MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 433

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Ur/. You could never do him fo ill, well, unlefs you were
the very man: here’s his dry hand up and down ; you are he,
you are he.

Ant. At a word, I am not.

Ur/. Come, come ; do you think I do not know you by your
excellent wit? can virtue hide itfelf? go to, mum, you are he;
graces will appear, and there’s an end.

Beaz. Will you not tell me who told you fo?

Bene. No, you fhall pardon me.

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ?

Bene. Not now.

Beat, That I was difdainful, and that I had my good wit out
of The hundred merry tales; well, this was fignior Benedick that
{aid fo.

Bene. What’s he ?

Beat. 1 am {ure, you know him well enough.

Bene. Not 1, believe me.

Bear. Did he never make you laugh?

Bene. 1 pray you, what is he?

Bear. Why, he is the prince’s jefter ; a very.dull fool; only
his gift is in devifing impoffible {landers: none but libertines
delight in him ; and the commendation is net in his wit, but in
his villany; for he both pleafeth men and angers them, and
then they laugh at him, and beat him; I am fure, he is in the

fleet; I would, he had boarded me.

Bene. When I'know the gentleman, Fll tell him what you fay.

Beat. Do, do; he’ll but break a comparifon or two on me,
which, peradventure, not mark’d, or not laugh’d at, ftrikes him
into melancholy; and then there’s a partridge wing fav’d, for the
fool will eat no fupper that night. We muit follow the leaders.

Bene. In every good thing.

Beat. Nay, it they lead to any ill, I will leave them at the

next turning. [ Exeunt.
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