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Enter Don John.

Fobn. My lord and brother, god fave you.

Pedro. Good den, brother.

Fobn. If your leifure {erv'd, I would {peak with you.

Pedro. In private?

Fobn. If it pleafe you : yet count Clandio may hear; for what
I would {peak of concerns him.

Pedro. What’s the matter ?

Fobhn. Means your lordfhip to be marry’d to-morrow ?

[Zo Claudio.

Pedro. You know he does.

Fobn. 1 know not that, when he knows what I know.

Claud. 1f there be any impediment, I pray you, difcover it.

Fobn. You may think, Ilove you not; let that appear hereafter,
and aim better at me by that I now will manifeft; for my brother,
I think, he holds you well ; and in dearnefs of heart hath holp to
effe& your enfuing marriage : {urely, fuit ill {fpent, and labour ill
beftow’d.

Pedro. Why, what’s the matter ?

obn. 1 came hither to tell you; and, circumitances thorten’d,
(for fhe hath been too long a talking of) the lady is difloyal.

Claud. Who? Hero?

Fobn. Even the, Leonato’s Hero, your Hero, every man’s Hero.

Claud. Difloyal ?

Fobn. The word is too good to paint out her wickednefs ; I
could fay, the were worfe ; think you of a worle title, and I will
fit her to it: wonder not ’till further warrant; go but with me to-
night, you fhall fee her chamber-window enter’d; even the night
before her wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow wed
her; but it would better fit your honour to change your mind.

Claud. May this be fo? :

Pedro. T will not think it.

Fobn. If you dare not truft that you fee, confefs not thljt you

now :



