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*Must be 13 years of age to have a Facebook profile.

Issue Theme:
Playing With 
Shakespeare

A letter to our readers,
How well do you know William Shakespeare? Have you studied his plays in class? 

Have you ever serenaded a fellow classmate with his poetry? Do you often share hot 

fudge sundaes with him in the park? Yes, we are actually asking you this. Because 

whether or not you’ve ever thought you knew Shakespeare and his work, now you 

have the opportunity to be a part of  it!

In the pages that follow, you will meet the man and read his words. We at READ 

have actually managed to go back in time, kidnap Will, bring him back to our time, 

and ... well ... he’s really into Facebook now. Read the story on page 4. It explains 

everything. 

When you’re finished with the story, be sure to read the play. It is an adaptation of  

Shakespeare’s Much Ado About Nothing. And when you’ve got all that and the Writing 

section under your belt, go to 

www.weeklyreader.com/ado

for details on how to experience a new, social network-style retelling of  the play on 

Facebook! 

In honor of  Shakespeare’s 447th birthday (April 23), READ is producing a live  

play of  Much Ado About Nothing over the course of  three days, starting on Tuesday, 

April 26. Think of  it as like buying a ticket to a performance, but the ticket is free! 

You can “friend” the characters from your Facebook profile and watch (and be a part 

of) the play as it unfolds. Live characters will be creating status updates and posting 

interesting links, images, and video. And you can interact with them all. Maybe even 

Shakespeare himself  will get involved!

Be sure to friend the characters before the play begins on April 26. There is a list of  

characters at www.weeklyreader.com/ado. Friend them all to experience the 

FULL story!

From quill to screen,

The editors of  READ magazine
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* vocab
DEVOID: lacking

BEHOOVE: benefit

PANDERING: catering to or profiting from the weaknesses 
or vices of others

for yourself. I’m done with it. There are only so many 
times you can be chased by dinosaurs in the past or 
fight aliens in the future before you get exhausted and 
realize … 2010 is the time for me.”

“I’m sorry … aliens?”
“Not the point, Bry. Here.” He tossed me a souped-

up calculator. 
“What’s this?” 
“That’s the time machine, fool! Just type in any 

date and location you want to visit—and poof ! You’re 
there. Don’t ask me how it works. It’s way too technical 
for a word guy like you to understand. Just make sure 
you hold on to it tight when you travel. You don’t want 
to lose it mid-trip and be stuck in the time vortex.”

It sure did look like an ordinary, run-of-the-mill 
calculator. The only difference was that it had letters 
as well as numbers. For a giggle, I humored him and 
typed in “downtown London, June 29, 1613,” because 
I knew something extraordinary had happened in 
literary history that night. Not surprisingly, though, 
nothing happened.

“Hit Enter,” Paul said and smiled. “And fasten your 
seat belt.”

I hit the button and Paul’s basement vanished 
in a whirlwind of  fantastic fluorescent colors. In a 
blink, I was standing amidst a group of  hundreds of  
men, and a few women, above some kind of  arena. 
They were all ranting and raving and throwing coins 
into a pit that was occupied by one sad, but furious, 
midsize brown bear. One of  his legs was chained to 
a post, and a pack of  howling dogs was attacking 
him. This was raw Elizabethan* sport in the flesh. It 
was awful. I pushed my way out through the crowd 
yelling “Shame on you!” but no one even turned a 
head. They were focused on the inhumane animal 
fight with bloodthirsty eyes. It was a different time, 
you see. So very, very different.

Understandably freaked out, I made a mad dash 
out of  the arena and into central London. There were 
mobs, merchants, and miscellaneous musicians. The 
general atmosphere was a mix of  joyous celebration 
and shameless pandering.

My style of  dress turned quite a few heads. One 
17th-century dude proclaimed, “What manner of  
fool is this?” Clutching the calculator, I bolted. 

I ran on thinking that I should get out of  there 
as fast as possible. I considered punching in my 
return date of  2010, but I took a deep breath and 
remembered: Shakespeare is here. Somewhere. I wasn’t 
going to pass up this impossible opportunity. 

I pulled myself  together and did some Dumpster 
diving behind a second-rate tailor’s shop. When I 
say “dumpster diving,” I am referring to a pile of  
rubbish. The 1600s were certainly cool, but they 
weren’t necessarily clean. Luckily, I found a decent 
pair of  faded gray-brown breeches, a slightly stained 
doublet, and a somewhat ratty jerkin.** “When in 
Rome,” I said to no one and changed quickly, though 
Rome was well over 1,000 miles away.

Donning my new garbage clothes, I stepped 
out into the street. How was I ever going to locate 
Shakespeare?

fiction

By Bryon Cahill 
Illustrations by Robert Barrett

William Shakespeare:  
Poet, Playwright, Time Traveler

The year was 1613. Well, no, that’s getting 
ahead of  myself  … or would it be behind 
myself ? I’m unsure. By the gods! Time travel 

is confusing! I shall begin anew.
The year this all started was 2010. I was busy 

working on an issue of  READ magazine that was 
to be (not “not to be”) entirely devoted to William 
Shakespeare. We had produced many Shakespeare 
issues in past years, but I wanted this one to be extra 
special. The question was, how?

The other editors and I toiled for many a weary  
day. We tossed around possible story ideas and 
reviewed old issues and new books; we even 
entertained the idea of  writing a fictional interview 
with the Bard. But it had all been done before. 
What we were looking for was an innovative 
way to approach the man whom many readers 
recognize as the greatest writer the world has ever 
known. Needless to say, the task that lay before us 
was daunting. 

Our first deadline came and went. We had 
nothing. Our second deadline was looming and 
still, nothing. In the publishing business, it is never 

wise to miss a deadline. People go berserk. You can 
imagine everyone’s frustration. The time was nigh! 
Something had to be done! Our minds were so 
frazzled with possibilities and devoid of  anything 
concrete that we decided it might behoove us to 
take a day off  from the madness. 

What follows is the absolutely, 100 percent, 
honest-to-goodness true story of  the events that 
unfolded on that day. Don’t ask me why we have 
labeled this “Fiction.” Such things are beyond my 
understanding. 

***
“You’re making this up!” I shouted at my friend 

Paul. We had been shooting pool in his basement 
for the better part of  the morning, and Paul had just 
won his third straight game of  eight ball when he 
told me what I thought to be the dumbest lie I had 
ever heard. 

“Why would I lie?” He casually racked the balls 
for a new game. “What would I have to gain?”

“You really expect me to believe that you’ve 
invented a time machine?”

“I don’t expect you to believe anything. Try it out 

*The Elizabethan era was the period marked by the reign of Queen Elizabeth, 
1558–1603. The activity described here is called bear-baiting.
**17th century clothing: breeches are knee-length trousers, often lavishly decorated; 
a doublet is a close-fitting outer garment, like a shirt, often sleeveless; and a jerkin is 
a sleeveless, fitted jacket
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“The soul of  this man is in his clothes!” a voice 
behind me said. I turned and dropped my jaw. It 
was the Bard himself. I would have recognized 
him anywhere. His silky, black hair flowed down 
into wavy curls on either side of  his face, and his 
prominent, overbearing forehead was even more 
regal than in the pictures I had seen on Google 
Images. What stupendous luck! I thought. 

“Good day,” he said, continuing on his merry 
way. 

I followed him too closely. I had no shame. He 
sensed my presence and stopped in his tracks. 

“Thought is free, friend,” he said. “Speak.”
“You are William Shakespeare,” I said, at last. He 

gazed at me, perplexed. The man, in his own time, 
was definitely not the superstar he is today and was 
therefore not used to the recognition.

“In body and in name, I am indeed.”
“But what’s in a name, right? Am I right? Ha. Ha, 

ha?” I laughed awkwardly as he continued to stare. 
“So, Will, what’s up?” My new companion tilted his 

“Is it? I have heard that the play is actually about 
Henry VIII. Why don’t you just call it that?” 

His countenance changed to a radiant glow, and 
he clapped me on the shoulder. “Thou art brilliant in 
your simplicity, sir! I will do so indeed! Hurry, let’s 
away! To the Globe!”

My stalling tactic had backfired. The cannon 
would undoubtedly still fire, and the Globe would 
burn. Except now, I might be responsible for the 
death of  William Shakespeare if  he were to attend. 
Or myself  for that matter! Something had to be 
done. I slyly reached for the calculator in my pocket. 
When he turned away from me, I promptly typed in 
“Boston, MA. December 11, 2010.” I jogged the few 
steps toward Will, wrapped my arms around him in 
a bear hug, and with one free thumb I pressed Enter 
on the time traveling calculator. Boom! Zoom! We 
were gone in a brilliant display of  light and color.

It was a bustling Saturday afternoon in Boston. 
This time of  year is filled with crazed holiday 
shoppers running around to get the best deals.

“This is such stuff  as dreams are made on!” Will 
said, unable to believe his eyes. 

“Yeah, about that. You’re not dreaming, Will. 
I have a confession to make. I’m sort of  a time 
traveler. Well, amateur time traveler, for sure, but 
still … I kidnapped you and brought you to the year 
2010. I hope you aren’t angry.” 

He looked at me, astounded. His 17th-century 
brain was processing information that would boggle 
any 21st-century scholar. As his wheels turned, a 
few passersby gave us queer looks. We were a pair, 
all right. No doubt we looked like two fools fresh 
from a Renaissance fair. 

“I’m very sorry. I don’t have time to explain, but 
I just could not let you go to the Globe tonight. This 
night ... in 1613, I mean … wow, time traveling is 
hard. Do you feel woozy too?” 

“Where we are—there are daggers in men’s 
smiles.” He was spellbound. He didn’t seem to care 
that I’d ripped him from his time, from his world, 
from his life. “There’s place and means for every 
man alive. Though this be not mine, I will revel in 
the holiday. Indeed, I have immortal longings in me. 
Where to, fair time bender?” 

Cool, I thought, he’s going with it. “Well, we should 
get off  the street for starters. I know a guy who lives 
around here. He’s a writer too. He may be the only 

one who would believe this crazy story.”
“What is to believe? Are we liars? Though I am not 

naturally honest, I am so sometimes by chance.” 
“As much as I do love your words of  wisdom, 

Will, let us, as you would say, away.”
My friend Jeff  lives in Newburyport, a suburb of  

Boston. As much as I wanted to give Will the grand 
tour, I wanted to get him somewhere safe first. I 
hailed a cab. Dumbfounded, the Bard got in and 
scooted over. I followed.

After an initial freak-out over the speed of  the 
cab, Will managed to calm down and marvel at 
the incredible sights that rushed past his window. 
“Pleasure and action make the hours seem short,” 
he said, and I nodded. He was being a real trouper. 
“What a spectacular mode of  transport!” he 
exclaimed with delight.

When we arrived at Jeff ’s apartment building, I 
gave the cabbie a generous tip. 

I rang the bell, and Jeff ’s voice came through the 
intercom. “Who is it?”

“What sorcery is this?!” Will shrieked. 
“What?” Jeff ’s voice again. 
“Jeff, it’s Bry. I’ve got … well … just ring us up.”
“Us?”
“Just hit the buzzer please, Jeff !” He did, and we 

walked up. Will still looked frazzled from the surprise 
of  the phantom voice that had come through the 
magic box on the wall. 

Jeff  opened his door and was surprised to see just 
me. Will was lingering down the hall a bit, and Jeff  
hadn’t spotted him yet. “Hey! What are you doing in 
Boston, man?”

Will cautiously stepped forward. “Jeff  Ives, meet 
William Shakespeare.”

“I don’t get it,” Jeff  said. “What’s the joke?”
“No joke. I sort of  time traveled and kidnapped 

him. No worries. He seems to be taking it well.”
“A pleasure to make your acquaintance, fellow 

wordsmith.” Will bowed a greeting.
“Sooo … are you going to let us in?” 
“Sure, sure. I’ll play along,” Jeff  said, and we 

entered his humble abode. We sat in his living room 

head toward the sky. I followed his 
gaze … up.

“Whatever do you mean? Your 
speech and accent are foreign. Do I 
know you, sir?”

“Well, no. No. Not exactly. I’m …” 
How to explain anything? “I’m an 
admirer of  your work. I fancy myself  
a writer as well, and I am currently 
working on a, um, story that will 
feature you.” I said story instead of  
magazine, as the first magazine in 
print wouldn’t be for another 100 
years or so.*

“A story about me? How enticing! 
Very well. Come along.” 

I followed him through the streets 
of  London. He had a sprightly step 
for a man of  49. I tried to forget the 
fact that he had only three more 
years to live. That information would 
do neither him nor me any good. 

As we walked, Will, as he didn’t 
seem to mind being called, pointed 
out the Blackfriars Theatre. “An 
excellent venue for my plays,” he 
said, “though certainly, my heart 

of  hearts lies with my beloved Globe Theatre. The 
actors there, the Lord Chamberlain’s Men, are 
truly the world’s greatest thespians. Their hearts 
are mighty, and their skins are whole.” A thought 
occurred to him. “Verily, let us, you and I, go to see a 
show at the Globe this afternoon. They are putting on 
a performance of  my play All Is True.”

“No!” I shouted, and Will stopped short in the 
street. “I mean … I’d rather not.”

“Why?” he asked. “What’s the matter that you 
have such a February face, so full of  frost, of  storm, 
of  cloudiness?” I could not tell him the truth, because 
later that very day a tragedy would occur. I had 
plugged this exact date into Paul’s calculator time 
machine because during this afternoon’s performance, 
a cannon would be shot from the stage and cause a 
great fire that would burn down the theater. I did not 
know what to do with this foresight. So I stalled.

“What play did you say was showing at the 
Globe?”

“All Is True,” he repeated.

*The first print publication to use the word magazine was called The Gentleman’s 
Magazine. It debuted in London in 1731.

* vocab
THESPIANS: actors

COUNTENANCE: the expression on one’s face, visage
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and he poured us both some tea. “I assume this has 
something to do with READ?” he asked, not able to 
take his eyes off  the Bard, who was busy squirming 
and lightly bouncing himself  into a more comfortable 
position on the couch.

“Yes and no. We’re pressed for time, and we don’t 
have a play or any features for our ‘You Know Who’ 
issue.” I went on to tell him about my adventures of  
the day. Slowly, he began to accept the truth.

“So you’re saying this is the real William 
Shakespeare.” Will winked coyly at Jeff.

“It is an honor and a privilege, sir,” Jeff  said. 
“I can’t begin to tell you how much I admire 
your work.”

“Reputation is an idle and most false imposition, 
oft got without merit and lost without deserving.”

“Right.” Jeff  and I are both huge Shakespeare 
buffs, but we were starting to think that his use 
of  antiquated English was a bit intrusive to the 
conversation. “So what now?” Jeff  asked.

“Well, I have to nail down just what the heck this 
issue is going to be. Do you happen to have any old 
READs lying around to show Will?”

“As a matter of  fact, I do.” He busted out the 
Goals, Dreams, and Obsessions issue, and together 
we explained the concept behind a readers’ theater 
play. Jeff  had adapted Herman Melville’s classic 
novel Moby Dick into a play for that issue, and Will 
seemed impressed. 

“You would do this with my work as well?”
“Yes,” I said. “You want to help out?”
“Verily! Let us write! Where art thy ink and quills?” 

Jeff  and I both suppressed a laugh. 

Jeff  went to his laptop and opened it. Shakespeare 
shrieked. “It is more sorcery! If  this be magic, let it 
be an art!”

“Oh, make no mistake, we are making art,” Jeff  
said and opened up a Word document. 

For the next two hours, we struggled between 
explaining the technology of  a computer and planning 
the issue. Jeff  was excited to write the Center Stage 
play, and Will was enthusiastic about overseeing it. 
He was actually very cool about the idea behind 
“adaptation.” He relished the idea of  teaching 
his works to READ’s young-adult audience. By  
7 o’clock, Jeff  had adapted Much Ado About Nothing 
and was creatively spent.

“Let’s go out!” I said. “A celebration is in order! 
Let’s go see a show.”

“Oh!” Jeff  exclaimed. “There’s a production 
of  Romeo and Juliet tonight. How about it, Will?” 
 “Dost thou mean my Romeo and Juliet?”

“None other!” I said. “You’re a legend, my friend! 
You have no idea how much you are revered in our 
day. People love you and your work!”

“Such as we are made of, such we be. I would give 
all my fame for an evening at the theater.”

“To the theater then!” said Jeff.
“To the theater!” I agreed.
“The play’s the thing,” said Will, of  course.
Luckily, Jeff  was of  about the same build as Will 

and me, so we borrowed some of  his clothes and 
were soon on our way. Will absolutely adored the 
theater and was amazed by the seemingly endless 
seating capacity. However, once the show began, he 
was not shy with his groans of  derision.

“What is this?” Will proclaimed not even halfway 
through the first act. “The actors are ruining my 
work!” It was true. The acting was awful, the set was 
ghastly, and the overall experience was subpar at 
best. Of  the pair that played the hero and heroine, 
Will proclaimed, “She speaks, yet she says nothing. 
And he that is likest to a hog’s head is far from the 
flower of  courtesy. He is deformed, crooked, old and 
sere, ill faced, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere, 
vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind, stigmatical 
in making, worse in mind!”

“Will,” I spoke softly to him. We had already 
received many shushes and foul looks. “You can’t 
just berate the actors out loud.”

“And why not? For they are murdering my art! 
This is the silliest stuff  that I ever heard! It is the 
whole lot! How many ages hence shall this, my lofty 
scene, be acted over? In states unborn and accents 
yet unknown! Ack! Despised substance of  divinest 
show. A change of  venue! My kingdom for a change 
of  venue!” And with that he got up and stormed out 
of  the theater, into the street. We had no choice but 
to follow.

“I agree with you,” Jeff  said. “It was bad, but it 
wasn’t that bad.”

“Would they had rehearsed under my careful eye, 
the play would not have stank as did that pig’s sty! 
’Twas a travesty! A perfect tale told by perfect idiots, 
full of  sound and fury, signifying nothing!”

“He’s pretty harsh,” Jeff  said to me aside.
“Alas, thought is free. What’s done can’t be undone. 

Let us return to your abode and gather my things. I 
would very much like to go home, I should think.” 
So, sadly, we walked back to Jeff ’s apartment.

Upon entering, Will made quick haste with 
changing back into his 17th-century garb. “I 
am ready, sirs. No legacy is so rich as honesty. 
And quite honestly, I am aghast. Free me 

610L

of  this night terror you so idly call future.” 
 Jeff  was beside himself  with despair. He opened 
his laptop and casually went to his Facebook page. I 
was reaching into my pocket to use the time traveling 
calculator when Will looked at Jeff ’s computer.

“What’s this?”
“Oh. Nothing. It’s just Facebook. It’s a social 

networking Web site where people can tell their 
friends what they’ve been up to. It’s a grand time 
waster. See what I just wrote?”

“Weirdest day ever,” Shakespeare read aloud. 
“Will I ever know more greatness and woe at once? 
’Tis a tragicomedy.” He smiled. “That is clever, sir! 
So all your companions will read this?” 

“Yeah. That’s pretty much the whole idea.”
A thought then struck the Bard, and his eyes lit 

up.
“What is it?” I asked.
“We shall go forward and be choked with our 

ambition! Though this be madness, yet there is 
method in it. Tell me, can anyone create a Bookface 
persona? Be he real or imagined?”

“Facebook, yes,” I said as I walked over to them, 
seeing the beginnings of  a superb idea forming. 
“Why?”

“Nothing will come of  nothing, dear friends! 
The whole underlying idea behind Much Ado About 
Nothing is just that! It is a sincere lot of  nonsensical 
tomfoolery that amounts to no more than a jolly and 
entertaining waste of  a few hours. I say we create 
our Benedick and our Beatrice, and we give them 
free rein over this Book of  Face and let us see what 
will develop! “Open locks, whoever knocks! It is 
inspiration! Let him in!” 

“I dig it,” Jeff  said. “How should we start?”
“Let us say,” Will began, “that the action shall 

commence during the month of  my birth.”
“April,” I said. “Let’s say Tuesday, April 26. We 

have a lot of  planning to do.”
“Quite. So let us begin. You can always take me 

back to jolly old England any time.”
“Quite,” I agreed and smiled. It was going to be a 

thrilling four months. n    

* vocab
REVERED: regarded with respect

DERISION: the use of ridicule

SERE: dry, withered

STIGMATICAL: having a physical blemish or deformity 

BERATE: to scold

IDLY: without worth or importance

See page 2 of this issue for more details on this 
exciting Shakespearean Facebook endeavor! Go 
to www.weeklyreader.com/ado to join the play!
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Much Ado  
About Nothing

center stage

A tale of insults, lies, deceptions, and a whole  
lot of misunderstanding 

Scene 1
Narrator 1: In the coastal Italian 
city of  Messina, the governor is 
preparing to welcome a distin-
guished visitor—Don Pedro, a 
Spanish prince.

Narrator 2: Leonato, the gov-
ernor, eagerly awaits the arrival 
along with his niece Beatrice, his 
daughter Hero, and a messenger. 

Leonato: How near is he?

Messenger: Very near.

Leonato: How many noblemen 
are coming with him?

Messenger: Count Claudio will 
be with him, along with Lord 
Benedick. The two of  them are 
very pleasant.

Beatrice: Maybe one of  them is 
all right, but I know Benedick. 
He’s a terrible bore, full of  hot air 
and bad jokes.

Leonato: Don’t speak that way 
about the prince’s men! I’m sure 
they’re very honorable.

Adapted by Jeff Ives from the play by William Shakespeare
Illustrations by Sarah BeetsonaNarrators 1, 2, 3

Leonato, the governor of  
 Messina, father of Hero

Messenger

Beatrice, the niece of  
 Leonato

Don Pedro, the prince of  
 Arragon

Benedick, a nobleman of  
 Padua

Don John, the half brother of  
 Don Pedro 

Claudio, a count from  
 Florence

Conrade 

Borachio

Hero, Leonato’s daughter

Ursula 

Margaret

Dogberry, the grand  
 constable in charge of the 
 night watch in Messina

Watchmen 1, 2 

Verges, head police officer, 
 Dogberry's partner

Friar Francis, a priest

Judge

CHARACTERS 
(main characters in boldface)

Benedick: I hope not too much 
like him. 

Beatrice: Don’t bother talking, 
Benedick. Nobody’s listening to 
you.

Benedick: Well, my dear Lady 
Beatrice. Or should I say Lady 
Disdain? I see you’re still alive.

Beatrice: Disdain is an appropi-
ate response to your incoherent 
ramblings. 

Benedick: That’s where you’re 

wrong. All the ladies love to hear 
me talk, except you of  course.

Beatrice: I’d rather hear a dog 
barking than you talking to me.

Benedick: I’ll keep my distance 
then. You’re likely to scratch me 
across the face with those claws 
of  yours. 

Beatrice: A good scratch couldn’t 
make your face any uglier.

Benedick: Then I hope it will 

take my eyesight so I won’t have 
to look at you anymore. 

Don Pedro: My dear Benedick. 
Don’t forget that we are guests. 

Leonato: Not at all, Don Pedro. 
I find their banter amusing. 
There’s a merry war between 
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* vocab
INCOHERENT: garbled, impossible 
to understand

BANTER: quick-witted dialogue

followers of Don John}
waiting gentlewomen, 
attendants to Hero}

Messenger: So I guess Benedick 
isn’t in your good books.

Beatrice: No, and if  he were, I 
would set fire to all my book-
shelves. 

Messenger: I believe I will stay 
friends with you, my lady.

Beatrice: Good man.

Messenger: It appears that Don 
Pedro and his men have arrived. 
Here they are now.

Don Pedro: Governor Leonato! I 
hope it isn’t too much trouble to 
host my men and me.

Leonato: No trouble at all. It’s an 
honor to welcome you. 

Don Pedro: You’re too kind. I 
hope we’ll live up to your wel-
come. And who is this charming 
woman?

Leonato: This is my daughter, 
Hero.

Don Pedro: I’m pleased to meet 
you, Hero. You look like your 
honorable father.
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shall be ours, for we are the only 
love gods!

Hero: Let’s do it!

Scene 4
Narr 1: The party guests are 
leaving the garden and heading 
in for bed. 

Narr 2: Don John and his men 
lounge on the steps, watching the 
party end.

Don John: If  there’s one thing I 
hate, it’s seeing my brother and 
his friends happy.

Borachio: Good thing we have 
the perfect opportunity to make 
all their lives miserable.

Don John: What’s that?

Borachio: What’s the worst thing 
that can happen at a wedding?

Conrade: The groom can leave 
the bride at the altar.

Borachio: Exactly. That’s what 
Claudio will be doing to Hero.

Don John: How?

Borachio: It happens that Hero’s 
maid Margaret and I are very 
close. She’ll do anything for me.

Don John: Even ruin her lady’s 
marriage?

Borachio: Not on purpose. All we 
have to do is ask her to appear in 
Hero’s window late at night.

Don John: And then what?

Borachio: And then I’ll go visit 
her. You bring Claudio and Don 
Pedro along to watch me in 
action, and they’ll think Hero 

Narr 2: Beatrice skips away as 
Benedick storms into the house.

Narr 3: Don Pedro waits until 
they’re out of  sight and then 
gathers the other guests.

Don Pedro: How would you all 
like a fun way to pass the time? 

Leonato: What’s that?

Don Pedro: Together, we will 
make Beatrice and Benedick fall 
madly in love with each other!

Claudio: I’m with you.

Don Pedro: And you, Hero? Can 
we count on you and your ladies, 
Margaret and Ursula, to help?

Hero: Only if  you’re sure 
Benedick would make a good 
husband.

Don Pedro: I can vouch for him. 
He’s honest, brave, and loyal. 
If  we can do this, Cupid’s glory 

Narr 3: Claudio and Hero kiss, 
and everyone claps, including a 
masked woman standing near 
Don Pedro. 

Don Pedro: (to the woman) You’re 
quite a romantic, aren’t you? 

Beatrice: You wouldn’t say that 
if  you knew who it is behind this 
mask. But it’s true that I love to 
see Hero this happy.

Narr 1: Benedick adjusts his 
mask to better cover his face and 
turns to Beatrice.

Benedick: I was told that Bea-
trice was the smart one, but I 
think they must have meant the 
tart one.

Beatrice: That’s funny. I was told 
that Benedick was a quick wit, 
but I say he is the prince’s jester: 
a very dull fool. 

Don John: Well then, let’s go plot 
some chaos.

Scene 3
Narr 1: That evening, the gar-
dens in Leonato’s house are filled 
with partygoers wearing elegant 
masks.

Narr 2: Don Pedro takes the 
opportunity to put on a disguise 
and talk to Hero.

Don Pedro: Care for a dance?

Hero: That depends. Do you 
have a handsome face under that 
mask?

Don Pedro: It’s not me that I was 
hoping to talk about. Let’s go 
someplace quiet.

Narr 3: Don Pedro leads Hero 
to a secluded spot at the edge 
of  the party. Claudio watches 
nervously from a distance.

Narr 1: Moments later, Hero 
goes bounding up to her father 
and whispers in his ear. 

Leonato: You’re in love with 
Claudio? And he with you? Of  
course you have my blessing!

Hero: (running over to Claudio) 
Don Pedro just told me every-
thing, Claudio. I’m so happy I 
could cry!

Claudio: Then there’s no time to 
waste ...

Narr 2: Claudio gets down on 
one knee, as the crowd gathers 
around.

Claudio: Hero, will you marry 
me?

Hero: Yes! Yes! Of  course I will!

Beatrice: Oh, stop wasting time 
and kiss him, Hero.

Don Pedro: Talk all you want, 
Benedick. But someday you’ll be 
hopelessly in love too.

Benedick: Not if  I can help it.

Scene 2
Narr 2: Outside the banquet hall, 
Don John meets with his  
followers.

Conrade: What’s wrong, sir?

Don John: I am weary of  this 
charade. I cannot go on pretend-
ing to be a rose when I am in 
truth a thorn.

Conrade: Be patient, sir. Don’t do 
anything rash.

Don John: Easy for you to say. 

Conrade: Your brother just 
forgave you for attacking him the 
last time. One false move and 
you could end up back in jail.

Don John: I’d rather be behind 
bars than hanging around here 
pretending to be his lapdog.

Narr 3: Don John’s follower  
Borachio comes out of  the ban-
quet hall with a big smile on his 
face.

Don John: Why are you grinning? 

Borachio: I have news. Wedding 
bells are in the air. Claudio is be-
ing set up with Hero.

Don John: Well, well, well. I do 
enjoy ruining a wedding. Are you 
boys up for some mayhem?

Conrade: That’s always a yes.

Don John: Where is everybody 
now?

Borachio: They’re getting ready 
for a masked ball. 

them, and whenever they meet, 
it’s a battle of  wits. 

Don Pedro: You are ever so 
gracious. And, as you see, I’ve 
brought along my brother, Don 
John. We’ve sorted out our 
differences, and we’re back on 
speaking terms.

Leonato: Then he is welcome in 
my home.

Don John: Thank you.

Leonato: Shall we head to dinner?

Don Pedro: Yes! Let’s go.

Narrator 3: On the way to dinner, 
Claudio pulls Benedick aside.

Claudio: Did you make note of  
that jewel, Hero?

Benedick: Not really. Did you?

Claudio: I think she’s the sweet-
est lady that I ever looked on. 

Benedick: I don’t need spec-
tacles to see that her cousin 
Beatrice, for all her fury, exceeds 
her in beauty. But don’t tell me 
you are thinking of  marriage?

Narr 1: Don Pedro joins in. 

Don Pedro: What are you two 
whispering about?

Benedick: Claudio’s in love, I 
fear, with Leonato’s daughter, 
Hero.

Don Pedro: Wonderful! The lady 
is well worthy. 

Claudio: I believe I love her.

Don Pedro: Well, then it’s meant 
to be. You’d better talk to her 
tonight. 

Claudio: I’m too shy. Will you 
speak to her for me?

Don Pedro: Of  course I will. 

Benedick: How pathetic.

* vocab
RASH: hasty, ill-advised
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love. Why else would he start 
brushing off  his clothes and 
washing his face?

Don Pedro: Washing his face? He 
never did that before.

Claudio: No, but that’s not all. 
I’m sure he’s started shaving and 
wearing a sweet scent.

Don Pedro: The evidence is 
clear.

Claudio: Who is she, Benedick? 
Tell us the truth.

Don Pedro: We can see it in your 
eyes.

Benedick: Enough! This isn’t 
helping me. 

Narr 1: Benedick runs off  
into the garden with his hand 
clenched over his mouth.

Don Pedro: Toothache? More 
like heartache.

Narr 2: Claudio and Don Pedro 
laugh as Leonato returns to the 
house.

Narr 3: Seeing them alone, Don 
John walks up to his brother and 
Claudio.

Don John: Hello, brother. Do you 
and Claudio have time to talk?

Don Pedro: What’s the matter?

Don John: Do you plan on get-
ting married tomorrow, Claudio?

Don Pedro: You know he does.

Don John: Things change.

Claudio: What are you talking 
about?

Hero: No. We must be careful. 
Benedick is a good match for 
Beatrice. She’s just too blind to 
realize it right now.

Ursula: I’ve heard that Benedick 
is famous throughout the country 
for his good looks and bravery.

Hero: He does have a good repu-
tation. But enough of  this. Let’s 
go to my room so I can show you 
my wedding dress!

Narr 1: Hero, Ursula, and Mar-
garet leave Beatrice alone to 
ponder what she just heard.

Beatrice: (to herself) He loves 
me? I have to think about that.

Scene 7
Narr 2: Don Pedro and his men 
are talking to Leonato outside his 
house. 

Don Pedro: I’ll remain here until 
after the wedding. Then I’m 
heading back to Spain.

Claudio: Can I come?

Don Pedro: No newlyweds al-
lowed. I’ll take Benedick. You 
don’t see him tied down to a 
woman.

Benedick: Things change, my 
friends.

Narr 3: Benedick lets out a heavy 
sigh.

Leonato: You do seem sad.

Benedick: Do I? 

Claudio: I think he’s in love.

Don Pedro: Not a chance. He 
probably needs to borrow money.

Benedick: I have a toothache.

Don Pedro: Then pull it out.

Claudio: I’m telling you, he’s in 

Beatrice: It’s not nice of  me ... 
it’s just lunch.

Benedick: Then you didn’t mind 
coming to find me?

Beatrice: No, but I mind how 
long you’re keeping me here. 
Stop babbling and come eat.

Narr 1: Beatrice turns and walks 
away, looking confused.

Benedick: (to himself) Poor thing, 
look how bravely she hides her 
obsession with me.

Scene 6
Narr 2: Later that day, Hero 
waits in a gazebo with her atten-
dants, Margaret and Ursula.

Narr 3: Beatrice is lounging un-
der a tree nearby. As she relaxes, 
she can’t help but overhear Hero 
talking nearby.

Hero: I’m telling you, Ursula, she 
couldn’t care less.

Ursula: It’s such a shame. Are 
you sure Benedick is pining away 
for her?

Hero: That’s what Claudio says, 
and he knows Benedick best.

Margaret: Did he ask you to tell 
Beatrice?

Hero: He asked, but I told him it 
would be a waste of  time. Bea-
trice would mortify the poor guy 
if  she knew.

Ursula: Why not give him a 
chance? Maybe Beatrice likes 
him.

Hero: You’re kidding, right? Have 
you heard the way she talks to 
him?

Margaret: Let’s tell her anyway, 
so we can hear what she’ll say!

Leonato: Well, things can’t con-
tinue the way they are. Poor girl.

Don Pedro: I wish Benedick 
would lighten up a bit around her 
though.

Leonato: Only time will tell, I 
suppose. Shall we go grab a bite 
to eat?

Narr 2: The three gentlemen 
return to the house, leaving 
Benedick staring after them in 
amazement.

Benedick: (to himself) Well, this 
changes everything, doesn’t it?

Narr 3: Just then, Beatrice walks 
up to him.

Beatrice: I really hate having to 
talk to you, but my uncle asked 
me to invite you to lunch.

Benedick: That’s so nice of  you! 
Thank you!

Benedick: This can’t be possible.

Leonato: I don’t know what to 
make of  it. She’s gone crazy over 
him. She won’t stop talking about 
him with anyone that will listen, 
and she’s writing love poetry 
about him day and night.

Don Pedro: But this is madness. 
She talks about all men as if  they 
were dirt.

Leonato: I wouldn’t have be-
lieved it myself, but there it is.

Don Pedro: Maybe one of  us 
should tell Benedick for her.

Claudio: Bad idea! You know 
him; he’d just make fun of  her.

Don Pedro: Yes, if  he knew, he 
would probably just make a joke 
of  her feelings.

Claudio: Yes, that sounds like 
something he’d do.

is cheating on Claudio before 
they’re even married!

Don John: I like it.

Borachio: Just bring Claudio 
and Don Pedro to her window 
tomorrow night. I’ll take care of  
the rest.

Narr 3: The three schemers 
trade malicious grins and disap-
pear into the darkness around 
the house.

Scene 5
Narr 1: The next day, Benedick 
relaxes in the gardens reading 
beside a tall hedge. He stops oc-
casionally to mumble something 
to himself.

Benedick: I can’t believe Clau-
dio’s getting married. That will 
never happen to me. I would only 
marry a beautiful, smart, and 
honest woman. No woman has 
all three of  those qualities, so I’ll 
stay single. 

Narr 2: Don Pedro, Claudio, and 
Leonato sneak into the garden on 
the other side of  the hedge. 

Narr 3: The three of  them make 
sure Benedick is within earshot, 
and then Don Pedro clears his 
throat and begins to speak.

Don Pedro: Hello there, Leonato. 
Tell me again what you said this 
morning about Beatrice’s crush 
on Benedick.

Leonato: She’s lovesick over him, 
even though she still pretends to 
hate him in public.

Claudio: Ha! Miracles do happen!

Narr 1: Benedick hears that and 
leaps up out of  his seat, leaning 
into the hedge to hear more and 
whispering to himself.

* vocab
MALICIOUS: having a desire to do 
harm 

MORTIfy: to embarrass, shame
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herself  again to look at Claudio, 
her eyes roll back into her head 
and she falls to the floor.

Beatrice: No!

Don John: Our work is done 
here. Let’s go.

Narr 3: Don John leads Claudio 
and Don Pedro out of  the church.

Narr 1: Benedick stays behind, 
rushing to Beatrice’s side as she 
holds Hero.

Benedick: Is she OK?

Beatrice: Hero! Wake up!

friar francis: Calm down, young 
lady. Don’t shake her.

Leonato: She’s waking up. My 
poor daughter, what happened 
to you?

saw you in another man’s arms 
last night.

Hero: I didn’t meet with anyone 
last night. This isn’t true! It isn’t!

Don Pedro: It is true. My brother 
brought us to your window at 
midnight, and we saw it happen.

Don John: It was shocking to 
see such a promising young lady 
betraying her family.

Claudio: This wedding is over. 
Get out of  my sight.

Narr 3: Hero looks around des-
perately, but none of  the faces in 
the church are friendly.

Narr 1: She turns to her father 
who is clutching his head and 
sobbing.

Narr 2: Before she can gather 

Claudio: Do you have anything 
to say, Hero?

Hero: No, nothing.

friar francis: Do you know of  
any reason, Claudio?

Claudio: She has pretended 
to love me. She has used me 
and deceived me, and she isn’t 
worthy to set foot in this church, 
much less get married in it.

Hero: Have you gone mad? 

Leonato: This can’t be happen-
ing. It’s a nightmare.

Don John: It’s a nightmare you 
won’t wake up from.

Hero: Don’t do this, Claudio. I 
love you! I would die for you!

Claudio: You harlot! The Hero I 
loved is gone. She died when I 

madly. Then I walked outside 
and shouted, “See you tomorrow 
night, Hero!” Claudio and Don 
Pedro saw everything. Now they 
believe Hero was cheating on 
Claudio! He’s going to call off  the 
wedding tomorrow!

Watchman 1: Freeze! We order 
you to stand frozen!

Watchman 2: Call Dogberry! 
We have uncovered a criminal 
conspiracy ring!

Conrade: Is there a problem, 
officers?

Watchman 1: I said don’t move! 
Now come with us.

Scene 9
Narr 2: The next morning, guests 
stream into the church to see 
Claudio and Hero get married. 

Narr 3: A kindly old friar stands 
at the pulpit with the young 
couple in front of  him. 

Narr 1: Leonato stands beside 
the friar, whispering into his ear.

Leonato: Let’s start the ceremo-
ny. No need for the long version, 
friar.

friar francis: Ladies and gentle-
men, we are gathered together to 
celebrate a marriage.

Claudio: No.

Narr 2: The guests murmur sus-
piciously, but the friar presses on.

friar francis: Hero, do you take 
this man to be your husband?

Hero: I do.

friar francis: If  anyone knows 
of  any reason why these two 
should not be married, speak 
now or forever hold your peace.

Verges: If  he doesn’t freeze when 
ordered, then he isn’t worth our 
time.

Dogberry: And ignore the 
thieves! I didn’t hire you to get 
caught up in the criminal ele-
ment.

Verges: That’s good advice. Write 
that down.

Dogberry: Oh, and one more 
thing. Keep an eye on Leonato’s 
door. There is a wedding there 
tomorrow, and we don’t want any 
shady business going on there.

Narr 3: Dogberry and Verges 
leave the watchmen at their posts 
and march home with their heads 
held high.

Narr 1: Seconds later, Borachio 
and Conrade stumble through 
the darkness to the stone wall 
closest to the guards.

Borachio: Conrade! Are you out 
there? Where are you?

Conrade: I’m right behind you. 
Why did you call me out here?

Borachio: I just made some good 
money for five minutes of  work!

Conrade: How?

Borachio: It was simple. All I 
had to do was visit Margaret in 
Hero’s room.

Conrade: Oh yes, our devious 
plan! How did you pull it off ?

Borachio: Timing, my friend. I 
did it at the exact right time, and 
in the exact right place, so Don 
Pedro and Claudio thought that I 
was with Hero, not Margaret.

Conrade: Tell me more! Did it 
have the desired effect?

Borachio: Indeed! Margaret and 
I were in Hero’s room, kissing 

Don John: Look, Claudio, I may 
not be your biggest admirer, but 
I know that my brother respects 
you. I don’t want to see you 
make a mistake.

Don Pedro: Enough, brother. Just 
spit it out.

Don John: Hero is not the virtu-
ous maiden she pretends to be.

Claudio: No!

Don Pedro: It can’t be.

Don John: I didn’t think you’d be-
lieve me. Come with me tonight; 
you’ll see her meeting up with 
another man. If  you still want to 
marry her after that, you’re on 
your own.

Claudio: If  this is true, I’ll ruin 
her for doing this to me.

Don John: Just wait until  
tonight.

Scene 8
Narr 1: That night the city 
watchmen meet beside the wall 
surrounding Leonato’s house.

Narr 2: Their commander,  
Dogberry, and his deputy, Verges, 
give the guards a pep talk.

Dogberry: Good evening, men! 
Do all of  you swear that you are 
honorable?

Watchmen 1 and 2: We do, sir.

Verges: Good. You have all  
successfully passed the honesty 
test! Give them their mission.

Dogberry: Here is your primary 
mission. If  you see criminals out 
here, you shout at them to freeze 
in the name of  the law.

Watchman 1: What if  the crimi-
nal won’t freeze?
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friar francis: Hero, who is this 
man they saw you with?

Hero: There isn’t one. I was 
alone last night. I swear on my 
mother’s grave.

Beatrice: Obviously it was a 
setup. Didn’t you see Don John’s 
twisted grin?

Leonato: I’ll kill him.

friar francis: Hang on a min-
ute. Before we go around killing 
people, let’s see whether we can 
find the truth. Everyone saw 
Hero faint. Let’s spread the word 
that she hit her head and died.

Leonato: What good will that do?

friar francis: People will think 
that these terrible lies killed her, 
and Don Pedro and Claudio will 
start to feel remorse for what 
they’ve done. 

Leonato: I’ll trust your judgment, 
good friar, but only because I’m 
too weak to argue. Let’s do it.

friar francis: Good. I know this 
seems odd, Leonato, but it just 
might work. 

Scene 10
Narr 2: Soon all Messina is 
mourning the death of  Hero.

Narr 3: She is referred to as the 
innocent young girl killed on her 
wedding day by lies and slander.

Narr 1: Meanwhile, Benedick 
tries to comfort Beatrice.

Benedick: Beatrice, please stop 
crying. I don’t like to see you like 
this.

Beatrice: Sweet Hero! She is 
wronged, she is slandered, she is 
undone. 

Benedick: Dry your eyes. You 
know I am your friend. I would 
do anything for you.

Beatrice: Anything?

Benedick: Anything. What do 
you want me to do?

Beatrice: Kill Claudio.

Benedick: Ha! Not for the world.  

Beatrice: He has broken Hero’s 
heart and ruined her life. If  
I were a man, he’d be dead 
already.

Benedick: But ...

Beatrice: He did all this because 
he thought he saw something in 
the middle of  the night through a 
distant window. That’s how easy 
it is for a man to destroy a wom-
an’s life. He has only to imagine 
that he saw something. And no 
one will protect the woman!

Benedick: I will. 

Beatrice: Then you’ll kill Claudio 
for me?

Benedick: I will challenge him.

Scene 11
Narr 2: Constable Dogberry is 
interrogating his prisoners at 
police headquarters. 

Narr 3: He is joined by Verges 
and a judge who takes notes on 
the case.

Judge: Who are these men we 
are questioning?

Dogberry: I don’t know. Let me 
ask this one. What’s your name, 
buddy?

Borachio: Borachio.

Dogberry: Write that down. Bo-
rachio indeed. That’s evidence. 
And what’s your name, pal?

Conrade: Conrade.

Dogberry: Be sure to write that 
down too. Next question: Isn’t 
it true that you are both guilty 
criminals?

Conrade: No, it isn’t.

Borachio: Certainly not.

Dogberry: Such a crafty answer. 
Surely these are criminal master-
minds.

Judge: Officer, why don’t you call 
forth the watchmen who  
captured them?

Dogberry: Certainly! Watchmen, 
come tell us what they did.

Watchman 1: This one said he 
was paid to set up Leonato’s 
daughter, Hero. 

Judge: And how exactly did they 
do that?

Watchman 2: They framed her 
by dressing her attendant Marga-
ret in her clothing and having her 
meet with Borachio.

Judge: Oh dear. Quickly, take 
these men to Leonato’s house. 
He will want to hear all about 
this immediately!  

Scene 12
Narr 1: On a nearby street in 
Messina, Claudio and Don Pedro 
are looking for Benedick.

Don Pedro: Where can he have 
been all this time? Did he stay in 
the church?

Claudio: Ah! There he is. 
Benedick, where have you been?

Benedick: Gentlemen.

Claudio: We’ve been looking for 
you all day, hoping you’d be able 
to cheer us up.

Benedick: Sorry, I’m fresh out of  
amusing stories. 

Don Pedro: Are you angry about 
something, Benedick?

Benedick: Let’s step outside, 
Claudio.

Claudio: Is that a challenge?

Benedick: You have killed an 
innocent girl with your slander. 
This isn’t a joke anymore.

Don Pedro: Did Beatrice tell you 
to do this? To your own friends?

Benedick: That doesn’t concern 
you, sir.

Don Pedro: I think it does, when 
you threaten to kill my noble 
friend here.

Benedick: I don’t think you un-
derstand, sir. Your brother, Don 
John, has fled the city. The truth 

is coming out. You and Claudio 
killed Hero, and soon everyone 
will know it. 

Don Pedro: Why would my 
brother flee the city?

Benedick: Because he’s guilty. 
And so are you. I will meet you 
at Leonato’s house in one hour, 
Claudio. If  you are not there, I 
will come find you, like the cow-
ard that you are.

Narr 2: Benedick turns and 
leaves as the two men look after 
him in shock.

Don Pedro: He’s serious.

Claudio: Very serious.

Narr 3: Just then Dogberry and 
his watchmen turn the corner, 
with their prisoners in tow.

Narr 1: Borachio is the first to 

recognize Claudio. He turns his 
head in shame.

Don Pedro: What’s this? These 
are my brother’s men! What did 
you do, Borachio?

Borachio: I truly am a villain. 
You are not prepared to hear 
what I have to say.

Claudio: Hear what?

Borachio: Don John paid me to 
visit Margaret in Hero’s room. 
And he set it up so that you 
would think she was Hero.

Don Pedro: So that’s why my 
brother left early.

Claudio: Hero is dead. And for 
nothing.

Narr 2: Don Pedro and Claudio 
follow the watchmen as they de-
liver their prisoners to Leonato.



14   read   September 4, 2010  September 4, 2010   read   15

Narr 2: While everyone else is 
distracted by the news, Benedick 
approaches Beatrice and whis-
pers in her ear.

Benedick: Do you really love me?

Beatrice: (smiling) Certainly not. 
Do you love me?

Benedick: (smiling) Not at all.

Narr 3: When they arrive, Le-
onato, Benedick, and Beatrice 
are waiting with the judge. They 
already know the whole story.

Leonato: Which one of  these 
men told the lies that killed my 
daughter?

Borachio: I did.

Leonato: Yes, you did. But you 
had help from Claudio and our 
wise prince, Don Pedro. 

Claudio: I ... I made a mistake.

Don Pedro: We’re so sorry!

Leonato: Give me my daughter 
back, prince.

Don Pedro: I wish I could.

Leonato: Then you will take back 
everything you said about her at 
the wedding.

Don Pedro: I do! They were all 
lies, created by my villain brother 
Don John.

Narr 1: When Don Pedro says 
that, the friar turns the hall cor-
ner holding Hero’s hand.

Narr 2: Claudio sinks to his 
knees, dumbfounded.

Claudio: It’s a miracle!

friar francis: Didn’t I tell you 
she was innocent?

Narr 3: Claudio and Hero em-
brace each other, and a wave of  
relief  washes over all the guests.

Narr 1: A messenger arrives 
and breathlessly reports to Don 
Pedro.

Messenger: Sir, your brother, 
Don John, has been captured.

Don Pedro: Forget the villain for 
now. We have more important 
things to do.
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Much Ado About 
Nothing is one 
of  the most pop-
ular of  William 
Shakespeare's 

comedies, but you probably won’t see it on Comedy 
Central. In the 16th-century theater, comedy had a 
different meaning. 

Theater was one of  the primary forms of  entertain-
ment in those days, and plays were categorized into 
three main genres: history plays, tragedies, and come-
dies. Those genres date to ancient Greece, where 
theater began. 

The Play’s the Thing
History plays are exactly what you probably think—
plays about history. Shakespeare’s history plays, such 
as Richard III, are about the lives of  British kings and 
the political events of  their times. 

Tragedies are dramas that end tragically. Typically, 
the protagonist (main character) is a good person but 
with a fatal flaw or weakness that ultimately brings  
everything crashing down in disaster. Indeed, many 
characters end up dead. Shakespeare’s greatest trage-
dies include Hamlet, Othello, Macbeth, King Lear, and 
Romeo and Juliet. 

Comedies, on the other hand, are lighter dramas 
with happy endings. (A happy ending in this genre is of-
ten one in which lovers end up getting married.) These 
plays are very likely to include shenanigans such as 
  •  lies and deceptions, for both good or evil purposes; 
  •  sight gags, such as gender mix-ups, masquerades, 

and mistaken identities;
  • conniving or clever servants; 
  • a battle of  the sexes; 
  • and star-crossed lovers. 

Popular Shakespearean comedies include The Tam-
ing of  the Shrew, All’s Well That Ends Well, and A Mid-
summer Night’s Dream.

Much Ado  
About Comedy
If this is comedy, where are the laughs?

All this is not to say that Shakespeare wasn’t a funny 
guy. He loved slapstick, gags, clever wordplay, hilarious 
insults, and bumbling idiots—just look at Dogberry. Af-
ter all, people liked to laugh just as much in the 16th 
century as they do now.

Comedy Check 
So how does Much Ado measure up as a Shakespearean 
comedy? Let’s take a look.
•  Lies and deceptions? Check. Don John’s plan to 

defame Hero—who is probably in her teens—may 
seem lame by today’s standards, but in those days, 
a young woman’s reputation was serious busi-
ness. Any suggestion that a maiden was not chaste 
was more than enough to ruin her and her fam-
ily too. (Naturally, men were held to a different stan-
dard.) Hero fainting at the altar after hearing Clau-
dio’s accusations is not as wacky as it might seem.  
   In this play, deception is also used for good. The 
friar, who isn’t above telling a lie himself, concocts a 
reverse scam to get back at the bad guys. Where does 
Claudio fall in all this bad behavior? Why is he so will-
ing to believe that the lady is a tramp? 

•  Sight gags, masquerades, and mistaken identi-
ties? Check. Shakespeare gets a lot of  mileage out of  
a mask and a change of  clothing. 

•  Conniving and clever servants? We’re looking at 
you, Margaret and Ursula. Actually, Margaret seems 
not so swift, really. What did she think was going on 
when she had to dress up in Hero’s clothes and make 
out with Borachio?

•  A battle of  the sexes? Check. Benedick and Bea-
trice both swear they will never marry, but we can see 
that they love matching wits—and each other.

•  Star-crossed lovers? Check. Claudio and Hero have 
to overcome Don John’s nasty meddling in their true 
love. But what do you think? Should Hero have for-
given Claudio so easily? 

Add it up, and you see that Much Ado is a classic 
comedy—and it even has some laughs as well. n

A Tale of Two Couples

Much Ado About Nothing follows 
two couples on their journey to 
true love. Hero eventually mar-
ries Claudio, and Beatrice is fi-
nally won over by Benedick. Each 
couple has their own plot line, 
but at least one of those plots 
was almost entirely borrowed 
from another work.

Hero and Claudio
Hero and Claudio’s story of a 
false accusation of infidelity and 
a faked death was directly lifted 
from a 1516 book, Orlando Fu-
rioso, by Italian writer Ludovico 
Ariosto. The plot of Romeo and 
Juliet was also based on an Ital-
ian story. Shakespeare didn’t 

mind borrowing a plot, but he 
made it his own by adding his 
unique linguistic and narrative 
flourishes. 

Beatrice and Benedick
While there are several examples 
of warring lovers in literature be-
fore Much Ado, Shakespeare per-
fected that motif in many of his 
comedies, including Love’s La-
bours Lost and The Taming of the 
Shrew. In Shakespeare’s world, 
the process of enemies becom-
ing lovers happens seamlessly. 
Shakespeare shows us that, given 
the right dose of help, love can 
overcome any obstacle—even the 
mutual hatred between Benedick 
and Beatrice.

Think About It
Compare and contrast the two 
couples. Which is more interest-
ing? Which one has a more solid 
relationship based on real love? 
Use examples from the play to 
support your argument.

Narr 3: Benedick leans in and 
kisses Beatrice. Everyone turns 
and stares.

Narr 1: Benedick looks up.

Benedick: This isn’t what you 
all think it is. I’ve just discovered 
that this is the best way to get 
her to stop talking. n

Don't forget to go to www.weeklyreader.com/ado to friend 
the characters in this play on Facebook. The very special 
performance begins on April 26. Be a part of it with us!
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writing

Talking About Talking
How to develop dialogue
By Alicia Zadrozny

Through that small piece of  monologue, 
we get to know a lot about Jenny. She’s shy 
and unsure of  herself. She’s sad, too, because 
she misses her dad. She’s a sports fan. She’s  
also honest.

Let’s get another perspective—hold on, we’re expe-
riencing an interruption from our speaker here.

600L

Together we are about to make two peo-
ple famous. They have never appeared 
on page or screen before. In fact, you’ve 

never even heard of  them. 
That’s because we are about to conjure up 

two brand-new people. But they are going to 
become real because we are going to believe 
what they say. Writers—novelists, screenwrit-
ers, playwrights, and the like—create characters 
in this way all the time. 

Think of  Romeo and Juliet, Tiny Tim, the 
Wicked Witch of  the West, and any others that 
have lasted throughout the ages in art and litera-

ture. They seem like real people because they 
sound like individuals—but also kind of  like 
people we know at the same time. 

So let’s meet two characters that are quickly 
going to become very real. While they’re at it, 
they’ll guide us through the ins and outs of  writ-
ing convincing and effective speech. Each will 
first give a monologue. That is when characters 
reveal who they are and what they feel out loud 
without other characters speaking. You’ll see 
it most often in plays and less often in movies, 
when the actor looks at the camera and speaks 
to the audience. 

First up is Jenny Sprow. Jenny Sprow, please come 
forward and reveal yourself. Please, dear, I know 
you’re scared, but give it a try. Say something! We 
won’t interrupt—this is your monologue.

Hello, um, uh, a, my name is Jenny? Yes, that is 
my name. Has always been. (soft chuckle) What 
can I tell you about myself? I’m 14 years old. 
I – I – I live with my mom outside Chicago. I like 
to watch baseball on TV. I don’t go to games that 
much anymore. I used to—with my dad. Every 
summer, at least a handful of times, we’d ride the 
train right to Wrigley Field. Dad would always do 
this Cubs announcer impression. A lot of people 
around laughed. I always felt like hiding. It was 
embarrassing. But, but … now, I’d give anything 
if he were around to do that again. Anything.

I’m Stina Reyes. Make sure you spell it right. 
I live in California. I’ve been waiting to be dis-
covered for only—forever and a half. Jeez. OK, 
so this is what you need to know about me. I’m 
going places. I’m leaving this dusty little town 
as soon as I grow up. Sometimes I feel like I’ve 
been 15 forever. I want to drive. I want to be an 
actress. I could be somebody. Don’t take me as 
arrogant. It’s not that. I’m determined. There, a 
much better way to put it. But trust me, you will 
be seeing my face. Someday.

This is what we know about Stina: She’s a little 
pushy and outspoken. She makes strong statements. 
And maybe, underneath her bravado, she might be 
somewhat insecure yet very motivated to make a 
change in her life. She wants to be in show business. 
At the same time, we don’t really know what’s going 
on in her life. There could be a secret there.

Through specific words and speech patterns, we 
are presented with two totally different characters. 
So let’s see what happens when we get them together 
for a dialogue. In the arts, the words spoken between 
two or more characters are often central to the story. 
Dialogue indicates the traits of  the characters and 
how they interact with one another. Writers will also 
use dialogue to build tension and unveil the plot. 

Stina, Jenny, come out please. We need you to talk to 
each other.

Create two characters, and write a dialogue between 
them in which something is revealed: a secret, a ma-
jor decision, or anything dramatic and unexpected. 
Write it in play form or a traditional narrative. Send 
your scenes to word@weeklyreader.com.

Write About It

With that dialogue between our characters, a se-
cret is revealed and a possible friendship is formed—
or at least they leave the scene feeling a little better 
than they did going into it. n

Stina: I imagine you want me to get this going.

Jenny: Yeah.

Stina: So why do you like baseball games?

Jenny: Well, they’re great. It all seems so slow some-
times, but there is so much going on at every mo-
ment. Everyone on the team has a specific job, and 
there is so much involved to get someone to bat. Let 
alone to get to home plate. But you know what?

Stina: I’m sure you’re going to tell me.

Jenny: Yeah, well, it’s the energy of it that I miss the 
most. The cheering and screaming. You just feel like 
you know everyone and you’re all friends. I mean, 
well, it seems you have never been to a game. Could 
that be true?

Stina: What’s the big deal with that?

Jenny: Nothing, it’s not a big deal. I just thought  
everyone went to a game some time. Even if it’s 
Little League. 

Stina: Not if your family has no money and your par-
ents are working all the time and you’re stuck at 
home miles away from where your friends live.

Jenny: Oh.

Stina: Yeah. That’s how it goes with me. 

Jenny: You know, I think you should try to change 
your life right now even before you’re an adult. There 
must be ways you can.

Stina: You don’t seem to understand.

Jenny: I do understand actually. Life stinks some-
times. You go to school though. There are always 
things you can do there, like plays and drama clubs. 
Maybe you can even find someone to read scenes 
with if that’s what you want. Or you could record 
yourself reading them.

Stina: OK, you’ve got some good ideas. 

Jenny: Thanks. And if you’re ever in Chicago, maybe 
we can go to a game together.
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poetry

Isn’t It Romantic?
Shall we make sense of a lovely love poem?

Lit Scene Investigation

William Shakespeare did more than write plays; he also 
wrote sonnets. A sonnet is a poem that follows a specific 
pattern (see the Sonnet Rules below). In those days—the 
1590s—writing sonnets was all the rage among cool dudes. 
Of the 154 sonnets that Shakespeare wrote, the most famous 
is Sonnet 18. 

On first read, you might think this 
sonnet is impossible to understand. 
Don’t freak! We have translated it 
into everyday language for you. Once 
you know what the poem means, 
look at it carefully for what makes it 
beautiful—search for literary devices 
such as imagery, symbolism, and 
personification. Read the sonnet 
aloud to hear its rhythms. See 
what you can find. Then go to www.
weeklyreader.com/you to compare 
your discoveries to ours.

Sonnet Rules:
• Length: 14 lines
•  Pattern: three quatrains (a four-line pattern) 

followed by a couplet (two rhyming lines)
• Rhyme scheme: abab cdcd efef gg
•  Meter (the beat): iambic pentameter (See 

the online LSI for explanation.)

 1.  Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

 2.  Thou art more lovely and more temperate:

 3.  Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

 4.  And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:

 5.  Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

 6.  And often is his gold complexion dimmed;

 7.  And every fair from fair sometime declines,

 8.  By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimmed;

 9.  But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

10.  Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

11.  Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,

12.  When in eternal lines to time thou growest;

13.  So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

14.  So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Sonnet 18
By William Shakespeare

 1.  What if I compare you to a summer’s day?

 2.  You are lovelier and more pleasing:

 3.  In May, rough winds shake the sweet buds,

 4. And summer is too short:

 5.  Sometimes, the sun is too hot,

 6.  And often dimmed (by haze or clouds);

  7.  And all pretty things eventually lose their 
beauty,

 8.  By chance or the natural course of things;

 9. But your youth won’t fade,

10. Nor will you lose your beauty;

11. Nor will death claim you,

12.  Because in my poetry you will live forever;

13. As long as humanity exists,

14.  This poem will live on and make you immortal.

Translation:

LSI
online
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