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MACBETH         Act 2, Scene 3 
  
 

PORTER 

Here's a knocking indeed! If a 

man were porter of hell-gate, he should have 

old turning the key. 

Knock, 

knock, knock! Who's there, i' the name of 

Beelzebub? Here's a farmer, that hanged 

himself on the expectation of plenty: come in 

time; have napkins enow about you; here 

you'll sweat for't. 

Knock, 

knock! Who's there, in the other devil's 

name? Faith, here's an equivocator, that could 

swear in both the scales against either scale; 

who committed treason enough for God's sake, 

yet could not equivocate to heaven: O, come 

in, equivocator. 

Knock, 

knock, knock! Who's there? Faith, here's an 

English tailor come hither, for stealing out of 

a French hose: come in, tailor; here you may 

roast your goose. 

Knock, 

knock; never at quiet! What are you? But 

this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter 

it no further: I had thought to have let in 

some of all professions that go the primrose 

way to the everlasting bonfire. 

Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter. 
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TWELFTH NIGHT        Act 4, Scene 3 
  
SEBASTIAN  

This is the air; that is the glorious sun; 

This pearl she gave me, I do feel't and see't; 

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio, then? 

I could not find him at the Elephant: 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 

That he did range the town to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service; 

For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 

That this may be some error, but no madness, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 

So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes 

And wrangle with my reason that persuades me 

To any other trust but that I am mad 

Or else the lady's mad; yet, if 'twere so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers, 

Take and give back affairs and their dispatch 

With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing 

As I perceive she does: there's something in't 

That is deceiveable. But here the lady comes. 
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JULIUS CAESAR        Act 3, Scene 1 
  
 

ANTONY  

O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth, 

That I am meek and gentle with these butchers! 

Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 

That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood! 

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,-- 

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue-- 

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men; 

Domestic fury and fierce civil strife 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy; 

Blood and destruction shall be so in use 

And dreadful objects so familiar 

That mothers shall but smile when they behold 

Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war; 

All pity choked with custom of fell deeds: 

And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate by his side come hot from hell, 

Shall in these confines with a monarch's voice 

Cry 'Havoc,' and let slip the dogs of war; 

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 

With carrion men, groaning for burial. 
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PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE       Act 1, Scene 1 
  
 
PERICLES  

How courtesy would seem to cover sin, 

When what is done is like an hypocrite, 

The which is good in nothing but in sight! 

If it be true that I interpret false, 

Then were it certain you were not so bad 

As with foul incest to abuse your soul; 

Where now you're both a father and a son, 

By your untimely claspings with your child, 

Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father; 

And she an eater of her mother's flesh, 

By the defiling of her parent's bed; 

And both like serpents are, who though they feed 

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 

Antioch, farewell! for wisdom sees, those men 

Blush not in actions blacker than the night, 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light. 

One sin, I know, another doth provoke; 

Murder's as near to lust as flame to smoke: 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame: 

Then, lest my lie be cropp'd to keep you clear, 

By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear. 

 
 


