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A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM

Act 1 Scene 1

Helena

How happy some o’er other some can be!

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;

He will not know what all but he do know: 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes,

So I, admiring of his qualities:

Things base and vile, folding no quantity,

Love can transpose to form and dignity:

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind;

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind:

Nor hath Love’s mind of any judgement taste;

Wings and no eyes !gure unheedy haste:

And therefore is Love said to be a child,

Because in choice he is so oft beguiled. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,

So the boy Love is perjured every where:

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne,

He hail’d down oaths that he was only mine;

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt.

I will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight:

Then to the wood will he to-morrow night

Pursue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense: 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

To have his sight thither and back again.

Act III Scene 2 

Helena 

Lo, she is one of this confederacy!

Now I perceive they have conjoin’d all three

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.

Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid! 

Have you conspired, have you with these contrived

To bait me with this foul derision?

Is all the counsel that we two have shared,

The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent,

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 

For parting us,--O, is it all forgot?

All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence?

We, Hermia, like two arti!cial gods,

Have with our needles created both one flower,

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key,

As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds,

Had been incorporate. So we grow together,

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted,

But yet an union in partition;

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem;

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart;

Two of the !rst, like coats in heraldry,

Due but to one and crowned with one crest.

And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend?

It is not friendly, ‘tis not maidenly:

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it,

Though I alone do feel the injury.
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AS YOU LIKE IT 

Act II Scene 7

Jaques

All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players:

They have their exits and their entrances; 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At !rst the infant,

Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. 

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel,

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

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 sixth 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 everything.

Act III scene 5

Rosalind

And why, I pray you? Who might be your mother,

That you insult, exult, and all at once, 

Over the wretched? What though you have no 

beauty,-- 

As by my faith, I see no more in you 

Than without candle may go dark to bed,--

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 

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 entame my 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 make the world full of ill-favour’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.
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Act III scene 5

Phebe

Think not I love him, though I ask for him.

‘Tis but a peevish boy; yet he talks well; 

But what care I for words? yet words do well, 

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 

It is a pretty youth: not very pretty: 

But, sure, he’s proud; and yet his pride becomes him:

He’ll make a proper man: the best thing in him 

Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 

Did make offence his eye did heal it up.

He is not very tall; yet for his years he’s tall:

His leg is but so so; and yet ‘tis well: 

There was a pretty redness in his lip, 

A little riper and more lusty red 

Than that mix’d in his cheek; ‘twas just the difference

Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 

There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d him 

In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him; but, for my part, 

I love him not nor hate him not; and yet 

Have more cause to hate him than to love him: 

For what had he to do to chide at me?

He said mine eyes were black and my hair black;

And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me. 

I marvel why I answer’d not again: 

But that’s all one; omittance is no quittance.

I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thou shalt bear it: wilt thou, Silvius?
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS

Adriana 

Act II Scene 2

Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown:

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once when thou unurg’d wouldst vow

That never words were music to thine ear, 

That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 

That never meat sweet-savour’d in thy taste, 

Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carv’d to thee.

How comes it now, my husband, O! how comes it, 

That thou art thus estranged from thyself? 

Thyself I call it, being strange to me,

That, undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear self’s better part.

Ah! do not tear away thyself from me, 

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 

A drop of water in the breaking gulf, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diminishing,

As take from me thyself and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious,

And that this body, consecrate to thee,

By ruffian lust should be contaminate! 

Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me,

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot-brow,

And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow? 

I know thou canst; and therefore, see thou do it.

I am possess’d with an adulterate blot;

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust: 

For if we two be one and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed;

I live unstain’d, thou undishonoured. 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

Act III Scene 1

Shylock

To bait !sh withal: if it will feed nothing else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and 

hindered me half a million; laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my 

bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies; and what’s his reason? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew 

eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions? fed with the same food, 

hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed and 

cooled by the same winter and summer, as a Christian is? If you prick us, do we not bleed? if you tickle 

us, do we not laugh? if you poison us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, shall we not revenge? If we 

are like you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humility? 

Revenge. If a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be by Christian example? Why, revenge. 

The villany you teach me, I will execute, and it shall go hard but I will better the instruction. 

Act III scene 2

Portia

I pray you, tarry: pause a day or two

Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong,

I lose your company: therefore forbear awhile.

There’s something tells me, but it is not love,

I would not lose you; and you know yourself,

Hate counsels not in such a quality.

But lest you should not understand me well,--

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,--

I would detain you here some month or two

Before you venture for me. I could teach you

How to choose right, but I am then forsworn;

So will I never be: so may you miss me; 

But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin,

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes,

They have o’erlook’d me and divided me;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,

Mine own, I would say; but if mine, then yours, 

And so all yours. O, these naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their rights!

And so, though yours, not yours. Prove it so,

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I.

I speak too long; but ‘tis to peize the time,

To eke it and to draw it out in length,

To stay you from election. 
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THE WINTER’S TALE

Act I Scene 2

Leontes

To your own bents dispose you: you’ll be found,

Be you beneath the sky. Aside] I am angling now,

Though you perceive me not how I give line.

Go to, go to!

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him! 

And arms her with the boldness of a wife

To her allowing husband!

[Exeunt POLIXENES, HERMIONE, and Attendants]

Gone already!

Inch-thick, knee-deep, o’er head and ears a fork’d one!

Go, play, boy, play: thy mother plays, and I

Play too, but so disgraced a part, whose issue

Will hiss me to my grave: contempt and clamour

Will be my knell. Go, play, boy, play. There have been,

Or I am much deceived, cuckolds ere now;

And many a man there is, even at this present,

Now while I speak this, holds his wife by the arm,

That little thinks she has been sluiced in’s absence

And his pond !sh’d by his next neighbour, by

Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay, there’s comfort in’t

Whiles other men have gates and those gates open’d,

As mine, against their will. Should all despair

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 

Would hang themselves. Physic for’t there is none;

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike

Where ‘tis predominant; and ‘tis powerful, think it,

From east, west, north and south: be it concluded,

No barricado for a belly; know’t; 

It will let in and out the enemy

With bag and baggage: many thousand on’s

Have the disease, and feel’t not. How now, boy!

Act III scene 2

Hermione

Sir, spare your threats:

The bug which you would fright me with I seek.

To me can life be no commodity: 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour,

I do give lost; for I do feel it gone,

But know not how it went. My second joy

And !rst-fruits of my body, from his presence

I am barr’d, like one infectious. My third comfort 

Starr’d most unluckily, is from my breast,

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth,

Haled out to murder: myself on every post

Proclaimed a strumpet: with immodest hatred

The child-bed privilege denied, which ‘longs 

To women of all fashion; lastly, hurried

Here to this place, i’ the open air, before

I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege,

Tell me what blessings I have here alive,

That I should fear to die? Therefore proceed.

But yet hear this: mistake me not; no life,

I prize it not a straw, but for mine honour,

Which I would free, if I shall be condemn’d

Upon surmises, all proofs sleeping else

But what your jealousies awake, I tell you 

‘Tis rigor and not law. Your honours all,

I do refer me to the oracle:

Apollo be my judge! 
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Act III scene 2

Paulina

What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me? 

What wheels? racks? !res? what flaying? boiling?

In leads or oils? what old or newer torture

Must I receive, whose every word deserves

To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranny

Together working with thy jealousies, 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle

For girls of nine, O, think what they have done

And then run mad indeed, stark mad! for all

Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it.

That thou betray’dst Polixenes,’twas nothing; 

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant

And damnable ingrateful: nor was’t much,

Thou wouldst have poison’d good Camillo’s honour,

To have him kill a king: poor trespasses,

More monstrous standing by: whereof I reckon 

The casting forth to crows thy baby-daughter

To be or none or little; though a devil

Would have shed water out of !re ere done’t:

Nor is’t directly laid to thee, the death

Of the young prince, whose honourable thoughts, 

Thoughts high for one so tender, cleft the heart

That could conceive a gross and foolish sire

Blemish’d his gracious dam: this is not, no,

Laid to thy answer: but the last,—O lords,

When I have said, cry ‘woe!’ the queen, the queen, 

The sweet’st, dear’st creature’s dead,

and vengeance for’t

Not dropp’d down yet. 
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TWELFTH NIGHT

Act II scene 1

Malvolio - 

M, O, A, I; this simulation is not as the former: and 

yet, to crush this a little, it would bow to me, for every 

one of these letters are in my name. Soft! here follows 

prose.

[Reads]

‘If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars I am 

above thee; but be not afraid of greatness: some are 

born great, some achieve greatness, and some have 

greatness thrust upon ‘em. Thy Fates open their hands; 

let thy blood and spirit embrace them; and, to inure 

thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy humble 

slough and appear fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman, 

surly with servants; let thy tongue tang arguments 

of state; put thyself into the trick of singularity: she 

thus advises thee that sighs for thee. Remember who 

commended thy yellow stockings, and wished to see 

thee ever cross-gartered: I say, remember. Go to, 

thou art made, if thou desirest to be so; if not, let me 

see thee a steward still, the fellow of servants, and 

not worthy to touch Fortune’s !ngers. Farewell. She 

that would alter services with thee, THE FORTUNATE-

UNHAPPY.’

Daylight and champaign discovers not more: this is 

open. I will be proud, I will read politic authors, I will 

baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, I will 

be point-devise the very man. I do not now fool myself, 

to let imagination jade me; for every reason excites 

to this, that my lady loves me. She did commend my 

yellow stockings of late, she did praise my leg being 

cross-gartered; and in this she manifests herself to my 

love, and with a kind of injunction drives me to these 

habits of her liking. I thank my stars I am happy. I will be 

strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and cross-gartered, 

even with the swiftness of putting on. Jove and my 

stars be praised! Here is yet a postscript.

[Reads]

‘Thou canst not choose but know who I am. If thou 

entertainest my love, let it appear in thy smiling; thy  

 

 

 

smiles become thee well; therefore in my presence still 

smile, dear my sweet, I prithee.’ Jove, I thank thee: I will 

smile; I will do everything that thou wilt have me. 

Act II scene 2

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 sure 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 easy is it for the proper-false

In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms!

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we!

For such as we are made of, such we be.

How will this fadge? my master 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 am man,

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 to untie!



9/16

SHAKESPEARE SPEECH SELECTIONS  Evvy Miller | 35 min read

HENRY IV PART 2

Act II scene 3

Lady Percy

O, yet, for God’s sake, go not to these wars! 

The time was, father, that you broke your word, 

When you were more endear’d to it than now; 

When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear Harry, 

Threw many a northward look to see his father 

Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain. 

Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 

There were two honours lost, yours and your son’s. 

For yours, the God of heaven brighten it! 

For his, it stuck upon him as the sun 

In the grey vault of heaven; and by his light 

Did all the chivalry of England move 

To do brave acts. He was indeed the glass 

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves. 

He had no legs that practis’d not his gait; 

And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish, 

Became the accents of the valiant; 

For those who could speak low and tardily 

Would turn their own perfection to abuse 

To seem like him: so that in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion’d others. And him—O wondrous him! 

O miracle of men!—him did you leave— 

Second to none, unseconded by you— 

To look upon the hideous god of war 

In disadvantage, to abide a !eld 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 

Did seem defensible. So you left him. 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong 

To hold your honour more precise and nice 

With others than with him! Let them alone. 

The Marshal and the Archbishop are strong. 

Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers, 

To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck, 

Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave.

KING JOHN

Act III scene 4

Constance

Thou art not holy to belie me so; 

I am not mad: this hair I tear is mine; 

My name is Constance; I was Geffrey’s wife; 

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost: 

I am not mad: I would to heaven I were! 

For then, ‘tis like I should forget myself: 

O, if I could, what grief should I forget! 

Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 

And thou shalt be canonized, cardinal; 

For being not mad but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 

How I may be deliver’d of these woes, 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 

If I were mad, I should forget my son, 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he: 

I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 

The different plague of each calamity.

Note: This is an incredible scene and there’s a de!nite 

possibly of stitching together more of Constance’s text 

into a longer speech. 
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RICHARD II

Act III Scene 3

King Richard

We are amazed; and thus long have we stood 

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king: 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 

To pay their awful duty to our presence? 

If we be not, show us the hand of God 

That hath dismissed us from our stewardship; 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 

Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think that all, as you have done, 

Have torn their souls by turning them from us, 

And we are barren and bereft of friends; 

Yet know, my master, God omnipotent, 

Is mustering in his clouds on our behalf 

Armies of pestilence; and they shall strike 

Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 

That lift your vassal hands against my head 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke—for yond methinks he stands— 

That every stride he makes upon my land 

Is dangerous treason: he is come to open 

The purple testament of bleeding war; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons 

Shall ill become the flower of England’s face, 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To scarlet indignation and bedew 

Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood.

HENRY IV PART 1

Prince Hal (who later becomes Henry V)

I know you all, and will awhile uphold

The unyoked humour of your idleness:

Yet herein will I imitate the sun, 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds

To smother up his beauty from the world,

That, when he please again to be himself,

Being wanted, he may be more wonder’d at,

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists

Of vapours that did seem to strangle him.

If all the year were playing holidays,

To sport would be as tedious as to work;

But when they seldom come, they wish’d for come,

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behavior I throw off

And pay the debt I never promised,

By how much better than my word I am,

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes;

And like bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault,

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes

Than that which hath no foil to set it off.

I’ll so offend, to make offence a skill;

Redeeming time when men think least I will.
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HENRY V

Henry V

Act IV Scene 3

What’s he that wishes so?

My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin:

If we are mark’d to die, we are enough

To do our country loss; and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.

God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 

It yearns me not if men my garments wear;

Such outward things dwell not in my desires:

But if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most offending soul alive.

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England: 

God’s peace! I would not lose so great an honour

As one man more, methinks, would share from me

For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more!

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,

That he which hath no stomach to this !ght, 

Let him depart; his passport shall be made

And crowns for convoy put into his purse:

We would not die in that man’s company

That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is called the feast of Crispian: 

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,

Will stand a tip-toe when the day is named,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 

And say ‘To-morrow is Saint Crispian:’

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars.

And say ‘These wounds I had on Crispin’s day.’

Old men forget: yet all shall be forgot,

But he’ll remember with advantages 

What feats he did that day: then shall our names.

Familiar in his mouth as household words

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d. 

This story shall the good man teach his son;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be remember’d;

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me

Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition:

And gentlemen in England now a-bed

Shall think themselves accursed they were not here, 

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day.

Act III scene 1

Henry

Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more;

Or close the wall up with our English dead.

In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man

As modest stillness and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears,

Then imitate the action of the tiger;

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood,

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage;

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 

Let pry through the portage of the head

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it

As fearfully as doth a galled rock

O’erhang and jutty his confounded base,

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide,

Hold hard the breath and bend up every spirit

To his full height. On, on, you noblest English.

Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof!

Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have in these parts from morn till even fought

And sheathed their swords for lack of argument:

Dishonour not your mothers; now attest

That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you.

Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war. And you, good yeoman,
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Whose limbs were made in England, show us here

The mettle of your pasture; let us swear

That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not;

For there is none of you so mean and base, 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,

Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot:

Follow your spirit, and upon this charge

Cry ‘God for Harry, England, and Saint George!

HENRY VI PART 2

Act I scene 3

Queen Margaret 

My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 

Is this the fashion in the court of England? 

Is this the government of Britain’s isle,

And this the royalty of Albion’s king? 

What shall King Henry be a pupil still 

Under the surly Gloucester’s governance? 

Am I a queen in title and in style, 

And must be made a subject to a duke?

I tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours 

Thou ran’st a tilt in honour of my love 

And stolest away the ladies’ hearts of France, 

I thought King Henry had resembled thee 

In courage, courtship and proportion:

But all his mind is bent to holiness, 

To number Ave-Maries on his beads; 

His champions are the prophets and apostles, 

His weapons holy saws of sacred writ, 

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 

Are brazen images of canonized saints. 

I would the college of the cardinals 

Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 

And set the triple crown upon his head: 

That were a state !t for his holiness.

 

RICHARD III 

Act I scene 1 

Gloucester (later Richard III)

Now is the winter of our discontent 

Made glorious summer by this sun of York; 

And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; 

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 

Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front; 

And now, instead of mounting barded steeds 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; 

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

Deformed, un!nish’d, sent before my time 

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable 

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; 

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time, 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 

And descant on mine own deformity: 

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence and the king 

In deadly hate the one against the other: 

And if King Edward be as true and just 

As I am subtle, false and treacherous, 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up, 
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About a prophecy, which says that ‘G’

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here 

Clarence comes. 

Act IV scene 4

Margaret 

(The same Margaret in Hernry VI)

I call’d thee then vain flourish of my fortune; 

I call’d thee then poor shadow, painted queen; 

The presentation of but what I was; 

The flattering index of a direful pageant; 

One heaved a-high, to be hurl’d down below; 

A mother only mock’d with two sweet babes; 

A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 

A sign of dignity, a garish flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot, 

A queen in jest, only to !ll the scene. 

Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers? 

Where are thy children? wherein dost thou, joy? 

Who sues to thee and cries ‘God save the queen’? 

Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee? 

Where be the thronging troops that follow’d thee? 

Decline all this, and see what now thou art: 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues; 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me; 

For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one; 

For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about,

And left thee but a very prey to time; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 

Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen’d yoke; 

From which even here I slip my weary neck, 

And leave the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mischance: 

These English woes will make me smile in France.

Act V scene 3

Richard III

Give me another horse: bind up my wounds. 

Have mercy, Jesu!—Soft! I did but dream. 

O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me! 

The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnight. 

Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 

What do I fear? myself? there’s none else by: 

Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here? No. Yes, I am: 

Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why: 

Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself? 

Alack. I love myself. Wherefore? for any good 

That I myself have done unto myself? 

O, no! alas, I rather hate myself 

For hateful deeds committed by myself! 

I am a villain: yet I lie. I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter. 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 

And every tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree 

Murder, stem murder, in the direst degree; 

All several sins, all used in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty! guilty! 

I shall despair. There is no creature loves me; 

And if I die, no soul shall pity me: 

Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself 

Find in myself no pity to myself? 

Methought the souls of all that I had murder’d 

Came to my tent; and every one did threat 

To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard. 
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HAMLET

Act I scene 2

Hamlet

O that this too too solid flesh would melt,

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew!

Or that the Everlasting had not !x’d 

His canon ‘gainst self-slaughter! O God! God!

How weary, stale, flat, and unpro!table

Seem to me all the uses of this world!

Fie on’t! ah, !e! ‘Tis an unweeded garden

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature 

Possess it merely. That it should come to this!

But two months dead! Nay, not so much, not two.

So excellent a king, that was to this

Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!

Must I remember? Why, she would hang on him

As if increase of appetite had grown

By what it fed on; and yet, within a month-

Let me not think on’t! Frailty, thy name is woman!- 

A little month, or ere those shoes were old

With which she followed my poor father’s body

Like Niobe, all tears- why she, even she

(O God! a beast that wants discourse of reason

Would have mourn’d longer) married with my uncle;

My father’s brother, but no more like my father

Than I to Hercules. Within a month,

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,

She married. O, most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!

It is not, nor it cannot come to good.

But break my heart, for I must hold my tongue! 

Act III scene 4

Hamlet

Look here upon th’s picture, and on this, 

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.

See what a grace was seated on this brow;

Hyperion’s curls; the front of Jove himself;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;

A station like the herald Mercury 

New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill:

A combination and a form indeed

Where every god did seem to set his seal

To give the world assurance of a man.

This was your husband. Look you now what follows.

Here is your husband, like a mildew’d ear

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes

You cannot call it love; for at your age

The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble,

And waits upon the judgment; and what judgment

Would step from this to this? Sense sure you have,

Else could you not have motion; but sure that sense

Is apoplex’d; for madness would not err, 

Nor sense to ecstacy was ne’er so thrall’d

But it reserv’d some quantity of choice

To serve in such a difference. What devil was’t

That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind?

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all,

Or but a sickly part of one true sense

Could not so mope.

O shame! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell,

If thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax

And melt in her own !re. Proclaim no shame

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge,

Since frost itself as actively doth burn,

And reason panders will. 
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MACBETH

Act I scene 7

Macbeth

If it were done when ‘tis done, then ‘twere well

It were done quickly: if the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch

With his surcease success; that but this blow

Might be the be-all and the end-all here,

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

We’ld jump the life to come. But in these cases 

We still have judgment here; that we but teach

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return

To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice

Commends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice

To our own lips. He’s here in double trust;

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject,

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,

Who should against his murderer shut the door,

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan

Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against

The deep damnation of his taking-off;

And pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, horsed 

Upon the sightless couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur

To prick the sides of my intent, but only

Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself 

And falls on the other

Act II scene 1

Macbeth

Is this a dagger which I see before me,

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee.

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a false creation,

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?

I see thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going;

And such an instrument I was to use.

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses,

Or else worth all the rest; I see thee still,

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 

Which was not so before. There’s no such thing:

It is the bloody business which informs

Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one halfworld

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse

The curtain’d sleep; witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate’s offerings, and wither’d murder,

Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf,

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace.

With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and !rm-set earth,

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear

Thy very stones prate of my whereabout,

And take the present horror from the time,

Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives:

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[A bell rings]

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me.

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. 
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SCENE SELECTIONS 

Macbeth 

Lady Macbeth & Macbeth - Act I scene 7 - The Macbeth’s debate the murder of the King     

           Act II scene 2 - The aftermath of the !rst murder

Richard IIII  

Richard of Gloucester and Lady Anne - Act 1 Scene 2 - They spar over the body of Anne’s     

    father in law - Henry VI. 

Richard III & Elizabeth of York - Act 4 Scene 4 - Richard sets his sights on Elizabeth’s      

   daughter

A Midsummer Night’s Dream 

Helena, Hermia, Lysander, Demetrius & Puck (Puck could easily be cut) - Comedy. The lovers quarrel. 

King John 

Hubert & Arthur - Scene 4 Act 1 - Hubert has been ordered to burn out Arthur’s eyes. 

The Taming of the Shrew 

Act I Scene 2 - Petruchio & Katherina - Comedy. The !rst meeting. 

Twelfth Night 

Act I Scene 5 - Olivia & Viola - Viola (disguised as a man) tries to woo Olivia for Orsino, her master. 

Merry Wives of Windsor 

Act II Scene 1 - Mistress Page & Mistress Ford - Comedy. They discover they’ve received identical love notes 

from the same man and plot revenge. 

Merchant of Venice 

Act I scene 1 Bassanio/Antonio - Bassanio asks his friend for help.


