cLAUDIO O, what men dare do! what men may do ! what

men daily do, not knowing what they do !
BENEDICK How now ? interjections ? Why then, some be

of laughing, as, ah, ha, he!

CLAUDIO

LEONATO
Asfreely, son, as God did give her me.

CLAUDIO
And what have I to give you back whose worth
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ?
PEDRO

Nothing, unless you render her again.
CLAUDIO :

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

Give not this rotten orange to your friend.
She’s but the sign and semblance of her honor.
Behold how like a maid she blushes here !

PEDRO

Stand thee by, friar. Father, by your leave, HERO
Will you with free and unconstrained soul And seemed I ever otherwise to you ?
Give me this maid your daughter ? CLAUDIO

Out on thee seeming ! I will write against it.
You seem to me as Dian in her orb,
Aschaste as is the bud ere it be blown ;
But you are more intemperate in your blood
Than Venus, or those pamp’red animals
That rage in savage sensuality.

HERO

Is my lord well that he doth speak so wide ?

LEONATO

Sweet Prince, why speak not you ?
What should I speak ?

I'stand dishonored that have gone about
Tolink my dear friend to a common stale.

O, what authority and show of truth
Can cunning sin cover itself withal !
Comes not that blood as modest evidence
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear,
All you that see her, that she were a maid,
By these exterior shows ? But she is none :
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LEONATO
O Fate, take not away thy heavy hand !
Death is the fairest cover for her shame

LEONATO
Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof,
Have vanquished the resistance of her youth
And made defeat of her virginity —
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JOHN
Fie, fie | they are not to be named, my lord -
Not to be spoke of ;
There is not chastity enough in language
Without offense to utter them. Thus, pretty lady,
Iam sorry for thy much misgovernment.
CLAUDIO
O Hero! whata Hero hadst thou been
If half thy outward graces had been placed
About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart ! ‘
But fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! Farewell,
Thou pure impiety and impious purity !
For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love,
And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang,
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,
And never shall it more be gracious.

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; That may be wished for.
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.
LEONATO ICi:13-15)
What do you mean, my lord ?
CLAUDIO Not to be married, EONAT
i an approved wanton.
Notto knit my soul toan app Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly thing

Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny
The story that is printed in her blood ?

Do notlive, 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, Thad 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 smirched 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, sheis fall’n

Intoa 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 !
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