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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING

Audition Sides

Beatrice and Benedick (two scenes)

Act |, Scene 1

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
| 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 |

am loved of all ladies, only you excepted: and |
would | could find in my heart that | had not a hard
heart; for, truly, | love none.

BEATRICE
A dear happiness to women: they would else have



been troubled with a pernicious suitor. | thank God
and my cold blood, | am of your humour for that: |
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
| would my horse had the speed of your tongue. But keep your way, i' God's
name; | have done.

Act IV, Scene 1

BEATRICE
Why, then, God forgive me!

BENEDICK
What offence, sweet Beatrice?

BEATRICE
You have stayed me in a happy hour: | was about to protest | loved you.

BENEDICK
And do it with all thy heart.

BEATRICE
I love you with so much of my heart that none is left to protest.

BENEDICK
Come, bid me do any thing for thee.

BEATRICE
Kill Claudio.



BENEDICK
Ha! not for the wide world.

BEATRICE
You kill me to deny it. Farewell.

BENEDICK
Tarry, sweet Beatrice.

BEATRICE
I am gone, though | am here: there is no love in you: nay, | pray you, let me go.

BENEDICK
Beatrice,--

BEATRICE
In faith, | will go.

BENEDICK
We'll be friends first.

BEATRICE
You dare easier be friends with me than fight with mine enemy.

BENEDICK
Is Claudio thine enemy?

BEATRICE
Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my
kinswoman? Othat | were a man! | would eat his heart in the market-place.

BENEDICK
Hear me, Beatrice,--

BEATRICE
Sweet Hero! She is wronged, she is slandered, she is undone.

BENEDICK
Beatr--

BEATRICE

Manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into compliment, and men are only turned into
tongue. He is now as valiant as Hercules that only tells a lie and swears it. | cannot be a man
with wishing, therefore | will die a woman with grieving.

BENEDICK
Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, | love thee.



BEATRICE
Use it for my love some other way than swearing by it.

BENEDICK
Think you in your soul the Count Claudio hath wronged Hero?

BEATRICE
Yea, as sure as | have a thought or a soul.

BENEDICK
Enough, | am engaged; | will challenge him. | will kiss your hand, and so | leave you. Go,
comfort your cousin: | must say she is dead: and so, farewell.

Claudio (two monologues)

Act |, 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 | 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, | liked her ere | went to wars.

Act IV, 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.

Hero (one monologue)
Act IV, Scene 1

HERO

They know that do accuse me; | know none:

If | 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 | yesternight

Maintain'd the change of words with any creature,
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death

Leonato (two monologues)
Act Il, Scene 1

LEONATO

There's little of the melancholy element in her, my
lord: she is never sad but when she sleeps, and

not ever sad then; for | have heard my daughter say,
she hath often dreamed of unhappiness and waked
herself with laughing.

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.

Dogberry (One scene)

Act lll, Scene 3

DOGBERRY
Are you good men and true?

Watchman
Yeal.

DOGBERRY
This is your charge: you shall comprehend all vagrom men,;
you are to bid any man stand, in the prince's name.

WATCHMAN
How if a' will not stand?

DOGBERRY

Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go; and
presently call the rest of the watch together and
thank God you are rid of a knave.

WATCHMAN
If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none
of the prince's subjects.

DOGBERRY

True, and they are to meddle with none but the
prince's subjects. You shall also make no noise in
the streets.

WATCHMAN
We will rather sleep than talk.

DOGBERRY

| cannot see how sleeping should

offend: only, have a care that your bills be not

stolen. Well, you are to call at all the

ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to bed.



WATCHMAN
How if they will not?

DOGBERRY
Why, then, let them alone till they are sober.

Don Pedro (one monologue)

DON PEDRO

| will in the interim undertake one of

Hercules' labours; which is, to bring Signior
Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a mountain of
affection the one with the other. | would fain have

it a match, and | doubt not but to fashion it, if

you three will but minister such assistance as |
shall give you direction.

And Benedick is not the unhopefullest husband that
| know. Thus far can | praise him; he is of a noble
strain, of approved valour and confirmed honesty. |
will teach you how to humour your cousin, that she
shall fall in love with Benedick; and I, with your

two helps, will so practise on Benedick that, in
despite of his quick wit and his queasy stomach, he
shall fall in love with Beatrice.

Don John

Act |, Scene 3

DON JOHN

| cannot hide what | am: | must be sad when | have cause and smile
at no man's jests, eat when | have stomach and wait

for no man's leisure, sleep when | am drowsy and

tend on no man's business, laugh when | am merry and

claw no man in his humour.

I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose in

his grace, and it better fits my blood to bedisdained of all than

to fashion a carriage to rob love from any: in this, though | cannot
be said to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied

but | am a plain-dealing villain. If | had my

mouth, | would bite; if | had my liberty, | would do



my liking: in the meantime let me be that | am and
seek not to alter me.



