
Side 14: ANTONIO, LEONATO, DON PEDRO 
 
ANTONIO  
He shall kill two of us, and men indeed: 
But that's no matter; let him kill one first; 
Win me and wear me; let him answer me. 
Come, follow me, boy; come, sir boy, come, follow me: 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 
LEONATO  
Brother,-- 
ANTONIO  
Content yourself. God knows I loved my niece; 
And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains, 
That dare as well answer a man indeed 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue: 
Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops! 
LEONATO  
Brother Antony,-- 
ANTONIO  
Hold you content. What, man! I know them, yea, 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple,-- 
Scrambling, out-facing, fashion-monging boys, 
That lie and cog and flout, deprave and slander, 
Go anticly, show outward hideousness, 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst; 
And this is all. 
LEONATO  
But, brother Antony,-- 
ANTONIO  
Come, 'tis no matter: 
Do not you meddle; let me deal in this. 
DON PEDRO  
Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death: 
But, on my honour, she was charged with nothing 
But what was true and very full of proof. 
LEONATO  
My lord, my lord,-- 
DON PEDRO  
I will not hear you. 
LEONATO  
No? Come, brother; away! I will be heard. 
ANTONIO  
And shall, or some of us will smart for it. 
 
 
 
 



Side 15: BEATRICE AND BENEDICK 
 
BENEDICK  
If Signior Leonato be her father, she would not 
have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as 
like him as she is. 
BEATRICE  
I wonder that you will still be talking, Signior 
Benedick: nobody marks you. 
BENEDICK  
What, my dear Lady Disdain! are you yet living? 
BEATRICE  
Is it possible disdain should die while she hath 
such meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick? 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come 
in her presence. 
 
BENEDICK  
Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is certain I 
am loved of all ladies, only you excepted: and I 
would I could find in my heart that I had not a hard 
heart; for, truly, I love none. 
BEATRICE  
I thank God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that: I 
had rather hear my dog bark at a crow than a man 
swear he loves me. 
BENEDICK  
God keep your ladyship still in that mind! so some 
gentleman or other shall 'scape a predestinate 
scratched face. 
BEATRICE  
Scratching could not make it worse, an 'twere such 
a face as yours were. 
BENEDICK  
I would my horse had the speed of your tongue, and 
so good a continuer. But keep your way, i' God's 
name; I have done. 
BEATRICE  
You always end with a jade's trick: I know you of old. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


