
As You Like It  
 
 
Act 2, Sc. 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 first 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 woeful 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 lined, 
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 saved, 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. 



 

As You Like It  
 
 

Act 3, Sc. 7 
 
PHOEBE 

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 
Between 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 
I 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? 



 

The Life of King Henry the Fifth 
 

Act 1, Prologue 
 
Chorus 

O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention, 
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act 
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene! 
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels, 
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword and fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon, and gentles all, 
The flat unraised spirits that have dared 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth 
So great an object: can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram 
Within this wooden O the very casques 
That did affright the air at Agincourt? 
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may 
Attest in little place a million; 
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt, 
On your imaginary forces work. 
Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confined two mighty monarchies, 
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder: 
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts; 
Into a thousand parts divide on man, 
And make imaginary puissance; 
Think when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth; 
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings, 
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times, 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply, 
Admit me Chorus to this history; 
Who prologue-like your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 



 

The Life of King Henry the Fifth 
 
 

Act 4, Sc. 3 
 
KING HENRY V 
  
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. 



 

The Life and Death of Richard the Second 
 

Act 4, Sc. 1 
 
KING RICHARD II 

Ay, no; no, ay; for I must nothing be; 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 
Now mark me, how I will undo myself; 
I give this heavy weight from off my head 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 
The pride of kingly sway from out my heart; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 
With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
With mine own breath release all duty's rites: 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 
My manors, rents, revenues I forego; 
My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny: 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me! 
God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grieved, 
And thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved! 
Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 
And soon lie Richard in an earthly pit! 
God save King Harry, unking'd Richard says, 
And send him many years of sunshine days! 
What more remains? 



 

Romeo and Juliet  
 

Act 2, Sc. 2 
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: 
Be not her maid, since she is envious; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green 
And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. 
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. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That birds would sing and think it were not night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek! 



 

Romeo and Juliet  
 

Act 2, Sc. 2 
 
 
 
JULIET  
O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet.  

'Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name! 
What's in a name? that which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, 
And for that name which is no part of thee 
Take all myself. 

 



 

Romeo and Juliet  
 

Act 2, Sc. 2 
 
JULIET  

Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face, 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke: but farewell compliment! 
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say 'Ay,' 
And I will take thy word: yet if thou swear'st, 
Thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries 
Then say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown and be perverse an say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
And therefore thou mayst think my 'havior light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware, 
My true love's passion: therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 



The Taming of the Shrew 
 
Act 5, Scene 2 
 
KATHARINA 
 
    Fie, fie! unknit that threatening unkind brow, 
    And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 
    To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 
    It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads, 
    Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake fair buds, 
    And in no sense is meet or amiable. 
    A woman moved is like a fountain troubled, 
    Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty; 
    And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
    Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 
    Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
    Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee, 
    And for thy maintenance commits his body 
    To painful labour both by sea and land, 
    To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
    Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 
    And craves no other tribute at thy hands 
    But love, fair looks and true obedience; 
    Too little payment for so great a debt. 
    Such duty as the subject owes the prince 
    Even such a woman oweth to her husband; 
    And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
    And not obedient to his honest will, 
    What is she but a foul contending rebel 
    And graceless traitor to her loving lord? 
    I am ashamed that women are so simple 
    To offer war where they should kneel for peace; 
    Or seek for rule, supremacy and sway, 
    When they are bound to serve, love and obey. 
    Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth, 
    Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
    But that our soft conditions and our hearts 
    Should well agree with our external parts? 
    Come, come, you froward and unable worms! 
    My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
    My heart as great, my reason haply more, 
    To bandy word for word and frown for frown; 
    But now I see our lances are but straws, 
    Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare, 
    That seeming to be most which we indeed least are. 
    Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot, 
    And place your hands below your husband's foot: 
    In token of which duty, if he please, 
    My hand is ready; may it do him ease. 



The Merchant of Venice 
 

Act 4, Sc. 1 
 
PORTIA 
 
    The quality of mercy is not strain'd, 
    It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven 
    Upon the place beneath: it is twice blest; 
    It blesseth him that gives and him that takes: 
    'Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes 
    The throned monarch better than his crown; 
    His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 
    The attribute to awe and majesty, 
    Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 
    But mercy is above this sceptred sway; 
    It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
    It is an attribute to God himself; 
    And earthly power doth then show likest God's 
    When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
    Though justice be thy plea, consider this, 
    That, in the course of justice, none of us 
    Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy; 
    And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
    The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much 
    To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 
    Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
    Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there. 
 


