MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

Beat. Benediétus! why Benedittus ¢ you have fome moral in
this Benediftus.

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral meaning ;
I meant, plain holy-thiftle; you may think, perchance, that I
think you are in love; nay, birlady, I am not fuch a fool to think
what I lift ; nor I lift not to think what I can; nor, indeed, I
cannot think, if I would think my heart out with thinking, that
you are in love, or that you will be in love, or that you can be
in love: yet Benedick was fuch another, and now is he become
aman: he {wore, he would never marry; and yet now, in defpite
of his heart, he eats his meat without grudging: and how you
may be converted I know not; but, methinks, you look with
your eyes as other women do.

Bear. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps?

Marg. Not a falfe gallop.

Enter Urlula.

Ur/. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the count, fignior Bexedick,
don ‘fohn, and all the gallants of the town, are come to fetch you
to church.

Hero. Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg, good Urfula.

[ Exeunt.
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SSC-ENE VIIEE

Enter Leonato, with Dogberry, and Verges.

Leon. HAT would you with me, honeft neighbour ?
Dogb. Marry, fir, I would have fome confidence
with you that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, 1 pray you, for you fee ’tis a bufy time with me.

Dogb. Marry, this 1t is, fir.

Verg. Yes, in truth, it is, fir.

Leon. What is it, my good friends ?

Dogb. Goodman Perges, fir, {peaks a little of the matter: an
old man, fir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as, god help, I would
defire they were ; but, in faith, as honeft as the fkin between his
brows. Verg.



