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CAUTION: Professionals and Amateurs are hereby warned that performance of 
KILL CLAUDIO! is subject to payment of a royalty.  It is fully protected under the 
copyright laws of The United States of America, and of all countries covered by the 
International Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the 
British Commonwealth) and of all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright 
Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all 
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights, 
including without limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion picture, 
recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound 
recording, all other forms of mechanical, electronic and digital reproduction, 
transmission and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the Internet, private and file-sharing 
networks, information storage and retrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of 
translation into foreign languages are strictly reserved.  Particular emphasis is placed 
upon the matter of readings, permission of which must be obtained from the Author 
in writing. 
 
The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United 
States, its territories, possessions and Canada for KILL CLAUDIO! are controlled 
exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or nonprofessional performance of 
the Play may be given without obtaining in advance written permission and paying 
the requisite fee.  
 
                                                  SPECIAL NOTE 
Anyone receiving permission to produce KILL CLAUDIO! is required to give credit 
to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all 
programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all instances 
in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or 
otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of the Author 
must appear on a separate line, in which no other name appears, immediately beneath 
the title and in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the largest, most prominent 
letter used for the title of the Play.  No person, firm, or entity may receive credit 
larger or more prominent than that accorded the Author. 
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For my pa, who would never pull a Leonato. 
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KILL CLAUDIO! was first developed by Kallisti Theatre Company in the 
Utah Arts Alliance Sister Dottie Dixon Memorial Black Box Theatre. The 
cast was thus: 
 
Claudio…………….  Grant Christopherson 
Benedick………….   Christopher Taylor 
Beatrice…………...   Élise C. Hanson 
Hero……………….  Briana Fisher 
Don Pedro………...   Christopher L. Thorne 
Don John………….   Bobby Cody 
Dogberry………….   Andrew Slaughter 
Ursula……………..   Cami Rozanas 
Verges…………….   Jeffrey Owen 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
 

CLAUDIO, a young man of Florence. A former soldier turned romantic. 
Utter dipstick. 
BENEDICK, a gentle, goofy sort who has recently succumbed to romantic 
love 
BEATRICE, a witty, fiery woman who is loyal to her friends 
HERO, a little more clever and vengeful than her soft, gentle persona 
would suggest 
DON PEDRO, a prince who is mostly even-tempered and loyal but can be 
an unwitting asshat 
DON JOHN, an utterly useless (but sexy) villain who has more layers than 
expected 
DOGBERRY, an affable idiot chock full of malapropisms and mirth 
URSULA, a sleek and savvy plotter who doesn’t let anyone get away with 
anything 
VERGES, Dogberry’s partner, also an idiot but something of a philosopher 
 
SETTING/THEMES: The play takes place in and around the estate of 
Leonato in the days during and following the first wedding/fake 
death/second wedding of Hero and Claudio. Settings are modernized from 
the classic text, but still bear an air of color and lushness. Costumes 
needn’t be Elizabethan, but can have the look of any time and place. 
Formality and customs are still in place, but are starting to break down. 
There is a decided musicality to this piece, and anything brought to 
increase the musicality (live musicians, perhaps), is encouraged.  
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ACT ONE 
Scene 1 - A bar just outside of Leonato’s estate 
Scene 2 - Leonato’s estate; the bridal suite 
Scene 3 - Leonato’s estate; the wedding ceremony location 
Scene 4 - The Streets of Messina 
Scene 5 - The Streets of Messina 
Scene 6 - The Streets of Messina 
Scene 7 - Benedick’s room 
Scene 8 - The Streets of Messina 
 
ACT TWO  
Scene 9 - Leonato’s garden 
Scene 10 - Claudio’s bedroom 
Scene 11 - The Streets of Messina 
Scene 12 - The Streets of Messina 
Scene 13 - The Streets of Messina 
Scene 14 - Benedick’s bedroom/Leonato’s estate/Dogberry’s office 
Scene 15 - The Streets of Messina nether space 
Scene 16 - The Streets of Messina nether space 
Scene 17 - The woods outside Messina 
Scene 18 - Leonato’s estate; wedding ceremony location 
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Before the play begins, an audio recording of the summary of MUCH 
ADO ABOUT NOTHING can be played. This is optional for the director 
and dependent on how they would like the rhythm of the play to unfold. 
The text for the recording is thus: 
 
At the opening of Shakespeare's Much Ado About Nothing, four men are 
returning from war: the prince Don Pedro, his bastard brother Don John, 
Count Claudio of Florence who has garnered favor from Don Pedro of late, 
and Don Pedro's friend Signor Benedick. Upon their return to Messina 
they are greeted with merry-making and festivities in the home of Leonato, 
father to the lovely Hero and uncle to the pugnacious Beatrice. A little 
history here: Benedick, Don Pedro, and Claudio all have spent time in 
Messina before. Claudio was a young man then, not looking for love, but 
Hero noticed him. Beatrice and Benedick, however, have a history, and 
upon that near-miss they've been sparring ever since. A "merry war," as 
their friends call it. At a masked party one night, Don John the bastard 
schemes to hurt Claudio, Don Pedro wins Hero on Claudio's behalf, 
Beatrice pokes fun of a disguised Benedick to his face, Claudio believes 
Don John's lies and gets all cranky-pants, Don Pedro proposes to Beatrice 
and gets let down easy, and Hero and Claudio become engaged. What a 
party! Plans for Hero and Claudio's wedding move forward, but in the 
meantime Don Pedro declares the group "love gods" and goes about with 
the others to trick Beatrice and Benedick into acknowledging their long-
buried feelings for each other. Also there's a constable named Dogberry. 
He has a sidekick, Verges. Dogberry misuses words. This is called 
"malapropism."  (Clears throat.) Anyway. Don John, along with his 
nefarious pals Borachio and Conrade, concocts a scandalous plot: he lures 
Claudio and Don Pedro beneath a window wherein Borachio is becoming 
amorous with Hero's maid Margaret. Thing is, Margaret looks alarmingly 
like Hero. And Borachio calls her Hero. Well. You can imagine. Instead of 
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reacting like a mature adult, Claudio shames Hero at the altar, calling her 
all sorts of unsavoury and rude, pearl-clutching names. The poor girl faints 
in despair, everyone screams a lot, Don John vanishes, and Dogberry only 
manages to arrest Borachio and Conrade.  So that brings us to today, folks: 
Sunday. The wedding is ended. Hero is shamed and, at the advice of her 
friends, plans to fake her own death. Don John is nowhere to be found. 
And Claudio? Well... 
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KILL CLAUDIO! 
ACT ONE 

Scene 1: “Poor Hurt Fowl” 
  

Lights up; music. A dimly-lit bar in the middle of the day. Soft music is 
playing and there is one customer seated, nursing his beer. It is VERGES, 
an older man with a scruffy look and a lopsided hat. Serving at the bar is 
DOGBERRY, dressed expressively and over-enthusiastically wiping the 
glasses clean. There is a moment of simplicity onstage as music plays. 
CLAUDIO enters, looking disheveled. He is wearing a groom’s outfit and 
his boutonniere is all askew. He wears a laurel on his head. He stands 
there panting for a moment. Dogberry is staring, still wiping the glass, his 
expression of mild interest unchanged. 
 
CLAUDIO. I’ve never really had a drink before. (Pause.) Well, that’s not 
true. My granddad once gave me some beer when we built a fence. I was 
twelve. And I had champagne at my cousin Fortescue’s wedding. And 
perhaps a sip of something here or there with the fellas. (He attempts a 
congenial smile.) I’m not a nancy boy or nothin’. I’m a soldier. Or was. I 
was a soldier. I had soldier pals and we did soldier things and we saw 
things that soldiers see. See? But even with all that I’ve never really felt 
the need for a drink but just now I’d like a drink so if you could give me 
the drink that you would drink if you absolutely needed a drink, I’ll drink 
that. (Slumps; leans his head against the bar; Verges glances over at him 
briefly. Dogberry fixes a drink. He places it before Claudio.) 
CLAUDIO. (Barely looking up.) What is it? 
DOGBERRY. Do you want to know? 
CLAUDIO. Not really. (He grabs the glass and takes a pull, then starts 
choking and gasping.) 
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DOGBERRY. There’s a lad. Nothing like a touch of liquor in the face of a 
decompression so deep and dark that not even the most powerful of 
prescriptions, be it Prozac or Protriptyline, could pull you from the pit. Just 
holler on when you need more, my red-faced puffer fish. 
CLAUDIO. It was much simpler being a soldier. The other man was 
wrong, you were right, and so you stuck a point into him. If you could nab 
his head, all the better. You’d swing it aloft your pike or stuff it in a bag 
and lob it over the enemy walls. Things are far more complicated back 
home. To be merry-mated. To yearn. To burn and pine and perish. To look 
smack-dab into a window. 
VERGES. A window? 
CLAUDIO. The wrong window. 
DOGBERRY. Many a wrong window in my day. There was the one my 
cousin Flannery fell through during an enthusiastic round of “place the 
potato on the oiled-up dog and chase after it no matter the environment,” a 
favorite of ours. There was the window I smashed with a ball while 
completing my training for ninth-best hitter in the Catania Little League, a 
window which happened to belong to Madame Biscotti, the heiress to the 
anchovy pisciculturist plantation. There was the stained-glass window in 
the church down the road that I ate part of, thinking that it was raspberry 
candy. Glass is much harder going out than in, if you’d like to know. 
VERGES. We wouldn’t. So? What’s the problem, son? Drink up, drink 
up. 
CLAUDIO. (Taking another pull; grimacing.) Everyone has dreams. I had 
dreams. I thought everything was lining up. First, kill some people. 
Second, pick a nice girl you think would make a suitable wife. Third, go to 
a party with nice girl. Fourth, have your best friend propose to the girl for 
you at said party. Fifth, have girl accept proposal and only minorly blow 
up when you think friend is proposing for himself instead of for you like 
he promised. 
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DOGBERRY. Now wait up a damn minutiae, here. You asked your friend 
to propose to a girl for you? 
CLAUDIO. Yeah. 
DOGBERRY. And then when he did the thing you asked, you got angry 
with him?  
CLAUDIO. Well see, I thought he was trying to grab her up for himself. 
DOGBERRY. Why would you think that? 
CLAUDIO. Because it was suggested to me that that was the case by his 
shifty, jealous bastard brother who’s always trying to stir the pot. 
VERGES. (Verges and Dogberry slowly nod.) You know who you are? 
You’re the Everyman. 
DOGBERRY. I thought I was the Everyman! 
VERGES. The Every Nitwit. 
DOGBERRY. (Pleased, having misunderstood.) My old granny always 
called me that. I used to trim her petunias. 
CLAUDIO. Do petunias need trimming? 
VERGES. Not generally, no. Do you know why I like you? 
CLAUDIO. Well, I’m overall very winning. I have excellent posture. And 
both my original earlobes. 
VERGES. (Smiling broadly and wagging his finger at Claudio.) You see, 
there it is. You bright little buzzing bugger. You’re a misery guts who 
hasn’t figured out he’s miserable yet. 
CLAUDIO. I’m not a misery guts! My spleen is quite well, and my 
stomach is sound. I’m quite regular. Well. Not so much this morning. I 
couldn’t craft a movement. True shrift. Short shift. No… (Makes a sliding 
hand motion.) 
VERGES. Oh, that all misery guts bollocks started long ago, my lad. 
Probably a straight-from-the-womb thing. It all starts with blood and it all 
ends with blood. Blood is baptism, my boy. Blood is the pounding effort 
and the pudding twixt your ears. 
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CLAUDIO. What has blood very well bloody got to do with anything? 
DOGBERRY. (He catches Verges’ eye with a significant look, then says 
the next in a sing-song voice.) The lips, the teeth, the tip of the tongue… 
CLAUDIO. Am I bleeding? Actively? I see no mar, no wound. 
DOGBERRY. The tip of the tongue, the teeth, the lips. 
CLAUDIO. Suppose I were to start bleeding! Oh deary me. Do you have a 
bandage or poultice about you? 
DOGBERRY. Never was one much for poultices. Nor for parsnips. But 
that’s not for here. A poultice is a vanity. And we are honest men and true, 
not given to such vanities. If we receive a grave wound on yon pap, why, 
we give God thanks, and make no more of it. You see, here among the 
most senseless of us, we see fit to let the path of God take its way and 
apprehend it not. 
CLAUDIO. “Apprehend?” I… 
VERGES. Good neighbor Dogberry has a way with words. 
DOGBERRY. A poultice is but a provisory. A perishable and passing 
stopgap down the road to gangrene. 
CLAUDIO. But it would make me feel better. 
DOGBERRY. I thought that’s what the drink was for. 
CLAUDIO. Yes, but now I want a poultice as well. 
DOGBERRY. What for? 
CLAUDIO. What for? 
VERGES. You’re not wounded. 
CLAUDIO. Not yet! 
DOGBERRY. Drink your drink. (Pours Claudio another drink; Verges 
pats Claudio on the back as he drinks, gasps, and coughs.) 
VERGES. The feats of a lion in the figure of a lamb! 
DOGBERRY. So what’s with the frock? And the crown? You a prince or 
something? There seem to be an awful lot of those ‘round these parts 
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nowadays. Can hardly keep ‘em straight. Not that princes have to be 
straight. Or narrow. 
CLAUDIO. Laurel. 
DOGBERRY. And hearty! 
CLAUDIO. It’s not a crown, it’s a laurel. Sort of forgot I was wearing it. 
(He pokes around at the laurel, adjusting it.) 
VERGES. Feeling triumphant? 
CLAUDIO. Hmm? 
VERGES. (Gesturing at the laurel.) Did you conquer something? 
CLAUDIO. Not really. I mean, sort of. You might say I did. I was 
supposed to get married today. 
DOGBERRY. I was married once. But apparently it wasn’t legal because 
it was to an alpaca. 
VERGES. (Ignoring Dogberry.) Supposed to? 
CLAUDIO. But I showed her. Dodged that little bullet. 
VERGES. A bullet indeed? How very dire. 
CLAUDIO. Yes. Seems she was something of a…well, she was 
rather…something other than what I thought. 
VERGES. That can be a difficult thing to discover on one’s nuptial day. 
CLAUDIO. It is, rather. The world becomes beautiful if the one you love 
is beautiful, and then when such things fade or crack or splinter, the world 
is deadwood. 
DOGBERRY. Pity there aren’t any dragons around. 
CLAUDIO. To seek revenge? 
DOGBERRY. Just in general. I’d like to ride one. Feel the wind in my 
hair. 
CLAUDIO. Perhaps if the world was plagued by big beasts like dragons 
and ogres, we’d all have something slightly more interesting to focus our 
energy on. Instead we are preyed upon by microbes, which are far too 
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small to decapitate. (Pause.) And you can take my word for it, I’ve 
decapitated many small things in my day. 
VERGES. Well. Haven’t we all? Who among us can say their life has 
been free of a teensy bit of decapitation? 
CLAUDIO. Hmm? 
DOGBERRY. Nothing. Drink your drink. 
VERGES. It’s closing time. (Lights out. During the Blackout, a voice is 
heard offstage. It is HERO.) 
  

 
SCENE 2: “A Rare Parrot Teacher” 

  
HERO. (In the dark; off.) Fuck this shit. (Lights up. Hero storms onstage, 
wearing a wedding dress and a laurel. During her rant, she tears bits of 
fluff and frill from the dress, tossing them around willy-nilly. BEATRICE 
trails after her, at first picking up after her cousin but then sitting on the 
floor in exhaustion.) And this! And this! And this shit right here? You see 
this? You see this shit? Well to HELL with it. And this! And this! And 
especially this! Oh, I don’t want any part of this. This has got to go. And I 
shan’t have another jot of this for as long as I shall live! You hear that? As 
long as I shall live! I, me, mine. Alone. Perhaps with a couple of cats. 
(Hero pauses, looking at Beatrice, who is uncharacteristically speechless.) 
A public accusation. 
BEATRICE. I know. 
HERO. Uncovered slander! 
BEATRICE. Yeah, I— 
HERO. Unmitigated rancor.  
BEATRICE. (Cleaning up as she speaks.) ‘Rumour is a pipe blown by 
surmises, jealousies, conjectures, of so easy and so plain a stop that the 
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blunt monster with uncounted heads, the still-discordant wavering 
multitude, can play upon it.’ 
HERO. He believed it so quickly. He was waiting to believe it. He wanted 
to believe it. He wanted to roll around in it. (Beatrice nods. Both women 
are silent for a moment, looking at one another.) What a different life it 
was an hour ago. 
BEATRICE. And now look at us. Weary with disasters and tugged with 
fortune. 
HERO. I miss an hour ago. 
BEATRICE. An hour ago. Good times. (Hard rock music plays and 
Beatrice and Hero rock out to it, drink, and generally have a good time. 
Hero smashes a bridal bouquet on the ground to end the moment. 
LIGHTING: Flashing Colors, etc. of a Rock Concert. When the moment 
ends, both women are tired, stretched out on pieces of furniture or on the 
ground). You wanna know what I think? 
HERO. I know a lot of things you think. 
BEATRICE. Yes, but this is a new now thing. 
HERO. By all means, illuminate. 
BEATRICE. I think maybe if you had gone tanning like Margaret 
suggested… 
HERO. That’s not funny. 
BEATRICE. I’m sure his fellows filled his ears with tales of Italian 
goddesses. Dark hair, almond eyes, limbs like the branches of an olive 
tree. 
HERO. Uh huh. 
BEATRICE. When all was said, you were just a touch too…Irish. I mean, 
I know you take after Aunt Innogen and that’s not your fault. 
HERO. I will punch you in the larynx. 
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BEATRICE. But for the love of Venus, do what all the rest of us do: strip 
to your nethers, slather yourself in coconut oil, and soak up some UVA 
when trying to impress a bloke. 
HERO. Are you done? 
BEATRICE. Almost. Why did you never learn to bake? You know men 
equate feelings of fullness with feelings of fondness. Their wives become 
replacements for their mothers, and on and on it goes, really, so why did 
you never perfect your cannoli recipe? That’s just asking for disaster. 
(Hero can no longer take it and lunges at Beatrice. A playful, jolly fight 
ensues. Finally, Hero winds up sitting on Beatrice’s back.) 
URSULA. (URSULA enters still in her wedding clothes to see them thus. 
She stares at them for a moment.) I don’t know about y’all, but my mercy 
is starting to strain. 
BEATRICE. Your mercy and my back have that in common. (Hero 
bounces on Beatrice’s back hard and Beatrice lets out a groan.) 
URSULA. That stewed prune, bolting-hutch of beastliness, swollen parcel 
of dropsies, sour-toad, watery-breaded misery guts! 
HERO. You’ll find no arguments here. 
BEATRICE. Seconded. 
HERO. (Slides off Beatrice’s back and stands up.) What’s odd is that he 
came so highly recommended. 
BEATRICE. HA! 
HERO. I mean, he had references. The lad had references. 
BEATRICE. PUH. 
HERO. Do you have something to say, Beatrice, or is that more of your 
cold from earlier leaking out of the holes in your face? 
URSULA. Yes, shall we fetch you some more of that Benedictus? 
BEATRICE. (Stands, furiously marching about while cleaning up the 
room and taking sips of leftover champagne out of glasses.) I’ll have no 
more of your Benedictus, Ursula; I’m quite well. My cold was but weigh 
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station, a veritable intermission on the road to wyrd ruin and noisome 
augury. And as for you— (Points at Hero as though about to say 
something, but instead hugs her hard.) 
BEATRICE. Just look at all this junk. Who on earth convinced us we 
need all this? I need names. 
URSULA. The Mesopotamians. The Romans. But I suppose if we’re 
going to blame love for all this, we might as well pin it on the original 
sinners. 
HERO. Adam and Eve? 
URSULA. Too preordained. Who else but Lancelot and his lady 
Guinevere? Two souls swept up in love so much that they challenged what 
marriage might mean. And they loved Arthur too, of course. Perhaps they 
should have all been together, all said and done. Could’ve saved a lot of 
trouble. And kindling. 
BEATRICE. It’s all a lot of mess, really. Mess and fuss. Over what? 
URSULA. Chicken salad sandwiches. (Pause.) I always look forward to 
the chicken salad sandwiches at weddings. 
HERO. We were serving caprese. 
URSULA. Oh well then, good riddance! (All three women laugh.) 
HERO. (Sighing.) All that mozzarella… 
BEATRICE. I’ll go get some for you. 
HERO. No, don’t! What if they’re still around? 
BEATRICE. Then I’ll brain them with this! (Holds aloft an empty 
champagne bottle and storms out.) 
URSULA. She’s not well. 
HERO. Who would be? 
URSULA. And you? 
HERO. Oh, Ursula… 
URSULA. No need to tell me, love. There’s a reason I was only married 
the once. I’d rather have a pilchard attached to me bum. 
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HERO. That’s sounding better and better by the minute. Had I had known 
what I know now an hour ago… 
URSULA. Well, didn’t you? 
HERO. What? 
URSULA. Know? 
HERO. No. 
URSULA. Know. 
HERO. I know now. 
URSULA. Now you know. 
HERO. And I didn’t then. 
URSULA. So if you’d known then what you didn’t know then and now 
know, you’d now know you wouldn’t want to know what you thought you 
knew when you knew it. 
HERO. Third base. 
URSULA. Hmm? 
HERO. I guess I’ll never know what third base is. 
URSULA. Overrated. 
HERO. I assumed as much. 
URSULA. Ah, but on the other hand, you know what they say about 
assumin’? 
HERO. No. 
URSULA. I forget. 
HERO. I feel simply years older. Everything I thought was true seems to 
have shifted slightly to the left. And turned the shade of eggplant. Or 
maybe that’s because I’m so angry I can’t see straight. Or the right colors. 
(Pause.) At the altar? The altar, Ursula! Not just to reject, but to humiliate, 
to disgrace. Over what? A window? 
URSULA. The wrong window. 
HERO. Right. 
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URSULA. Many a wrong window in my day. There was the one my uncle 
Bernard jumped out of on a dare after sharing one too many glasses of 
schnapps with the Earl of Granbunbury. There was the window my mother 
painted on a solid wall because there was simply “not enough light” in the 
room, something she always blamed my father for, and our parakeet 
Timothy would always bang his little head right against it, thinking it was 
real. There was the cell window on the jail that came loose far too easily 
when I broke my brother Hampus out after he was arrested for flattening 
the tires of not one but twelve police motor vehicles with his rocket shoe 
experiment. Turns out I should have just left him there. Hindsight and all 
that. 
HERO. A pox on windows. Who needs to see two places at once anyway? 
URSULA. One should be quite content seeing one place at once. Seeing 
too many things can lead to all sorts of complications. 
HERO. Ursula, do you think I’ll ever be—ever be Hero again? 
URSULA. Hero as she was, Hero blithe and bonny? Free to dance under a 
laughing star? 
HERO. Yes, her. 
URSULA. Afraid not, chicken. Not completely, anyway. 
HERO. Before today all I had to worry about was the occasional 
awkwardness of whose armrest was whose when I went to the cinema. It’s 
always slightly unpleasant, isn’t it, when you’re sitting down to enjoy a 
motion picture and you have your soda beverage and your popcorn 
covered in just the perfect amount of butter and suddenly a stranger walks 
in and settles down right beside you. Where before you had plenty of room 
to balance all your goodies and spread out a bit, now you have to wonder if 
that stranger is going to want to rest their right arm precisely where you’d 
just had your left. And what if another stranger sits on your right? Do you 
try to clutch your drink twixt your knees and use your tongue to scoop out 
the popcorn? Do you wear the popcorn as a hat and keep the soda firmly in 
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your grasp? It was all too much, really. That’s why I needed people. 
Beatrice on my left, Ursula on my right. You never minded sharing. I 
thought perhaps that Claudio would be that person. That he would share an 
armrest with me. (Pauses; thinks.) He’d probably insist on having the 
whole thing to himself. After all, men need more room. 
URSULA. Come on, my girl. We’d better get you out of these clothes, 
oughtn’t we? 
HERO. (Looking down at her dress.) Yes. But Ursula— 
URSULA. Yes, pet? 
HERO. Promise me one thing: close all the windows. Every single one. 
(End scene. No light change; music.) 
 

 
SCENE 3: “The Savage Bull Doth Bear the Yoke” 

  
After a moment, BENEDICK walks in, wearing a laurel and carrying a 
wedding bouquet (a little worse for the wear.) in his hands. He slumps into 
a seat and takes off the laurel, placing it on his foot and twirling it around 
his ankle a bit. He looks lost in thought. As he speaks, he starts 
absentmindedly plucking the petals off the flowers. 
 
BENEDICK. I should have stopped it. Didn’t know I could stop it. 
Probably couldn’t have. Could I? I simply didn’t know. I still don’t, really. 
(He looks up, speaking to god.) You’re being unreasonably silent about all 
this, you know. There is an absolute absurdity to the idea that we’re 
supposed to figure this out on our own. Here we are swimming around on 
this sphere that may or may not have three dimensions with our little 
brains that may have anywhere from nine to twelve categories, and we’re 
somehow supposed to decide if any of this is all worth even thinking about 
whether or not any of it means anything. Many have died because they 
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have deemed life not worth living. But then, as a soldier, I’ve seen men 
killed for the illusions that offer them the very reasons for living. 
Therefore, the meaning of all this might indeed prove an urgent question. 
But dare I deign bother with it right now? Ugh. The mind whirls in a giddy 
vorticulary. (Plucks another petal and holds it up, staring at it.) 
BEATRICE. (Enters.) Ruminating on a quandary? 
BENEDICK. (Benedick is at first unaware what she means, then she 
gestures to the flowers. He laughs at himself and stands, unsure what to do 
about the flowers. He ends up awkwardly holding them. He takes a closer 
look at her face.) Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 
BEATRICE. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
BENEDICK. I will not desire that. 
BEATRICE. You have no reason; I do it freely. Anyway I came here for 
cheese. 
BENEDICK. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is wronged. 
BEATRICE. (Stops dead in her tracks; considers him.) Ah, how much 
might the man deserve of me that would right her! 
BENEDICK. Is there any way to show such friendship? 
BEATRICE. A very even way, but no such friend. 
BENEDICK. May a man do it? 
BEATRICE. It is a man's office, but not yours. 
BENEDICK. I do love nothing in the world so well as you: is not that 
strange? 
BEATRICE. 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. 
BENEDICK. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 
BEATRICE. Do not swear, and eat it. 
BENEDICK. I will swear by it that you love me; and I will make him eat 
it that says I love not you. 
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BEATRICE. Will you not eat your word? 
BENEDICK. With no sauce that can be devised to it. I protest I love thee. 
BEATRICE. Why, then, God forgive me! 
BENEDICK. What offense, sweet Beatrice? 
BEATRICE. You have stayed me in a happy hour: I was about to protest I 
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 anything for thee. 
BEATRICE. Kill Claudio. (Long pause.) 
BENEDICK. Take a beat there. 
BEATRICE. What? 
BENEDICK. A beat, a beat—this is…this is getting too close, too 
dangerous. 
BEATRICE. It’s always a little dangerous. 
BENEDICK. Always? Hardly. But just now… 
BEATRICE. What about before? 
BENEDICK. Hmm? 
BEATRICE. Just before, just a moment ago when I said I loved you, was 
that not dangerous? 
BENEDICK. I suppose… 
BEATRICE. Because here it is. Here we are. We have nothing left, no 
barriers to hide behind. No cloak of wit to shade the clear blue of our eyes. 
Just…this. 
BENEDICK. So. 
BEATRICE. So. Kill Claudio. 
BENEDICK. Ha! I… 
BEATRICE. Eat his heart in the marketplace. (Smiles.) I would. 
BENEDICK. I don’t believe you. 
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BEATRICE. Want me to take it again? 
BENEDICK. Sure. 
BEATRICE. (More aggressive.) I would eat his heart in the marketplace. 
BENEDICK. (Teasing.) It’s almost there. 
BEATRICE. (Starting to pace.) Are you directing me? 
BENEDICK. I don’t know. Maybe. Do you want me to? 
BEATRICE. (Pause.) What is it you’re not buying? 
BENEDICK. I don’t know; it’s lacking something. 
BEATRICE. So once more. 
BENEDICK. With feeling. 
BEATRICE. (Hesitating, testing.) I would—I would… But before. 
BENEDICK. Before… 
BEATRICE. You believed me before. When I said that I loved you. 
BENEDICK. Yes, that I believed. 
BEATRICE. Perhaps you think me capable of one thing but not another. 
BENEDICK. I’m not certain. I… 
BEATRICE. You are a soldier. 
BENEDICK. I am. I was. 
BEATRICE. And you’ve known many a soldier like yourself. 
BENEDICK. Well, not exactly like my— 
BEATRICE. You’ve known them. You’ve looked them in the eyes. 
You’ve seen their spark. Their divine fire. 
BENEDICK. I suppose you could say that. 
BEATRICE. So? 
BENEDICK. I mean, there’s certainly a spark there, yes. (Beatrice holds 
her hands out expectantly.) Give me that sin again. 
BEATRICE. (Full-out.) I would eat his heart in the marketplace! (They 
are silent for a moment, Beatrice breathing heavily.) 
BENEDICK. By this hand, I love thee. (Holds up a hand. Beatrice steps 
forward and takes him by the wrist, pushing him back.) 
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BEATRICE. Use it for my love some other way than by swearing by it. 
BENEDICK. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio hath wronged 
Hero? (Benedick winces as Beatrice bends his hand back, but he’s 
enjoying it.) 
BEATRICE. Take two. 
BENEDICK. Claudio hath wronged Hero. 
BEATRICE. Mmhmm… 
BENEDICK. (Takes Beatrice’s other wrist, pushes her back in a kind of 
dance.) He is in the height a villain, that hath slandered, scorned, 
dishonored your kinswoman. 
BEATRICE. Yes. 
BENEDICK. What, bear her in hand until they come to take hands— 
BEATRICE. Yes. Yes, you see. Sweet Hero! She is wronged, she is 
slandered, she is undone. 
BENEDICK. She is. 
BEATRICE. She is. 
BENEDICK. (Pushes her against a wall.) Enough. I am engaged. I will 
challenge him. (Pause.) So who’s the top in this scenario? 
BEATRICE. We’ll just have to do it standing up. (Beatrice turns 
Benedick around, shoving him against the wall and kissing him 
aggressively. They continue, playing the “who’s on top” game until 
Benedick holds her aloft over the floor, still making out.) 
DON PEDRO. (DON PEDRO enters, surveying the scene with vague, 
amused interest. He watches for a moment, but eventually decides to say 
something.) I wonder that you will still be snogging, Signior Benedick: 
somebody marks you. 
BEATRICE. (Benedick abruptly drops Beatrice with a thud and 
scrambles over her to greet the prince. She lays there, making a face of 
resignation.) That tracks. 
DON PEDRO. I suppose I have no one to blame but myself. 



KILL CLAUDIO! 

 25 

BENEDICK. Blame for what, your majesty? 
BEATRICE. Ha! 
DON PEDRO. For this public display of delayed gratification. 
BEATRICE. Is that all? 
BENEDICK. (Noticing Beatrice.) Uhhh…why don’t you and I go chat 
someplace else? 
BEATRICE. No, don’t bother. (Stands up.) I’m leaving. I’m leaving! 
Look at me go. (She exits. A beat. She returns, grabs the mozzarella 
cheese, holds it aloft, and then exits again.) 
DON PEDRO. How fares the lady? 
BENEDICK. Sad that she is not sick and merry that she is not moral. 
DON PEDRO. So soon hereafter, bearing her yoke. 
BENEDICK. Look, I—whatever do you mean by that? 
DON PEDRO. Sighing away Sundays. 
BENEDICK. You’re giving me a headache. 
DON PEDRO. No, that’s the champagne you’ve been snorting. 
BENEDICK. Did you know all along? 
DON PEDRO. That you loved her? Yes. 
BENEDICK. No, I was talking about… You did? 
DON PEDRO. You’re a pretty pair of babies, really. You’d be swimming 
around blowing bubbles at each other for the rest of eternity if we hadn’t 
stepped in. 
BENEDICK. You’re probably right. I’d end up married to some bromidic, 
glass-eyed stick of a thing whose only trick was to turn and curtsy and say 
“as it please you, papi,” and never provoke me, never summon me to 
contest, never push me to remonstrance, never turn me over and flip me 
upside-down like a pancake. 
DON PEDRO. (Beat.) Uh…huh. Well yes, my point exactly. 
BENEDICK. You asked for her hand once. Ursula told me. 
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DON PEDRO. I’d be a damn fool, Benedick—a damn fool not to at least 
try. Women like Beatrice only show up once in a great while, like a comet 
near Neptune. So much fire in her she could light up the galaxy from such 
a far off point that we’d all be pink with burns. I never thought she’d 
accept, of course. But lord help me, I had to try. 
BENEDICK. Lord help you. 
DON PEDRO. (Goes to the bar and starts to make himself a sandwich.) 
You know, for someone who was just devouring the face of his beloved, 
you seem rather dour. Anything on your mind, chum? 
BENEDICK. On my— (He gestures at everything around him.) You just 
had to do it, didn’t you? Little prince busybody and the buzzing bee in his 
bonnet. (From this point, Don Pedro thinks they are discussing his 
matchmaking interference with Benedick and Beatrice, but Benedick is 
trying to confront him about Hero’s disrupted wedding.) 
DON PEDRO. Good alliteration. 
BENEDICK. Thank you. You know, not everything requires interference. 
DON PEDRO. Well if I didn’t, who would? 
BENEDICK. It doesn’t have to be up to you! It oughtn’t! 
DON PEDRO. Look, I thought I was doing us all a favor. 
BENEDICK. All? Us all? The collective? 
DON PEDRO. Well, sure. Too many miscommunications, too many 
misunderstandings. A farce, really. (Starts chewing casually on his 
sandwich.) 
BENEDICK. (Aggressively grabs Don Pedro’s sandwich and takes a 
large, angry bite.) Uunggh! 
DON PEDRO. What now? 
BENEDICK. (Incredibly muffled; food flies out.) Misunderstandings? 
MISUNDERSTANDINGS! 
DON PEDRO. Hey, that’s my sandwich! (Benedick hurries to shove the 
rest of the sandwich in his mouth, walking quickly around as he takes 
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bites, food flecks flying through the air. Don Pedro follows him around as 
he speaks.) Is it such a crime that I’d like to see my friends happy? Settled, 
well-advised, and happy? 
BENEDICK. (Still chewing; this is mostly muffled.) Who are you to 
decide what on earth “happy” means? 
DON PEDRO. Are you upset I proposed to Beatrice? I told you; it was 
more a challenge to myself than anything. I think she’s wonderful for you. 
She was always for you. If you two weren’t too hard-headed to see it— 
(Benedick pauses and spits some of the sandwich at Don Pedro who 
squints and brushes himself off.) Benedick, to be merry best becomes you. 
But then you knew that. 
BENEDICK. DO I? 
DON PEDRO. Oh, Benedick. Do not mistake me. I believe in the 
prerogative of my power, but I will do anything for my friends. Tell me 
how I have wronged thee, so that I may atone forthwith. (Benedick looks 
as though he is pondering something and lets out a deep, heavy sigh. He 
picks up a champagne bottle, examines it, and gulps it down. Don Pedro 
smiles, shaking his head fondly.) Gone are the days of unbruised youth 
with unstuffed brains, eh, my boy? Care is ever more keeping watch in our 
crinkled eyes. Take that distempered head of yours and get yourself a 
nappy-nap. (Don Pedro pats Benedick on the shoulder and exits.) 
BENEDICK. (Making a face about the sandwich.) Blech. Mayonnaise. 
(Marching out while muttering.) What self-respecting Italian man puts 
mayonnaise on a caprese sandwich… (Lights out.)   
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SCENE 4: “Ghostie Whostie Woo” 
  
Blackout. Moody music plays through entire scene. Deep red lights come 
slowly up on Hero, who is standing center stage looking like death warmed 
over, with ghostly makeup and a shroud of black. For a moment there is 
only her and the music as it plays. She points spookily out at the audience. 
Beatrice enters and looks at Hero for a moment as the music fades. 
 
BEATRICE. No.  
HERO. What? 
BEATRICE. This is your big idea? You look ridiculous. 
HERO. I look like… (She flaps her arms.) you know. 
BEATRICE. You look like the not-so-Blithe Spirit. 
HERO. I’m a ghost. 
BEATRICE. You look like Casper’s simple stepsister. 
HERO. It’s ominous. I’m haunting him. (Starts to bob around ethereally.) 
BEATRICE. Jacob Marley called. He wants his scene chewing back. 
HERO. I’ll just be far away…in the dark… 
BEATRICE. There you were, standing there all along. 
HERO. Oooooogely-boooooogely. 
BEATRICE. Like Hamlet’s father. (Hero drops her act, looking 
affronted. Beatrice grins at her. Hero raises her arms and comes after 
Beatrice, who lets out a merry yelp and is chased off the stage by Hero. 
Lights down.) 
 

 
SCENE 5: “An Ass.” 

  
Lights up as Dogberry and Verges march onstage. Dogberry stops 
abruptly, causing Verges to bump into him, but Dogberry doesn’t notice. 
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DOGBERRY. Preposition: if a man’s first step is to extinguish what is 
true from what is false, he is already in a trap. As soon as thought reflects 
on itself, what it first discovers is a conflagration. 
VERGES. A what now, my good man? 
DOGBERRY. Good neighbor Verges, do you mind? I’m mid-debauch. 
VERGES. Oh, dearie me. Do continue. 
DOGBERRY. If we insert that all is true we insist the truth of the contrary 
aggression and comprehensively the falsity of our own thesis. And if one 
says that all one thought in the first place was false, that knowledge in 
itself is also false. For if we depose that solely the dissertation opposed to 
ours is false or else that solely ours is not false, we are nevertheless forced 
to admit a mind-boggling number of true or false judgments. 
VERGES. So what you’re saying is that there isn’t anything we know 
isn’t something we can know at all for sure. Id est, we may not know a 
truly guilty man from a regular one. But we feel we’d like to decide on one 
or the other anyway. 
DOGBERRY. That must be true. And it also mustn’t. And on and on ad 
infinitum. 
VERGES. A vicious and dizzying circle indeed. 
DOGBERRY. It is ours, Verges my man, to constantly ponder and 
prospificate over such matters. We are caught up in a whirligig of moral 
ceruloplasmin. And are we not officers? 
VERGES. Go to! 
DOGBERRY. Ones who know the law? 
VERGES. Go to! 
DOGBERRY. And rich fellows enough! 
VERGES. (Less enthusiastically.) Go…to. 
DOGBERRY. Householders are we (at least I am), and folk who have two 
gowns and everything handsome about them. And what is more, I am as 
pretty a piece of flesh as any in Messina. (He struts his stuff around the 
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stage, interacting with the audience, and devolving into a sort of strip 
tease. This may be ad-libbed a bit by the actor.) Is this not the prettiest 
clavicle as any in Messina? Is this not the prettiest kneecap as any in 
Messina? Is this not the prettiest pectoral as any in Messina? Is this not the 
prettiest belly button as any in Messina? Is this not the finest ass as any in 
all Messina? (He twerks along the stage, getting a rise out of the audience. 
Music to shake your booty to. The cast sans Don John pops out on the 
stage to shake their groove thang for a moment, with particular emphasis 
on the booty. Dogberry ad-libs rating their booties. Music goes on until 
Dogberry calls for it to “STOP.” And then it stops abruptly. As the cast 
boogies on out, just as he still has the audience in the palm of his hand, 
Dogberry shouts out.) O, that someone had been here to write down dat 
ass! (Slaps tush.) Ahh, with a hey nonny nonny and a hey hey hey, lawd 
but it be a blessed day. 
VERGES. Not so blessed. Didn’t you hear? 
DOGBERRY. Good Verges, you seem posed to rain on my parade. Pray, 
desist. 
VERGES. Ah, but that’s the very thing. What sort of good officers can we 
be if we let a good mood halt the way of truth asserted? 
DOGBERRY. I don’t mean to embarrass you, but I believe you mean 
“inserted.” 
VERGES. (Beat; shakes head as though to clear it.) Word is that young 
lass who was to marry today perished of a grieved heart. 
DOGBERRY. The very lass that was to marry Claudio? 
VERGES. The same. 
DOGBERRY. Then woe and woe and woe again! Why did you let me 
carry on so and shake my bodacious booty in such an alluring manner, 
with such a foul wind on yonder hill? 
VERGES. I may dare say, come rain or shine, everybody loves a good 
boogie. 
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DOGBERRY. My neighbor, you are as honest as the skin ‘twixt your 
brows. (Claudio and Don Pedro enter, laughing and jesting.) He looks 
mighty merrily for one who lost a bride today. 
VERGES. And the prince a friend. (Dogberry and Verges stand in the 
way of Claudio and Don Pedro, who look surprised.) 
CLAUDIO. Ah, good neighbor Verges! Good officer Dogberry. Good den 
to you both. 
VERGES. Don’t “good neighbor” me, you puffed and pimply popinjay. 
CLAUDIO. (Laughing.) Here are the two, good prince, whom I coted on 
my way from the church. 
DON PEDRO. And a wise and wagging set of philosophers they. 
DOGBERRY. Hear you, my lords— 
CLAUDIO. Perhaps another time, old boy. We are in a bit of a rush. 
Heard tell of a bevy of beautiful gals arriving in the market just ripe for 
colonizing. New earths. New mounds. New caverns. (He and Don Pedro 
laugh jovially.) 
VERGES. Are you so hasty now? Well! Well well well. (Verges and 
Dogberry turn about in huffy circles.) 
DOGBERRY. I say—despite what I might definitively know as false even 
within the moment I know it to be true—that thou art a villain! 
CLAUDIO. Me? A villain? Good neighbor, what— 
VERGES. Ay, a villain, a very slanderous one. And how I thought just 
earlier this noon how affable, how earnest, how devastatingly handsome 
with such excellent posture… 
DON PEDRO. Are we about to have our noses tweaked by two beef-
witted flap-dragons? 
DOGBERRY. Beef-witted!... Sir! If you were not a prince, sir, I’d— 
DON PEDRO. Oh, do go on. 
DOGBERRY. I’d say that I challenge you but since I can’t challenge you, 
here I stand, but oh, I’ll be standing here thinking that if only my place 
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were higher I could challenge you and though your fence be better-
practiced and the bloom of youth and lustihood be on your cheek, I would 
most readily and heartily challenge you which I won’t because I can’t, but 
oh, if I could… 
DON PEDRO. Oh, for the love of—is this about Hero? My dear lords, 
you do prove yourselves most gallant in service of what you may think 
was a young and innocent maid, but believe us, we have the very proof 
that she was indeed a wanton. (Dogberry stands, for once lost for speech, 
making balking sounds.) 
CLAUDIO. Now if you’ll excuse us, masters. We have some coin to 
spend and seed to sow! (Claudio and Don Pedro exit.)  
DOGBERRY. (Delivered half to the non-present prince and count, half to 
Verges.) Puh! Puh! Never fleer and jest at me. I speak not like a dotard nor 
a fool. Nay! “Beef-witted flap-dragon,” indeed. I’ll flap his dragon! I am 
under privilege to boast of what I have done being young and yet not so 
young I can’t grow a full beard on my face. What I were to do ‘twere I in 
my dotage, then would my wisdom wag, and care not who it sported! Oh, 
I’d lay my reverence aside and make a woodcock of the pair of them! And 
them with the bruise of war on their cheeks, to brush aside the trial of a 
man. I! I am such a man! Who does hope that he serves God, and who, 
under that God, will charge the prince and the count Claudio with a mighty 
offense! 
VERGES. And just what offense have they committed? 
DOGBERRY. I—I— (Pause.) I know not, but let’s to the Sexton. 
Somewhere in his library of law and its historical breakers there has got to 
be a law against…I don’t know…walking down the left side of the road on 
a Sunday. (Dogberry stalks off, exiting.) 
VERGES. (Does a little jig and sings.) This carol they began that hour/ 
with a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino/ How that a life was but a flower/ in 
springtime, the only pretty ring time/ when birds do sing, hey ding a ding, 
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ding/ Sweet lovers love the spring. (He flourishes and exits. No light 
change; music.) 
  

 
SCENE 6: “Fish on a Hook” 

  
Benedick enters and sits, staring the audience down. He is in no mood. 
Claudio and Don Pedro enter. 
   
CLAUDIO. (To Benedick.) We have been up and down to seek thee; for 
we are high-proof melancholy and would fain have it beaten away. Wilt 
thou use thy wit? 
BENEDICK. It is in my scabbard: shall I draw it? 
DON PEDRO. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side? 
CLAUDIO. Never any did so, though very many have been beside their 
wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do the minstrels; draw, to pleasure us. 
DON PEDRO. As I am an honest man, he looks pale. Art thou sick, or 
angry? 
CLAUDIO. What, courage, man! What though care killed a cat, thou hast 
mettle enough in thee to kill care. 
BENEDICK. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, and you charge it 
against me. I pray you choose another subject. 
CLAUDIO. Nay, then, give him another staff: this last was broke cross. 
DON PEDRO. By this light, he changes more and more: I think he be 
angry indeed. 
CLAUDIO. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 
BENEDICK. Shall I speak a word in your ear? 
CLAUDIO. God bless me from a challenge! 
BENEDICK. You are a villain; I jest not: I will make it good how you 
dare, with what you dare, and when you dare. Do me right, or I will protest 
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your cowardice. You have killed a sweet lady, and her death shall fall 
heavy on you. Let me hear from you. 
CLAUDIO. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good cheer. 
DON PEDRO. What, a feast, a feast? 
CLAUDIO. In faith, I thank him; he hath bid me to a calf's head and a 
capon; the which if I do not carve most curiously, say my knife's naught. 
Shall I not find a woodcock too? 
BENEDICK. Sir, your wit ambles well; it goes easily. 
DON PEDRO. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit the other day. I 
said, thou hadst a fine wit: 'True,' said she, 'a fine little one.' 'No,' said I, 'a 
great wit:' 'Right,' says she, 'a great gross one.' 'Nay,' said I, 'a good wit:' 
'Just,' said she, 'it hurts nobody.'  
CLAUDIO. For the which she wept heartily and said she cared not. 
DON PEDRO. Yea, that she did: but yet, for all that, and if she did not 
hate him deadly, she would love him dearly: Hero told us all. 
CLAUDIO. All, all; and, moreover, God saw him when he was hid in the 
garden. 
DON PEDRO. But when shall we set the savage bull's horns on the 
sensible Benedick's head? 
CLAUDIO. Yea, and text underneath, 'Here dwells Benedick the married 
man'? 
BENEDICK. (Grabs Claudio; shoves him against the wall.) Fare you 
well, boy: you know my mind. I will leave you now to your gossip-like 
humour: you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which God be 
thanked, hurt not. My lord, for your many courtesies I thank you: I must 
discontinue your company: you have among you killed a sweet and 
innocent lady. For my Lord Lackbeard there, he and I shall meet: and, till 
then, peace be with him. (Exits.)  
DON PEDRO. He is in earnest.  
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CLAUDIO. In most profound earnest; and, I'll warrant you, for the love of 
Beatrice. 
DON PEDRO. And hath challenged thee. 
CLAUDIO. Most sincerely. 
DON PEDRO. What a pretty thing man is when he goes in his doublet 
and hose and leaves off his wit! (Lights out; music.) 
 

 
SCENE 7: “A Running Lapwing” 

 
Lights up. There is a bed and a modest though cluttered setting with a 
comically oversized poster of Beatrice and Benedick on the wall; this is 
Benedick’s bedroom. Benedick enters and stands for a second before 
flopping face-forward onto his mattress. Benedick lets out a loud scream 
into his mattress. After a beat, he rolls over, lying on his back. 
 
BENEDICK. I was never built to be a soldier. I hardly was one, really. 
Once the higher-ups found out I was a weaver of words and a bender of 
wit, they kept me out of the action as an “idea man.” But I didn’t really 
have those either. I just have ceaseless babbling capacities. (Sits up.) It all 
began when I was born a month too soon. You see, ma was sitting in the 
windowsill and a woman walked by with simply the most lurching, 
ghoulish chapeau mama had ever witnessed in her twenty-three years of 
life. My father, the tenth-most popular oboist in Padua, had to deliver me 
at home with the help of a gregarious Red Angus cow herderess and a 
rolling pin designer named Josiah. My first memory was the rolling pin 
designer arguing with the cow herderess over a story he told about his 
grandfather who one morning ate an awning to impress a chic, recherché 
lady of his acquaintance who went for gents that were mysterious. The 
cow herderess thought it was utter bollocks. I stopped crying to listen, and 
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under that was I born. (He stands, walking in a rhythmic way over to a 
desk in his room, where he lights a cigarette. He smokes it thoughtfully, 
striking a philosophical pose.) I later learned that the hat that had so 
startled my mother into premature labor had also caused nine divorces and 
three runaway horses. Just goes to show you the power fashion can have 
on people. And equines. 
DOGBERRY. (Abruptly, Dogberry bursts in. He is out of breath, his 
walking stick swinging by his side. He stumbles over to Benedick and 
grabs him by the collar.) I heard through the pumpkin vine that you are to 
engage with that absolute egg, Count Claudio. 
BENEDICK. (No idea who this strange little person is.) You heard it? 
DOGBERRY. A little pig told me. 
BENEDICK. My excellent neighbor…uh… 
DOGBERRY. (Straightening up; saluting chaotically.) Master Constable 
Dogberry at your service, sirrah. 
BENEDICK. Constable. Ah. 
DOGBERRY. And you sir, are Signor Benedick. 
BENEDICK. I—yes, that’s— 
DOGBERRY. A pleasure to make your conveyance, sir. And a right 
singular residence this is. 
BENEDICK. I mean, it’s fine. You know I don’t actually live he—re… 
DOGBERRY. (Dogberry turns and stares at Benedick, who smiles back 
insecurely.) You gonna finish that? 
BENEDICK. I—oh. (He hands his cigarette to Dogberry, who starts 
puffing on it, pacing the room. The two men pace along the same plane 
and pass the cigarette between them as they speak.) 
DOGBERRY. Are you a good man, and true? 
BENEDICK. I hope I am, sir. 
DOGBERRY. I will make a note that you hope you are. I am sure that 
hope will not prove a punishment.                                                                                                                 
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BENEDICK. It often does, alas. Hope in itself is a sort of punishment, I 
think. 
DOGBERRY. Indeed yes, sir. Hope is a demon harpy. Now about it: you 
are to conflagrate with the count on account of his countless malefactions, 
is this correct? 
BENEDICK. That sounds very close to correct. 
DOGBERRY. And very right and very true, for he is a deceiver and a 
rapscallion of the highest order. 
BENEDICK. What wrong has he done to you, Master Constable? 
DOGBERRY. (Clearing his throat.) Marry sir, he has boasted about his 
fencing prowess. Thirdly, he has walked down the left side of the street on 
a Sunday. Thirteenth and lastly, he laughed at a lady’s untimely end. 
Moreover, he insulted my years, and to conclude, he…well, he… (Pause, 
ruffled.) He is nought but a scurvy worm! 
BENEDICK. I agree with the scurvy worm part. 
DOGBERRY. I can see that you do. (Starts to get excited, jumping 
around the room and using his cane as a sword.) To speak sooth, I’m still 
working out what his offenses may have been. I know he was here as a 
boy. Lord knows what he got up to. But I have to find a solid, legal reason 
to go after him myself. So you’ll fight him! You’ll take him what for and 
teach him what’s what! You’ll subdivide him. You’ll make him feel a 
draft. You’ll send him off to join the choir invisible! You’ll turn him out, 
run him through, bend him over! You’ll shuffle off his mortal coil just 
after I make him bear the whips and scorns of time, the oppressor’s wrong, 
the proud man’s contumely, the pangs of disprized love, the law’s delay, 
the insolence of office, and the spurns that patient merit of the unworthy 
takes. You’ll make him fly to that undiscovered country from whose 
bourne no traveler returns, all right. You’ll make that mingia bag of noise 
an ex-Florentine! 
BENEDICK. Look, it’s not that simple. 
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DOGBERRY. What’s so complicated? That man is wrong, you’re right, 
and so you stick a point into him. 
BENEDICK. He’s a friend. Sort of. Mostly a bit of a gnat, really. But an 
endearing one. At least, he’s always been decent to me. 
DOGBERRY. And you don’t think the soldiers you killed in the war had 
friends? Brothers? Pet hamsters named Leopold? 
BENEDICK. But that’s just it, I didn’t really do much of the actual 
fighting. I’m not the “Signor Mountanto” people claim me to be. In fact, I 
got that nickname from quite a different place entirely. (Dogberry looks at 
Benedick quizzically and Benedick makes a lewd action/ mimes a lady 
being on top while he thrusts upward. Dogberry never quite understands, 
staring blankly, and after a quite lot of effort including getting on the bed 
to mime a lengthy and athletic sexual act, Benedick gives up.) So you see, 
I’m about the soldier you are. 
DOGBERRY. Me, sirrah? 
BENEDICK. (Instant regret.) That is—I mean—. 
DOGBERRY. (Dogberry becomes agitated, moving about the room 
swinging his stick, and Benedick starts to feel as though he’s being chased. 
By the end of the diatribe, they end up on the bed, Benedick lying down 
with Dogberry standing over him, straddling him triumphantly.) Me, sir? 
You beandrake! Why, I have passed most disordered chances, moving 
accidents by hill and dale, made hair-breadth scapes from the very maw of 
steamy, bowel-spitted disaster, forged across the imminent deadly breach, 
been taken captive by indolent foe, sold to slavery (that one wasn’t that 
bad, as I ended up in a brothel.) crossed antres vast and deserts idle, 
through rock and stone and razor-sharp ditch wherein my eye could not 
blink to heaven, through the caverns of the cannibal and the grottos of the 
Gorgon, and by dem did I split clean and sweet straight through the 
Portugee with a thrust so mighty his ancestors felt the sting. A soldier? 
Nay: I AM A CONSTABLE! 
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BENEDICK. All right, all right, and so you are. And what a…seasoned 
and well-traveled constable you are for someone who took a station in 
Messina of all places. 
DOGBERRY. Darn tootin’. 
BENEDICK. Well, so what do you suggest I do? I’m having a hard time 
gripping the temerity necessary to put my comrade to a point. 
DOGBERRY. If you find him to be as scurvy as you say, then I suppose 
what you need is a touch more in motivation. Perhaps the love of a woman 
might move you. But where to find a woman around here… (Puts his 
hands on his hips and paces the room, searching it as if to find a woman in 
the wallpaper and stares without reaction at the oversized poster, leaning 
beside it.) 
BENEDICK. As it happens, I have the love of a woman. 
DOGBERRY. A good woman, and true? 
BENEDICK. The best and truest of all women. She makes me want to be 
better, you see. To reach higher. To get up off my couch and be curious 
about the world and leap and look like a youngling deer. She was always 
clever. Always sparkling with that divine Promethean fire that flashed 
from the ocean of her eyes. I could hardly keep up with her. She is the 
books, the arts, the academes that show, contain, and nourish all the world. 
I hurt her once, long ago. I was an idiot. I’m still an idiot I suppose, but I 
shall do what it takes to show myself worthy of her. And she wants 
Claudio dead. 
DOGBERRY. Then it must be done. 
BENEDICK. It must. Beatrice wills it. And where Beatrice wills will I. 
DOGBERRY. Then it’s very simple: 
BENEDICK. He’s wrong, I’m right. 
BENEDICK and DOGBERRY. So I/ you stick a point in him. (Dogberry 
pats Benedick on the back.) 
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DOGBERRY. There’s a lad. Now let’s go and see about your 
repossession. 
BENEDICK. My what? 
DOGBERRY. Your reprehension. 
BENEDICK. Try that one more time. 
DOGBERRY. You know, your… (He demonstrates a tricky fencing 
move.) 
BENEDICK. Oh! My riposte! Good lad! (Exits.) 
DOGBERRY. (Muttering.) Fancy bloke from Padua owns fancy fencing 
dictionary. (Exits. Lights out, music for change. **In the blackout, DON 
JOHN will enter. In the darkness, he will light his cigarette. That is the cue 
to bring the lights up to red.) 
  

 
SCENE 8: “Coy Wild Haggard of the Rock” 

  
Fog pours onto the stage and a dark and sexy figure walks on in a wide-
brimmed hat that conceals his face. Then, as the song goes on, he lifts his 
chin, revealing his face. It is Don John, dark prince and bastard brother of 
Don Pedro. Don John poses in the middle of the room, very coolly lighting 
a cigarette and standing there looking suave as can be. As he does so, 
Hero and Ursula enter, running around the stage and fangirling over him. 
 
HERO and URSULA. IT’S HIM! (Run.) DON JOHN! (Run.) IT’S DON 
JOHN! (Run.) HERE HE IS! 
HERO. Don John the bastard. (Hero punches Don John squarely in the 
face. He clutches his jaw as she jumps around, shaking her hand in pain.) 
Good criminy and all of St. Genevieve’s constituents! 
URSULA. Worth it, I say. 
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DON JOHN. Christ, what was that for? (Hero and Ursula look at him, 
dumbfounded, as though they can’t believe he could possibly be in the 
dark.) Right. Yes. 
URSULA. You’re lucky that’s all she did to you, you—you—instigator. 
HERO. Provocateur. 
URSULA. You incendiary nuisance and meddler. 
HERO. You hellion ringleader and rabble-rouser. 
URSULA. You right sparkplug! You mischief-maker. 
HERO. You punk! You agitator! You knave! 
DON JOHN. Well come now, ladies. Now you’re just making me blush. 
HERO. What exactly are you doing back here? Last I heard you had fled 
to San Leo. Let your friends stay here and get arrested. Right fink, you are.  
DON JOHN. You heard right. About the San Leo part. 
HERO. My question stands. 
DON JOHN. It was a resolution not to my liking, so I’ve come back. It 
didn’t feel…satisfying. (Grins like a Cheshire cat.) 
HERO. Not satisfying? You got him to break up our wedding, you 
beandrake! 
DON JOHN. (Studying her, taking a beat.) I think you may have 
discovered by now that that was for the best. 
HERO. Are you suggesting you did me some kind of favor?  
DON JOHN. I’m not suggesting anything; I did do you a favor. At least 
where Claudio is concerned. As for the aspersions and scandalmongering 
laid on your head, I do apologize. I intend to begin spreading a new rumor 
about town involving Hero’s honor. That is, to whomever will listen to a 
scheming bastard who is currently on the lam. 
HERO. Hm. It’s a start, I suppose. 
URSULA. If you’re expecting a thank you, you’re not going to get that 
from us! 
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DON JOHN. Not at all. No thanks necessary. I didn’t do it for the lass; I 
had my own reasons. 
URSULA. Which were? 
DON JOHN. (Pointing to a place offstage.) I hate that guy. 
CLAUDIO. (Pops in to wave.) Hello! (Pops back out.) 
URSULA. What providence. We hate him too. 
HERO. So you came back for Claudio? 
DON JOHN. I have ideas… flaying for one… 
HERO. Oh, I have the perfect razors. My friend Nerissa says it is now the 
fashion in Venice for women to shave their legs, but I think she’s off her 
rocker. They haven’t even been touched. (Exposes her leg and runs a hand 
over it.) Nice and hairy… 
URSULA. Sharp. 
HERO. Sharp. I mean nice and sharp… (Still running her hand over her 
leg.) 
URSULA. You’re a special flower. 
DON JOHN. It would appear I underestimated you. 
HERO. Who, me? Leonato’s Hero? Claudio’s Hero? Every man’s Hero? 
DON JOHN. (Smiling.) I like you, lass. 
HERO. You do? 
DON JOHN. I can see yet without spectacles. Do you question me, as an 
honest man should do, for my simple true judgment? 
HERO. No. I think you’re right. And possibly a very keen judge of 
character. I know you’re right. Of course you are. It’s not the details of the 
lie or the way it was told, it’s that he believed it. He knew me; he had seen 
my heart. I thought he loved me, revered me, would defer to me in the 
years to come, would seek my counsel through calamities and disasters, 
would cherish my wisdom, would trust that I held him more dear than 
anyone in my company. And he believed it. So readily, so swiftly. So yes, 
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Don John the Bastard: you were right. And I think…yes, I’m grateful. 
(Beat.) What is happening? 
DON JOHN. Sigh no more, ladies—sigh no more. We three shall a merry 
band make. 
URSULA. Now, hold on: we’re already jumping to picking teams? Is this 
volleyball? (And it had better not be, because I hate volleyball; it hurts my 
arms.) How do we know we can trust you? 
DON JOHN. (Leaning toward Ursula; it is kinda hot.) I suppose you 
don’t, but I think I have proven myself no flatterer. I am nothing if not a 
plain-dealing villain. I don’t make it a habit to sing in my cage. If I had my 
mouth, I would bite. If I had my liberty (traces thumb on her lower lip.) I 
would do my liking. And what I’d like to do is make a feast of that most 
exquisite Claudio. 
URSULA. (Breathless.) Od’s bodkins… 
DON JOHN. C’mon. Whaddya say we chop him into messes?  
HERO. Ursula! 
URSULA. Look, you ain’t standin’ where I’m standin’. 
DON JOHN. And you stand so well… (Ursula lets out a goofy, nervous, 
girlish giggle.) 
HERO. Look, did you come back here with a plan, Don Juan? 
DON JOHN. Not an exact plan, per se, but I am a resourceful and clever 
fellow. I am fast of foot and I like to think on them. My feet, I mean. 
URSULA. Feet can be nice. 
HERO. Ursula, get a hold of yourself. 
URSULA. I was just making an observation. 
HERO. So. We team up with you, make a plan, and carry it out. Then 
what? 
DON JOHN. Go get a celebratory drink at the pub and perhaps matching 
tattoos? 
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HERO. We won’t have to run away? Go into hiding someplace like 
(Shudders.) France? 
DON JOHN. Not if I have anything to do with it. J’ai une première 
édition de ‘Gargantua et Pantagruel.’ Tu veux la voir? 
URSULA. (Dreamily.) France can be nice, too. 
HERO. I hope you and feet and France and volleyball and Rebelais will 
be very happy together, but I intend to stay here in Messina with my father 
and my cats and my goat and my harp and my parrot Bartholemew. 
URSULA. Before we start all of this, you do know, don’t you, that you’re 
teaming up with ladies. 
DON JOHN. Oh, I am well aware of that. The more deadly sex. 
URSULA. Well, however true that may be, we are proper ladies. Meaning 
we were raised to…to stroke ferrets and take long walks in dappled 
sunlight with our Tibetan Mastiffs and apply perfume to our wrists and 
weave flowers through our hair and wander the moors in inclement 
weather only to be scooped up and carried home with scarlet fever looking 
pale and spectral and take care packages to orphans and attend matinees 
and make mouths in mirrors and stage incidents in which we are playing 
the virginals or the lute and are “caught unawares” by our gentleman 
suitors. “My my, Frederick! What are you doing here? And me, just 
fiddling at the keys. Oops, my pinafore fell open…” 
DON JOHN. Your point, my dear? 
HERO. Her point is, we were never taught to use a blade outside of 
spatchcocking a chicken. Oughtn’t we learn a little before we carry out our 
purpose? 
DON JOHN. Oh, my dear March-chick, there are so many, many other 
methods of massacre than the use of bilbo or blade. 
HERO. Of this I am aware, but you must understand, your excellency, that 
I do not merely wish to see Claudio fade away under the use of poison or 
find an accident at the foot of a cliff. I want to… I want to best him. 
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Overpower him. Humiliate him. And then, dear prince, I would like very 
much to watch the light fade from his eyes. 
DON JOHN. (He is overcome with awe and goes to kiss Hero’s hand in a 
gesture of respect and apology. Just as he bends, however, he changes his 
mind, kneels, and kisses the hem of her dress.) My lady, as you wish it, so 
it shall be done. (The three gather in a circle, placing hands in a stack in 
the center. They make eye contact, smile, and then at the same time chant:) 
DON JOHN, URSULA, HERO. Kill Claudio! (Blackout. Lights up; 
music.) 
 
Claudio crosses the stage. This moment can be performed differently every 
night, but the end result is always the same: Claudio cries over something 
innocuous that only a child would cry over. For example, he is joyfully 
walking along licking a lollipop and it falls, so he cries; he is 
skateboarding and trips, hurting his knee, and cries; he is drawing a 
picture and messes up and cries, etc. 
 

END OF ACT I 
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