48 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

Claud. Out on thy feeming! I will write againft it:
You feem’d to me as Dizaz in her orb;
As chafte as is the bud ere it be blown :
But you are more intemperate in your blood
Than #enus, or thofe pamper’d animals
That rage in favage fenfuality.
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth {peak fo wide?
Leon. Sweet prince, why {peak not you?
Pedro. What fhould I {peak ?
I ftand dithonour’d, that have gone about
To link my dear friend to a common ftale.
Leon. Are thefe things {poken, or do I but dream ?
Fobn. Sir, they are {poken, and thefe things are true.
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial.
Hero. True! o god!
Claud. Leonato, ftand I here?
Is this the prince? Is this the prince’s brother ?
Is this face Hero’s? are our eyes our own ?
Leon. All this is fo; but what of this, my lord?
Claud. Let me but:move one queftion to your daughter ;
And, by that fatherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly.
Leon. 1 charge thee do fo, as thou art my child.
Hero. O god defend me! how am I befet!
What kind of catechizing call you this?
Leon. To make you anfwer truly to your name.
Hero. Is it not Hero @ who can blot that name
With any juft reproach ?
Claud. Marry, that can Hero;
Hero herfelf can blot out Hero’s virtue.
What man was he talk’d with you yefternight
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one?
Now, if you are a maid, anfwer to this.
Hero. 1 talk’d with no man at that hour, my lord.
Pedro. Why, then you are no maiden. Leonato,
I am forry you muft hear ; upon mine honour,




