Benedick
I do much wonder that one man will, after he hath laughed at such shallow follies in others,
become the argument of his own scorn by falling in love: and such a man is Claudio. 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. 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.

Beatrice
God sends me no husband, for the which blessing I am at Him upon my knees every morning
and evening. Lord, I could not endure a husband with a beard on his face. I had rather lie in the
woolen! He that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he that hath no beard is less than a man;
and he that is more than a youth is not for me, and he that is less than a man, I am not for him.
Therefore I will even take sixpence in earnest of the bear-ward, and lead his apes into hell and
there will the devil meet me like an old cuckold with horns on his head, and say “Get you to
heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven; here’s no place for you maids.” So deliver I up my apes and
away to Saint Peter; for the heavens, he shows me where the bachelors sit, and there live we as
merry as the day is long.

Claudio
There, Leonato, take her back again:
Give not this rotten orange to your friend;
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour.
Behold how like a maid she blushes here!
O, what authority and show of truth
Can cunning sin cover itself withal!
Would you not swear,
All you that see her, that she were a maid,
By these exterior shows? But she is none:
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed;
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.
I know what you would say: if I have known her,
You will say she did embrace me as a husband,
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin:
No, Leonato,
I never tempted her with word too large;
But, as a brother to his sister, show'd
Bashful sincerity and comely love.
Hero, you seem to me as Dian in her orb,
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown;
But you are more intemperate in your blood
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals
That rage in savage sensuality.

Leonato
... 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.
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, smirchèd 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...
Valuing of her—why she, O she, is fall’n
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!

Hero
Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come,
My talk to thee must be how Benedick
Is sick in love with Beatrice.
sees BEATRICE coming
Now begin;
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs
Close by the ground, to hear our conference.
Letting Beatrice overhear the rest:
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful;
I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick,
To wish him wrestle with affection,
And never to let Beatrice know of it.
Nature never framed a woman's heart
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice;
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,
Misprising what they look on, and her wit
Values itself so highly that to her
All matter else seems weak: she cannot love,
Nor take no shape nor project of affection,
She is so self-endeared.
I never yet saw man,
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured,
But she would spell him backward.
So turns she every man the wrong side out.
But who dare tell her so? If I should speak,
She would mock me into air; O, she would laugh me
Out of myself, press me to death with wit.
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire,
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly:
It were a better death than die with mocks.

