MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.
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Another apariment in Leonato’s bozz_/é.

Enter Don John, and Borachio.

Fobn. W T is {o, the count €landio thall marry the daughter of
Leonato.

Bora. Yea, my lord; but I can crofs it.

Fobn. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment, will be medicinable
to me: I am fick in difpleafure to him ; and whatfoever comes
athwart his affe&ion, ranges evenly with mine. How canft thou
crofs this marriage ?

Bora. Not honeftly, my lord, but fo covertly that no difho-
nefty fhall appear in me. |

Fobn. Show me briefly how.

Bora. 1 think, I told your lordfhip, a year {ince, how much I
am in the favour of Margarer, the waiting-gentlewoman to Hezro.

Fobn. 1 remember.

Bora. I can, at any unfeafonable inftant of the night, appoint
her to look out at her lady’s chamber-window.

obn. What life is in that, to be the death of this marriage ?

Bora. The poifon of that lies in you to temper : go you to
the prince your brother; fpare not to tell him, that he hath
wrong’d his honour in marrying the renown’d Claudio (whofe
eftimation do you mightily held up) to a contaminated ftale,
{uch a one as Hero.

Fobn. What proof fhall I make of that?

Bora. Proof enough, to mifufe the prince; to vex Claudio, to
undo Hero, and kill Leonato; look you for any other iffue ?

Fobn. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any thing.

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour, to draw on Pedro, and
the count Claudio, alone; tell them that you know Hero loves
me ; intend a kind of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as, in

a love of your brother’s honour who hath made this match, and
. his




