
 
Sides: Claudio, Hero, Leonato  
 
Act 1, Scene 1 
 

CLAUDIO 

O, my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye, 
That liked, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love: 
But now I am return'd and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying, I liked her ere I went to wars. 
 
Act 4 Scene 1 
LEONATO 

Wherefore! Why, doth not every earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? 
Do not live, Hero; do not ope thine eyes: 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? 
O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again 
And salt too little which may season give 
To her foul-tainted flesh! 
Would the two princes lie, and Claudio lie, 
Who loved her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash'd it with tears? Hence from her! let her die. 
 
HERO 

They know that do accuse me; I know none: 
If I know more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy! O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 



 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death! 
 
Act 3, Scene 1 
 
HERO 

They did entreat me to acquaint her of it; 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
URSULA 

Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon? 
HERO 

O god of love! I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man: 
But Nature never framed a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on, and her wit 
Values itself so highly that to her 
All matter else seems weak: she cannot love, 
She is so self-endeared. 
URSULA 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 
HERO 

Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured, 
But she would spell him backward: if fair-faced, 
She would swear the gentleman should be her sister; 
If tall, a lance ill-headed; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut; 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
If silent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out. 
URSULA 

Yet tell her of it: hear what she will say. 



 
HERO 

No; rather I will go to Benedick 
And counsel him to fight against his passion. 
 
 
 
Act 4, Scene 1 
 

CLAUDIO 
There, Leonato, take her back again: 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend; 
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour. 
Behold how like a maid she blushes here! 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal! 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear, 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 
By these exterior shows? But she is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed; 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 
 
LEONATO 

What do you mean, my lord? 
CLAUDIO 

Not to be married, 
Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 
LEONATO 

Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof, 
Have vanquish'd the resistance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity,-- 
CLAUDIO 

I know what you would say: if I have known her, 
You will say she did embrace me as a husband, 
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin: 
No, Leonato, 
I never tempted her with word too large; 
But, as a brother to his sister, show'd 
Bashful sincerity and comely love. 
HERO 



 
And seem'd I ever otherwise to you? 
CLAUDIO 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb, 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 
HERO 

Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide 
CLAUDIO 
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 
HERO 

I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord. 
 
 


