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Set Scenes
(Please note that the spelling has been modernised, but the punctuation is original.)
Some scenes have been edited.
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Scene 1
Much Ado About Nothing 
Act 4 Scene 1
Quarto Text 1600

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while?

Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

I will not desire that.

You have no reason, I do it freely.

Surely I do believe your fair cousin is wronged.
Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that
would right her!

Is there any way to show such friendship?

A very even way, but no such friend.

May a man do it?

It is a mans office, but not yours.

I do love nothing in the world so well as you,
is not that strange?

As strange as the thing I know not, it were as possible
for me to say, I loved nothing so well as you, but believe me
not, and yet I lie not, I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing, I
am sorry for my cousin.

By my sword Beatrice, thou lovest me.

Do not swear and eat it.

I will swear by it that you love me, and I will make
him eat it that says I love not you.

Will you not eat your word?

With no sauce that can be devised to it, I protest I
love thee.

Why then God forgive me.

What offence sweet Beatrice?
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Scene 1 continued
Much Ado About Nothing 
Act 4 Scene 1
Quarto Text 1600

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

Benedick

Beatrice

You have stayed me in a happy hour, I was about
to protest I loved you.

And do it with all thy heart.

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

Come bid me do any thing for thee.

Kill Claudio.
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Scene 2
Julius Caesar 
Act 4 Scene 3
First Folio Text 1623

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

That you have wronged me, doth appear in this:
You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pella
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians;
Wherein my Letters, praying on his side,
Because I knew the man was slighted off.

You wronged your self to write in such a case.

In such a time as this, it is not meet
That every nice offence should bear his Comment.

Let me tell you Cassius, you your self
Are much condemn’d to have an itching Palme,
To sell, and Mart your Offices for Gold
To Undeservers.

I, an itching Palm?
You know that you are Brutus that speaks this,
Or by the Gods, this speech were else your last.

The name of Cassius Honors this corruption,
And Chastisement doth therefore hide his head.

Chastisement?

Remember March, the Ides of March remember:
Did not great Julius bleed for Justice sake?
What Villain touched his body, that did stab,
And not for Justice? What? Shall one of Us,
That struck the Foremost man of all this World,
But for supporting Robbers: shall we now,
Contaminate our fingers, with base Bribes?
And sell the mighty space of our large Honors
For so much trash, as may be grasped thus?
I had rather be a Dog, and bay the Moon,
Then such a Roman.

Brutus, bait not me,
I’ll not endure it: you forget your self
To hedge me in. I am a Soldier, I,
Older in practice, Abler than your self
To make Conditions.

Go to: you are not Cassius.
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Scene 2 continued
Julius Caesar 
Act 4 Scene 3
First Folio Text 1623

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

Cassius

Brutus

I am.

I say, you are not.

Urge me no more, I shall forget my self:
Have mind upon your health: Tempt me no farther.

Away slight man.

Is’t possible?

Hear me, for I will speak.
Must I give way, and room to your rash Choler?
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman stares?

O ye Gods, ye Gods, Must I endure all this?

All this? Ay more: 
Fret till your proud heart break.
Go show your Slaves how Choleric you are,
And make your Bondmen tremble.
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Scene 3
As You Like It 
Act 1 Scene 3
Edited 1st Folio Text 1623

Celia

Rosalind

Celia

Roslind

Celia

Rosalind

Celia

Rosalind

Celia

Rosalind

Celia

Rosalind

Celia

O my poor Rosalind, whether wilt thou go?
I charge thee be not thou more griev’d than I am.

I have more cause.

Thou hast not Cousin,
Prithee be cheerful; know’st thou not the Duke
Hath banished me his daughter?

That he hath not.

No, hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one,
Shall we be sundered? shall we part sweet girl?
No, let my Father seek another heir:
Therefore devise with me how we may fly.

Why, whither shall we go?

To seek my Uncle in the Forrest of Arden.

Alas, what danger will it be to us?
(Maids as we are) to travel forth so far?
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.

I’ll put my self in poor and mean attire,
And with a kind of umber smirch my face,
The like do you, so shall we pass along,
And never stir assailants.

Were it not better,
Because that I am more than common tall,
That I did suit me all points like a man,
A gallant curtle axe upon my thigh,
A bore-spear in my hand, and in my heart
Lie there what hidden womans fear there will,
We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside,
As many other mannish cowards have,
That do outface it with their semblances.

What shall I call thee when thou art a man?

I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s own page,
And therefore look you call me Ganimed.
But what will you be called?

Something that hath a reference to my state:
No longer Celia but Aliena.
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Scene 3 continued
As You Like It 
Act 1 Scene 3
Edited 1st Folio Text 1623

Roslind

Celia

But cousin, what if we assayed to steal
The clownish fool out of your Fathers court:
Would he not be a comfort to our travel?

He’ll go along o’er the wide world with me.
Now go in we content
To liberty, and not to banishment.
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