FRIAR ‘ LEONATO
Hearmealittle; Iknow not. If they speak but truth of her,
For I have only beensilent so long, These hands shall tear her. If they wrong her honor,
And given way unto this course of fortune, The proudest of them shall w.e_ll hear of it. .
By noting of the lady. I have marked Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine,
A thousand blushing apparitions Nor age so eat up my invention,
Tostartinto her face, a thousand innocent shames Nor fortune made such havoc of my means,
Inangel whiteness beat away those blushes, . Nor my bad life reft me so mu chof frl_en d’s,
And in her eye there hathappeared a fire But they shall find awaked in such a kind
To burn the errors that these princes hold Both strength of limb and policy of mind,
Against her maiden truth. Callmea fogl ; Ability in means, and choice of friends,
Trust not my reading nor my observations, To quit me of them throughly.
Which with experimental seal doth warrant :
The tenure of my book ; trust not my age, ( T 18611 Y)
My reverence, calling, nor divinity,
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some biting error.
(ICi:153-168)
FRIAR BENEDICK I do love nothing in the world so well as you.
: . Is not that strange ?
\’Iyl?’eircllil: ()S}lﬁilrlllffzrszlﬁl(il;(:;fon his words, BEATRICE As strange as the thing I know not. It were as
i o TP possible for me to say I loved nothing so well as you.
Into his study of imagination, - . : /
And every lovely organ of her life But believe me not ; and yet I lie not. I confess nothing,

nor I deny nothing. I am sorry for my cousin.
. . : BENEDICK By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
More moving, delicate, and full of life, ymy ’ ’

Into the eye and prospect of his'soul BEATRICE Do not swear arfd cat it. .
Than when she lived indeed. Then shall he mourn BENEDICK I W{H swear by it that you love me, and I will
(Ifever love had interest in his liver) make him cat it that says I love not you.
And wish he had not so accuséd her — BEATRICE Wl-l | you not eat your word ? . .

: . BENEDICK With no sauce that can be devised to it. I
No, though he thought his accusation true.

. protest I love thee.
%‘Zi]t?ls}?e S ot,hand dogb tlr;ot buthsuccess BEATRICE Why then, God forgive me!
ashion the eventin etter shape BENEDICK What offense, sweet Beatrice ?
Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

Butifall aim but this be levelled false, BEATRICE You have stayed me in a happy hour. I was

.. » ; about to protest I loved you.
&hﬁ S“pp";‘t‘l‘]’“ Ofﬂ:ie ladfyhs df’a;h BENEDICK And do it with all thy heart.
1 quench the wonder of her infamy. BEATRICE Ilove you with so much of my heart that none
And ifit sort not well, you may conceal her,

As best befits h ded . is left to protest.
5 DESt bellts her wounded reputation, BENEDICK Come, bid me do anything for thee.
Insome reclusive and religious life,

Outofall t inds. and injuri BEATRICE Kill Claudio.
20 8 cyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. BENEDICK Ha! not for the wide world!

Shall come apparelled in more precious habit,

. BEATRICE You kill me to deny it. Farewell.
(T iz 2a1-24 ‘> BENEDICK Tarry, sweet Beatrice.
BEATRICE [am gone, though I am here. There is no love
in you. Nay, I pray you let me go.

(¥i:2¢4-210)




