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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 figure 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. 
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS      Act 3, Scene 2 
  
 

LUCIANA  

And may it be that you have quite forgot 

A husband's office? shall, Antipholus. 

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot? 

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous? 

If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 

Then for her wealth's sake use her with more kindness: 

Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness: 

Let not my sister read it in your eye; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator; 

Look sweet, be fair, become disloyalty; 

Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger; 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 

Be secret-false: what need she be acquainted? 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 

'Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed 

And let her read it in thy looks at board: 

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 

Ill d eeds are doubled with an evil word. 

Alas, poor women! make us but believe, 

Being compact of credit, that you love us; 

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve; 

We in your motion turn and you may move us. 

Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife: 

'Tis holy sport to be a little vain, 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE      Act 2, Scene 4 
  
 

ISABELLA  

To whom should I complain? Did I tell this, 

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths, 

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 

Either of condemnation or approof; 

Bidding the law make court'sy to their will: 

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 

To follow as it draws! I'll to my brother: 

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour. 

That, had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he'ld yield them up, 

Before his sister should her body stoop 

To such abhorr'd pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die: 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I'll tell him yet of Angelo's request, 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul's rest. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET       Act 4, Scene 3 
 
JULIET  

Farewell! God knows when we shall meet again. 

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 

That almost freezes up the heat of life: 

I'll call them back again to comfort me: 

Nurse! What should she do here? 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 

Come, vial. 

What if this mixture do not work at all? 

Shall I be married then to-morrow morning? 

No, no: this shall forbid it: lie thou there. 

What if it be a poison, which the friar 

Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead, 

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd, 

Because he married me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is: and yet, methinks, it should not, 

For he hath still been tried a holy man. 

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 

Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault, 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place,-- 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are packed: 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies festering in his shroud; where, as they say, 
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(continued from ROMEO & JULIET; Act 4, Scene 3) 

At some hours in the night spirits resort;-- 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I, 

So early waking, what with loathsome smells, 

And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth, 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad:-- 

O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 

Environed with all these hideous fears? 

And madly play with my forefather's joints? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud? 

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 

As with a club, dash out my desperate brains? 

O, look! methinks I see my cousin's ghost 

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 

Upon a rapier's point: stay, Tybalt, stay! 

Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee. 


