong for
them. ‘

Bew. Inafalfe quarrellthere isno true valour,I came
to fecke you both. , :

(Tass. W ¢ haue beene vp and downeto feeke thee, for
ware high ptoofe melancholly,and would faine haueiic
beaten away,wilt thou vfe chy wit?

Ben. Itisin myfcabberd,(hall I drawic?

Prin. Docftthou weare thy wit by thy fide ?

Clan, Neucer any did fo,though verie many haue been
befide their wit,I will bid thee drawe,as we do the min-
firels,draw to pleafure vs. '

Pris. Aslamanhoneft manhelookes pale, art thou
ficke,or angrie?

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

Ben. Sir, I {hall meete your wit in the careere ,1and
you charge itagainft me, I pray you chule another fub.
ic&k.

Clas, Nay then give him another ftaffe, this laft was
broke crofle.

Prem.By this light,be changes wore and more, X thinke
hebe angrie indeede.

Clan. 1fhebe,he knowes how to turne his girdle.

Ben, ShallI fpeake a word in your care 2

Clan, Godblefle mefrém a challenge,

1

¥

Ben. Youareavillaine,l ief not,I willinake it pood
how you dare, with what you dare,and when you dare :
dome right,or I will proteft your cowardife: you haue
kill'd a fweete Ladie,and her death fhall fall hesuie on
you,let meheare from you.

Claw. Well,I will meete you, fo 1 mayhaue good
cheare,

Prin, What,a feaft,a feaft ?

(lan. 1 faith Ithanke him,he hath bid me vo 2 calues
head and a Capon, the which if I dee not carue moft cu-
rioufly, fay my knife’s naughit, thall 1 not findea wood- |
cocketoo? .

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

Prin. lletell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy wit thé o-
ther day: I {aid thou had® & fine wit:true faies fhe,a fine
little one :nofaid 1,2 great wit: right faies (hee, a great
groffe one : nay faid I, agood wit: iuftfaid (he,it hures
no body : nay faid ], the gentlemenis wife : certain faid
the, a wife gentleman : nay faid I, he hath the tongues ;
thatI belecuefaid thee, fzr hee fworea thingtome on
munday night,which he forfwere on tuefday morning :
there’s a double tengue , there’s two tongues : thus did
fhee an howre together tranf-fhape thy particular ver-
tues,yet at laft fhe concluded with a figh, thou waftthe
propreft man in lralie.

(Taud. Forthe whichfhe wept heartily, and faid thee
cat’d not.

Prin. Yeathatfhe did,but yet forall that,and if thee
did not hate him deadlie, fhee would louce him dearely,
the old mans daughter told vsall,

Claw, Allslland mereouer, God faw him vvhen he
was hid inthe garden.

Prin, But when fhall we fet the fauage Bulls horneés
onthefenfible Benedscks head? ﬂ

Clan. Yea andtext vndet-neath, heere dwells Bene-
decke the married man,

Ben. Fareyouwell, Boy, you know my minde,I will
leauc you now to your goffep-like humor, you breake
iclts asbraggards do their blades, which God be thank.
ed hurt not: my Lord,for your manie courcfies I chank
you, I muft difcontinue your companie, your brother
the Baftard i, fled from (Jieffina : yol haud amoeng you,
kiil'd a fweet and innocens Ladie : formy Lord Lacke-
beard there,be and I fhall meete, and ull thenpeace be
withhim,

Prin. Heis inearneft.

Clas. In moft profoundeameft, and Ile warrant you,
for the louc of Beatrice.

Pren. And hath challeng’d thee.

Clax. Moft fincerely.

Prm.What a prettie thing man is,when he goes in his
doublet and hofe,and leaues off his wir.

Enter Conftable,Conrade and Berachio,

Clan. Heis thena Gianttoan Ape,bucthenis an Ape
aDo&or to fuch aman,

Prin. But foft you,let me be,plucke vp my heare,and
befad,did he notfay my brother was fled?

Conft. Comeyou fir,if iuftice cannot tame you,fhee
fhall nere weigh more reafons in her ballance, nay,and
youbea curfing hypocrite once,you muft be lookt to.

Prin. How now,two of my brothers men bound? Be-
rachse one,

Clas, Harken after their offencemy Lotd,

Prin, Officers,what offence hauc thefe men done ¢

Con. Marrie
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Conft. Martic fir, they haue committed falfe repore,
moreoucr they haue fpoken vawuths, fecondatily they
are {landers, fixt andlatly, they haue belyed a Ladie,
thirdly,they haue verified vinult things,and to conclude
they are lying knaues

Prim. Ficlt1aske thee what they haue done, thurdiie
I aske thed vyhat's the.r offence, fixt and lafllic why they
are comm:tted, and to condlude, what youlay to their
charge.

Claw. Rightlic reatoned,and in bis owne diuifion,and
by my troth there s one meanig vvell futed.

Prim. Who hauc you oftended mafters, that youare
thus bound to your anfs ei’this lcarned Conftable is too
cunning to be vaderitood,vvhat's your oftence ?

Bor. Swecte Piince,let me go no farther to mine an-
{were . do youheareme, znd let thisCount killmee: I
haue deceined cucn your verieeies @ vyvhat your wife-
domes cculd not difcnuer, theic thallow fooles haue
brought to iz, exhaind c g ouerheard me con-
feMing to ¢ ivinar o 1Jen fobn your brother incenfed
meto flayertic Lyt MHero, how you were brought
o the Ol d, ond 1w me coose Margarer in Heroes
gaiments, how you difgrac’d her vwhen you {hould
marnie her . my vilanie they haue vpon record,vvhich
[ had ratier feale vvith my death, thenrepeate ouer to
wy (hame : the Ladic 15 dead vpon mine and my mafters
falfe accufation : and briefelie, 1defire nothing but the
te'vard ot avallaine,

Prre. Runs nat thisfpeech like yron through your
bloud?

Clau. 1hauedranke poifon whiles hevteer'dic.

Prin. But did my Brother fet thee on to this?

Bor. Yea nud pard merichly for the practife ofie.

Pron. He s compos’d and tram'd of treacharie,

And {led hie s vpon this villanie.

Clan. Sweet Hero,now thy imege doth appeare
In the1are femblance that 1 lou’d it ficft.

Cenft. Come bring away the plamtiffes, by this time
our Sexton hath reformed Sigmor Leonato of the maceer :
andmafers,do not forget to {pecifie when ume & place
fhall ferue,that [ am an Affe.

Con.2. Here,here comes matter Signior Leonato, and
the Sexton too.

\

Entsy Leonato,

Leow, Which is the willaine ? let me fcehis eies,
That when 1 note anocher man like him,
I may auaide him : vvhich of thefeis he?

Bor.If you vvould know your wronger,looke on me.

Leow, Art thou thoutheflaue that with thy breath
haftkild mine innocent childe ?

Bor. Yea,euenlalone, .

Leo. No,not {o villsine,thou belich thy felfe,
Here tand a paire of honourable men,
A third is fled that had e hand inic.
I thanke you Princes for my daugbrers death,
Record ic with yourhigh and worthic decdes,
"Twas brauely done,if you bethinke you of ie.

Cias 1 know not how to pray your patience,
Yet I muft fpeake,choofe your reucnge yaur {elfe,
Impofe uic to what penance yout inuention
Cau lay vpon oy finne,yes fina"d Inot,
Butinnuftaking,

Prs. By my fouleaer I,
Andyetto fatisfic thu goodold man,

M uch ::@ about Ngt{)_ing_.

1 vvould bend vuder snic beavie yvaght,
Thatheele enioyne mete

Leen, 1 canniot bid you bid my daughter liue,
Thac vvereimpoffible,buc I prase you both,
Poffefle the people in Afefinahere,

How innecent the dicd,and 1¢ your loue
Canlabout aughtin fad inuentien,
Hane heran epitaph vpon her toomb,
And tingitto her bones,fingittonighe::
To mMOrrow moring coni you to wmy houfe,
And {itice you could notbemy 1o e s law,
Be yet my Nephiew ruy brother Liath a dangheer,
Almoflt the copic of my clulde that's dead,
And thealone s teire to botli ot vs,
Giee herthenghe youfhould Faue grun fice cofin,
And fo dies my reuenpe

Clas, O poble fir!
Your ouerkindueffe doth wring teaces froin me,
I doeabrace your offer,and ditpote
For benceforch wfpoorc (Tandso.

Leon, Tomeirow then L wili expedt your comming,
Towmgie Ltake my leane this naughtie man
Shalltace totace be biooghtto M garer,

Who Ibelecue was pschtn ali tins wrong,
Hired to st by yaui brother,

Bor, No by iny fouic fhe wainor,

Norknew not what fhe did whe « the fpoke to me,
Butalwaies bath buviu‘tand veriuous,
Inaniething rhat Ldo know by her.

Conft, Mozeouer fir, which indeede 13 not vader white
and black,tius plannfie nere, the « ffendour did call mee
afle, T befeech you let 1t be remembred in hispunifh-
ment,and alfo the vvatch heard themtalke of one Def ire
med, they fay he weares akeyin bis ereand alock haug.
ing by it,and berrowes monie in Gods name the which
ha hathvs'd folong snd neuer paied,thatno vanen gr w
hard-harted and will iend nothing tor Gods tahe : praie
you examine him vpon that pomnt,

Leon. 1thankethee for thy care and honett paines.

(onffe Your vvorfhip fpca{cs like 3 moft thanketuil
and teuerend youth,and | prafe God for you.

Leon, There'sfor thy paines.

Corft. God {aue the foundanion.

Leon. Gee, 1difcharge theeof thy prifoner, and 1
thanhe chee,

Conft. 1leaue anarrant knaue vvith your vvorfup,
which ITbefeech your worfhup 1o corre&t your felfe, for
the example of others: God keepe your vvorthip, 1
wifh your worfhip vvell, God reftore you to heawh,
I bumblie giuc you leaue to depare, and if & mer-
r:i¢ meeting may be wifht, God prohibite it : come
neiphbour.

tswon. Vaull to motrow morning, Lords,farewell.

Exewnt,

Brot, Farewell my Lords,vvelooke for you somor-
Tow,

Pris. Wewilinot faile.

Clas, Tonightilemourne with Here;

Leon. Bring you thefe felloweson, weeltalke vvith
Margares,how herscquaintance grew wvith this lewd
fcllow, Excams,

Enter Benedsckg and Margarn.
Bew. Prare thee fwecte Miftns Margares, deferue
vvell atmy hands, by heiping mee to the fpeech of Bes-

trice.
Mar. Wﬂl

-
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my beautyc ?

Bews. Infohighaflile Margaret, that noman living
fh?{l.comc ouer it, for in moft comely truth thou defes-
ueft it,

Mar. Tohaue noman come ouer me,why,fhall Ial-
waices keepe below Rtaires ?

Bene. Thy wit :s as quicke as the grey. hounds mouth,
it catches.

Mar.And yours as blunt as the Fencers foiles,which
hit,but hure not.

Bene. A myott manly wit Margaret, it willnot hure a
woman : and fo [ pray thee call Bearrice, 1 giuc thee the

bucklers.

Maer, Giue vsthe {words, wee haue bucklers of our
owne. *

Bene. 1fyou vie them Margarer, youmnft putinthe
pikes witha vice, and ihey are dangerous weapons for
Maides,

Mar. Well, 1 will call Beatrsce to you, who I thinke
hathlegges. Exu Margarute.

Ben. And therefore will come.The God of loue thae
fits aboue,and knowes inc, and knowes me, how pitti-
full 1 deferue. Imeanenfinging, bucin loving, Lean-
der the good fwimmer, Trotlous the firft imploier of
pandars, and a whole booke full or thefe quondam car-
per-mongers, whofe name yet ruanc fmoothly in the e
uen rode of ablanke verfe, w hy they were neuer fo true-
ly turned ouer and ouer as my poore felfe inloue : mar-
rie I cannot thew it rime, I Liave tried,I can finde outno
rime to Ladie but babie, aninnocent rime : for fcorne,
horne, a hard time : for fchoole foole, a babling time:
verie ominous endings, no, I was not borne vnder ari-
ming Plannet, for I cannot wooe infeftiuall tearmes :

‘ Enter Beatrice. ’
{weete Beatrice would't thou come when I cal'd
thee?

Beat, YeaSignior,and depart whenyoubid me.

Bens. O ftaybuttill then,

Bear, Then,is{poken : fare you well now,and yeg ere
{1 goe,let me goe with that I came,which is,with know-

ing what hath paft betweene you and Clundso,

Bene, Onely foule words, and thereupon I will kiffe
thee. :

Beat, Foule wordsis but foule wind, and foule wind
is but foule breath,and foule breach is nosfome, there-
fore I will departvankift.

Bewe. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right

'] fence,fo forcibleis thywit, buc I muftcell cheeplainely,
Clandio vndergoes my challenge,and either I muft fhort-
ly heare from hm, or I will fubfcribe him a coward,and
I pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts‘gdﬂ
thou firftfall inloue with me ?

Bear. Forthemall together, which maintain'd fo
politique 2 flate of euill, that they will not admit any
good part to intermingle with them : but for which of
my good parts did you firft foffer lcue for me ?

Bene. Sufferloue! a good epithite,l do fufferfoue in-
deedc,for I loue thee againft my will. .

. . Boat, Infpight of your heart [ think alas poore heare,
¥ you fpight it for my fake,I will fpight it for yours,for
1 will neuer loue that which my friend hates.

] Blie, . C
| Bes. 1eappearesnotinthis confeflion,there’stiot one
wifemanamong twentie that will praife himfclfe.

¥

Mar. Will you then write me a Sonnet in praife of | .

Bened. Thou and I are too wife te wooe peacea-

Beme, Anpld, anoldinflance Beasrice, that lin'd in
the time of good neighbours, faman doe not ere@in
this age his ownetombe ere he dies, hee fhall lineno
longer in monuments,then the Bels ring,& the Widdow
weepes,

Beat, Andhow long is that thinke sou?

Bew, Queftion,why an hower in cl.mour and a quar.
ter inthewme,therfore is it moft expedient for the wife,
if Don worme (his confcience) finde no unpediment td
the contrarie, to be the crumpet of bis owne vertues, as
I am to my felfe fo much for praifing my felfe,who I my
felfe will beare witnefle is praife worthie, and now teil
me,how doth your eofin ?

Bear. Verieill,
Bewe. Andhow doe you ?
Beas, Verieill too.

Enter Ur[xla,

Bene.Serue God,loue meyand imend, there will I leaue
you tro,for here comes onen hafte,

F7f. Madam, you muft come to your Vncle, yon-
ders old coile at home, it is prooued my Ladic He-
ro hath bin falfelie acculde, the Prince and (landso
mightilie abufde,and Don Jobn is the author of all,who
1 f?cd and gonc : will you come prefenthie?

Beat. Will you go heare this newes Signior?

Bene. I will hueanthy heart,die in thy lap,and be bu-
ried in thy cies : and morcouer, I will goe with thee wo
thy Vncles. Exerns,

Enter Clandio,Prince and shrecor fonre with Taplrs.

Clan, Isthisthe monument of Leenato ?
Led, Jtismy Loid. . Epssaph.
Dovie to death by landerons tongnes,
Was the Herolshat bere lses .
Death sn guérdon of ber wrongs,
Giwes ber fume whick wewer dres :
Sothe life that dyed with [base,
Lines in deash with glorioms fame.
Hang thew there vpon the tombe,
Frasfing ber when 1 am dombe. .
(as. Now rautick found & fing ycur folemn hymne

Song.
Pardon goddefje of the wight, o
Thefe tfnt flewshy virgmbknight, v
For the which with fongs of woe,
Rownd abont her tombe they gos : ‘
Mudmsghs affif} onr mene belpe ug to figh andgrone.
Heausly, beauily. ’
Grases yawne and yeelde yowr de
7ill d:a]rb be vitered, . Jou oy -
Heanenly beauenly, "
(chis right.
Ls. Now vnte thy bones Rood night,yeerely willJ do
Prin. Good mortow mafters, put your Torches out,
The wolues haue preied,and looke,the gentle day
Before the wheeles of Phaebus,round about
Dapples the drowfic Eaft with fpots of grey:
Thanks to yousll,end leaue vs,fare you well..
(lax Good morrow mafters,each his feversll way.
Prin. Come lecvs hence,and put on othier weedes, -
And then to Lesnaroes we will woe. o
Clas. And Hymennew withluckier iffue fpcegrs;‘
en

e

e
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Then thisfor whom werendred vp thiswoe.  Exemnt,
Enter LeonatoBeme, Marg ¥ rfala,sld man.Frier, Hevo,

Frier. DidInotzell you the was innecem ? i

Leo, So arethe Prosce and Clasdio who gcclis’d her,
Vpon the errour that you heaed debated :

But Margarst wasin {ome fault for this, -

Altheugh againft her will as it appeares,

In the true courfe of all the queftion.

Old. Well,1 am glad that stthi ﬂ'{ou fo welt..

Bene. And foam 1,being eledby enforc'

To call young Cluwdio to areckoning for it.

Leo. Well daughrer,and you gentlewomen all,
Withdraw into s chamber by your felues,

And when I fend for you,come hither mask’d :

The Prasee and Claxdie promis’d by this howre

To vifit me,you know your office Brother,

Youmuft be facher to yous brothers daughter ,

And giue her to young (laudo, Exennt Ladics,
Old. Which 1 will doe with confirm’d countenance.
Bome. Frier,] muit intreat your paines,X thinke,
Frier, To doe what Signior ?

Bene. To binde me,or vndoe me, one of them:
Sigaior Leonato, truth 1t is good Signior,

Your neece regards me with an eye of fauour,

Le>. Thateyemy daughter.lent her, 'tis moft true.

Bene. And 1 doe with an eye of loue requite her.

Leo. Thefight whereofI thinke you had from me,
From Clandie,and the Provce but what's yous will?

Bened, Youraofwer fiv is Enigmaticall,

But formy will, my will is, your good will .

May {tand with ours, this day tobe conioyn'd,

In the (ate of honourable marriage,

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

I eom. My heacrtis with your liking.

Frier. And my helpe.

Exnter Prmce and Clandse. wath attendents.

Prim. Good morrow to this faire affembly.

Leo. Good motrow Prince,gaod morrow Clandio :
Weheere attend you,are you yet determin'd ,

To day to marry with my brothers daogheer?

Claud. lle hold my minde werefhe an Ethiope,

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

Prin. Good morrow Bewvedske, why what's the matter?
Thatyou haue fucha Februarie face,

So full of freft,of ftorme,and clowdinede.

(land. 1 thinke he thinkes vpanthe (avage bull :
Tufh, fesre not man, wee'll cip thy homes with gold,
And all Europa (hall reioyce ax thee -

Asonce Enrepa did ac lulty Jowr, ’

‘When he would play che noble best in loue.

Ben, Bull fowe fis, had sn amiablelow, -

And fome fuch firange bull leapt your fathers Cow,

A gota Calfe in that fame neble feat,

Muchliketo you,for you haue inft his bleat,

Enter brocher,Hovs, Boatrice Margernt, Vrfula.

Cla. ForthisI owe you:here comes other recknings.
Whichis the Lady I muft feize vpon? Lo

Leo. Thisfarae is the,sad 1 doe imeyou her. -

Cla. Why then (he's ine,(weet lev e few pous face,

Leow. No thacyou fhal not, till you take ber hand,
Before this Frier,sud fwesse va mecry her. x

(le. Giue me ynae hand befoce this holy Frier,
Tam yout husbaod if you like of me,

Hers, And when Liiw'd | wae yone ocher wife,
And when you lou'd, you weseamy sther busbend.

Cler. Auother Heo? . .

ennstoesfinantysnn cnn

. thee forpittic.

- if my Coufindo

———

Here. Nothing certainer,
One Hero died, but ] docliue,
And furely as Iliue, Tam 2 maid,
Prin. The former Hero, Berothatis dead.
Lewu, shee died my Lord,but whiles her flander Jiw'd.
Freer. All this amazement can I qualifie,
When after that the holy rites are ended,
letell youlargely of faire #erees death -
Meanetime let wonder {ceme fanuliar ,
And tothe chappell et vs prefently,
Ban, Softand faire Frier,which is Bestrace ?
Beas. ] anlwer tothatname, what s your will?
Bene, Doenotyouloue e ? . s
Bear. Whyno,no mote then reafon,
Beme, Why then your Vacle,and the Prince, 8& Clan-
die, haue becne deceined, they fwore youdid,
Beat. Doenot youloue mee ?
Kene. Troth no, nomore then reafen.
Leat. Why thenmy Colin Margarer and Ur/fula
Arcmuch deceswd for they did fweare youdid.
Rene. They fwore vou were almoft ficke for me.
Beat, They fwore you were wel-nye dead for mé,
Beme, "T1sno matter,then you doe not loue me?
Bear. Notruly butintriend'y recompence. -
Leon. Come Cofin,l an. {..c youloue the gemiemd,
(lan. Andllebefworne vpon'y, shathe loues her, .
For heresa paper written in hus hand, '
Ahalung fonaet of his ewne pure bramne,
Fafhioned to Bearrice, ‘
Hera. And heeres anothier,
Writinmy cofins hand, Rolnc fram her pocker,
Conraining her affeQtion vnto Bewedscke,
Bene. A muacle, here's our owne hands againft onr
hearts : come I will haue shee, but by this light I take

Beat. 1 would not denie you, bng by this good day I
yeeld vpon great perfwafion, & portly tofaue your life,
tor Iwastold, you werena canfumpcion,

Leon. Pesce i will fiop your mouth,

Prom. How doft thou benedicdN che marred man?

ere. 1letellthee what Prince : 3 Colledge of witte-
ckers cannot flout mee out of my Lun-our, doft thou
think | care fora Satyre ¢. an Epigram ? no, 1ta man will
bebeaten with braines,a fhail weare noth:ng handi~me
about him : in briefe,fince § do purpofe te marty, I will
thinke nothing to any purpole that the world can fay a.
gainttic, and cherefore ncuer flout aemie, for I hane fard
againft e : for manisa giddy thing, and thisis my con-
clufion: for thy part Clawdie, 1 did thinke to hane beaten
thee,butin that thou art like to be my kinfman, liue vn.
bruis'd, snd loue my coufin,

Cla. 1had well hop'd Lwouldﬁ have denied Beatrice,y
Tright haue cudgeld thee out of thy fingle life,to make
thee a double dealer, which out of queRi8 thou wilt be,
looke exceeding narrowly to thee,

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

Lesw. Wee'll haue dancing afterward.,

Bewe, Firft,of my vyord,therfore play mufick.Priace,
thou att fad,gec thee s vvife, get thees vvife, therd is o
@aff more reucrend then one tips with horn, Eter, Mo/,

Maffen. My Lotd,your brother febw 15 tane in flight,
Andbrought with srmed men backe to Cieffina,

Bewe, Thinke not onhim till tomortow, ile denife
thee braue punifhraents fot bim: firike vp Pipers.Danee,
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