
Twelfth Night
Duke Orsino
Act I Scene i
verse

ORSINO:
If music be the food of love, play on,
Give me excess of it; that surfeiting,
The appetite may sicken, and so die.
That strain again, it had a dying fall;
O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound
That breathes upon a bank of violets,
Stealing and giving odor. Enough, no more,
‘Tis not so sweet now as it was before.
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou,
That notwithstanding thy capacity
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there,
Of what validity and pitch soe’er,
But falls into abatement and low price
Even in a minute. So full of shapes is fancy
That it alone is high fantastical.



Twelfth Night
Viola
Act II Scene ii
verse

VIOLA:
I left no ring with her. What means this lady?
Fortune forbid my outside have not charm’d her!
She made good view of me; indeed so much
That methought her eyes had lost her tongue,
For she did speak in starts distractedly.
She loves me, sure, the cunning of her passion
Invites me in this churlish messenger.
None of my lord’s ring? Why, he sent her none.
I am the man! If it be so, as ‘tis,
Poor lady, she were better love a dream.
Disguise, I see thou art a wickedness
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.
How will this fadge? Mymaster loves her dearly,
And I (poor monster) fond as much on him;
And she (mistaken) seems to dote on me.
What will become of this? As I amman,
My state is desperate for my master’s love;
As I am woman (now alas the day!),
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe!
O time, thou must untangle this, not I,
It is too hard a knot for me t’ untie.



As You Like It
Jaques
Act II Scene vii
verse

JAQUES:
All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and womenmerely players;
They have their exits and their entrances,
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.
Then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like a furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honor, sudden, and quick in quarrel,
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixt age shifts
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank, and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness, and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing.



Hamlet
Hamlet
Act III Scene ii
prose

HAMLET:
Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounc’d it to you, trippingly on

the tongue, but if you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as live the
town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with your hand,
thus, but use all gently, for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as I may say,
whirlwind of your passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance that
may give it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul to hear a robustious
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to totters, to very rags, to spleet the ears
of the goundlings, who for the most part are capable of nothing but
inexplicable dumb shows and noise. Be not too tame neither, but let your
own discretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, the word to the
action, with this special observance, that you o’erstep not the modesty of
nature: for any thing so o’erdone is from the purpose of playing, whose end,
both at the first and now, was and is, to hold as ‘twere the mirror up to
nature: to show virtue her feature, scorn her own image, and the very age
and body of the time his form and pressure. Go make you ready.



As You Like It
Rosalind
Act III Scene v
verse

ROSALIND:
Why, what means this? why do you look on me?
I see no more in you than in the ordinary
Of nature’s sale-work. ‘Od’s my little life,
I think she means to tangle my eyes too!
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it.
‘Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair,
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream
That can entamemy spirits to your worship.
You foolish, shepherd, wherefore do you follow her,
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain?
You are a thousand times a properer man
Than she a woman. ‘Tis such fools as you
That makes the world full of ill-favor’d children.
‘Tis not her glass, but you that flatters her,
And out of you she sees herself more proper
Than any of her lineaments can show her.
But, mistress, know yourself, down on your knees,
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love;
For I must tell you friendly in your ear,
Sell when you can, you are not for all markets.
Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer;
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer.
So take her to thee shepherd. Fare you well.



Romeo and Juliet
Romeo
Act II Scene ii
verse

ROMEO:
But soft, what light through yonder window breaks?
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already sick and pale with grief
That thou, her maid, art far more fair than she.
It is my lady, O, it is my love!
O that she knew she were!
She speaks, yet she says nothing; what of that?
Her eye discourses, I will answer it.
I am too bold, ‘tis not to me she speaks.
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Having some business, [do] entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.
See how she leans her cheek upon her hand!
O that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek!



The Tempest
Trinculo
Act II Scene ii
prose

TRINCULO:
Here’s neither bush nor shrub to bear off any weather at all. And yet
another storm brewing, I hear it sing i’ th’ wind. Yond same black cloud,
yond huge one, looks like a foul bombard that would shed his liquor. If it
should thunder as it did before, I know not where to hide my head. Yond
same cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls. What have we here? a man
or a fish? dead or alive? A fish, he smells like a fish; a very ancient and
fish-like smell. A strange fish! Legg’d like a man; and his fins like arms!
Warm, o’ my troth! I do now let loose my opinion, hold it no longer: this is
no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffer’d by a thunderbolt. Alas, the
storm is come again! My best way is to creep under his gaberdine; there is
no other shelter hereabout. Misery acquaints a man with strange
bedfellows; I will here shroud till the dregs of the storm be past.



Sonnet 27

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired,
But then begins a journey in my head
To work my mind, when body’s work’s expired;
For then my thoughts (from far where I abide)
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,
And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do see;
Save that my soul’s imaginary sight
Presents [thy] shadow to my sightless view,
Which like a jewel hung in ghastly night,
Makes black night beauteous, and her old face new.

Lo thus by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find.


