
Benedick 
I do much wonder that one man, seeing how much​
another man is a fool when he dedicates his​
behaviors to love, will, after he hath laughed at​
such shallow follies in others, become the argument​
of his own scorn by failing in love: and such a man​
is Claudio. I have known when there was no music​
with him but the drum and the fife; and now had he​
rather hear the tabour and the pipe: I have known​
when he would have walked ten mile a-foot to see a​
good armour; and now will he lie ten nights awake,​
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont to​
speak plain and to the purpose, like an honest man​
and a soldier; and now is he turned orthography; his​
words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many​
strange dishes. May I be so converted and see with​
these eyes? I cannot tell; I think not: I will not​
be sworn, but love may transform me to an oyster; but​
I'll take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster​
of me, he shall never make me such a fool. One woman​
is fair, yet I am well; another is wise, yet I am​
well; another virtuous, yet I am well; but till all​
graces be in one woman, one woman shall not come in​
my grace. Rich she shall be, that's certain; wise,​
or I'll none; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her;​
fair, or I'll never look on her; mild, or come not​
near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good​
discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair shall​
be of what colour it please God. Ha! the prince and​
Monsieur Love! I will hide me in the arbour 



LEONATO  
Wherefore! Why, doth not every earthly thing​
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny​
The story that is printed in her blood?​
Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes:​
For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,​
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames,​
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches,​
Strike at thy life. Grieved I, I had but one?​
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame?​
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one?​
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes?​
Why had I not with charitable hand​
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates,​
Who smirch'd thus and mired with infamy,​
I might have said 'No part of it is mine;​
This shame derives itself from unknown loins'?​
But mine and mine I loved and mine I praised​
And mine that I was proud on, mine so much​
That I myself was to myself not mine,​
Valuing of her,--why, she, O, she is fallen​
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea​
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again​
And salt too little which may season give​
To her foul-tainted flesh! 



 DON PEDRO  
I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit the​
other day. I said, thou hadst a fine wit: 'True,'​
said she, 'a fine little one.' 'No,' said I, 'a​
great wit:' 'Right,' says she, 'a great gross one.'​
'Nay,' said I, 'a good wit:' 'Just,' said she, 'it​
hurts nobody.' 'Nay,' said I, 'the gentleman​
is wise:' 'Certain,' said she, 'a wise gentleman.'​
'Nay,' said I, 'he hath the tongues:' 'That I​
believe,' said she, 'for he swore a thing to me on​
Monday night, which he forswore on Tuesday morning;​
there's a double tongue; there's two tongues.' Thus​
did she, an hour together, transshape thy particular​
virtues: yet at last she concluded with a sigh, thou​
wast the properest man in Italy. 
 


