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Act II, Scene 3, Lines 8-36 
Benedick 

I do much wonder that one man, seeing how much 
another man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviors 
to love, will, after he hath laughed at such 
shallow follies in others, become the argument of 
his own scorn by falling in love—and such a man is 
Claudio. I have known when there was no music 
with him but the drum and the fife, and now had he  
rather hear the tabor and the pipe; I have known  
when he would have walked ten mile afoot to see a  
good armor, and now will he lie ten nights awake  
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont  
to speak plain and to the purpose, like an honest  
man and a soldier, and now is he turned orthography;  
his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so  
many strange dishes. May I be so converted and see 
with these eyes? I cannot tell; I think not. I will not 
be sworn but love may transform me to an oyster, 
but I’ll take my oath on it, till he have made an 
oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool. 
One woman is fair, yet I am well; another is wise, yet 
I am well; another virtuous, yet I am well; but till all 
graces be in one woman, one woman shall not 
come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that’s certain; 
wise, or I’ll none; virtuous, or I’ll never cheapen 
her; fair, or I’ll never look on her; mild, or come not 
near me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good 
discourse, an excellent musician, and her hair shall 
be of what color it please God. Ha! The Prince and 
Monsieur Love! I will hide me in the arbor.  

______ out of 29 lines 
 
Act II, Scene 3, Lines 223-248 
Benedick 

This can be no trick. The  
conference was sadly borne; they have the truth of  
this from Hero; they seem to pity the lady. It seems  
her affections have their full bent. Love me? Why, it  
must be requited! I hear how I am censured. They  
say I will bear myself proudly if I perceive the love  
come from her. They say, too, that she will rather  
die than give any sign of affection. I did never think  
to marry. I must not seem proud. Happy are they  
that hear their detractions and can put them to  
mending. They say the lady is fair; ’tis a truth, I can  
bear them witness. And virtuous; ’tis so, I cannot  
reprove it. And wise, but for loving me; by my troth,  
it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of  
her folly, for I will be horribly in love with her! I  
may chance have some odd quirks and remnants of  
wit broken on me because I have railed so long  
against marriage, but doth not the appetite alter? A  
man loves the meat in his youth that he cannot  
endure in his age. Shall quips and sentences and  

these paper bullets of the brain awe a man from the  
career of his humor? No! The world must be peopled.  
When I said I would die a bachelor, I did not  
think I should live till I were married. Here comes  
Beatrice. By this day, she’s a fair lady. I do spy some  
marks of love in her.  

______ out of 26 lines 
 
 
Act III, Scene 1, Lines 49-58, 62-74 
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, 
Misprizing what they look on, and her wit 
Values itself so highly that to her 
All matter else seems weak. She cannot love 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. 
[…] 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 black, why, Nature, drawing of an antic, 
Made a foul blot; 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, 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.  

______ out of 22 lines 
 
 
Act III, Scene 2, Lines 113-122 
Beatrice 

 
What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true? 
    Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much? 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu! 
    No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee, 
    Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand: 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
    To bind our loves up in a holy band; 
For others say thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe it better than reportingly.  

______ out of 10 lines 
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