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for {he’ll be up twenty times a-night ; and there will fhe fit in
her {mock, ’till {he have writ a {heet of paper: my daughter tells
us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a fheet of paper, I remember a pretty
jeft your daughter told us of.

Leon. O, when the had writ it, and was reading it over, fhe
found Benedick and Beatrice between the fheet ?

Claud. 'That.

Leon. O, fhe tore the letter into a thoufand halfpence ; rail’d.
at herfelf, that the thould be fo immodeft, to write to ong that
{he knew would flout her: I meafure him, fays fhe, by my own
{pirit; for I fhould flout him if he writ to me; yea, though I
love him, I {hould.

Claud. Then down upon her knees fhe falls, weeps, {obs, beats
her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes; o fweet Bemedick ! god
give me patience !

Leon. She doth, indeed, my daughter fays {fo; and the ecftaly
hath fo much overborn her, that my daughter is fometime afraid
{he will do a defperate outrage to herfelf ; it is very true.

Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by {fome other,
if the will not difcover it. .
 Claud. To what end? he would but make a {port of it, and
torment the poor lady worfe.

Pedro. If he thould, it were an alms to hang him: fhe’s an
excellent fweet lady, and, out of all fufpicion, the is virtuous.

Claud. And fhe is exceeding wile.
~ Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick.

Leon. O my lord, wifdom and blood combating in fo tender
a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood hath the victory :
I am forry for her, as I have juft caufe, being her uncle and her
guardian.

Pedro. 1 would, fhe had beftow’d this dotage on me; I would
have dofft all other refpe@s, and made her half myfelt: I pray
you, tell Bezedick of it, and hear what he will fay.

Leon. Were it good, think you?

Claud. Hero thinks furely, the will die, for fhe fays the will
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