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1. $ELHE+PI4THEE 18 B (Sonnet 18)

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate.
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date.
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimmed,

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimmed:
But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,

Nor shall death brag thou wand’rest in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st.



So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.
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2. $EWE+TUITHSE 116 B (Sonnet 116)

Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments. Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds

Or bends with the remover to remove.

O no, it is an ever-fixed mark

That looks on tempests and is never shaken,

It is the star to every wand’ring bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height betaken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks

Within his bending sickle’s compass come:



Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,

| never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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Hamlet Act 3/Scene 1

To be, or not to be, that is the question:

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them? To die, to sleep —
No more — and by a sleep to say we end

The heartache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to: ’tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep:

To sleep, perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub,
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: there’s the respect

That makes calamity of so long life,

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,



The pangs of disprized love, the law’s delay,
The insolence of office and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? Who would these fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,
The undiscovered country from whose bourn
No traveller returns, puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all:
And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn away,

And lose the name of action. Soft you now,
The fair Ophelia.— Nymph, in thy orisons

Be all my sins remembered.
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As You Like It Act 2 / Scene 7

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.

Then the whining schoolboy, 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 slippered 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.
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Romeo and Juliet Act 2 / Scene 1

JULIET Ay mel

ROMEO She speaks:
O, spcak again, bright angel, for thou art
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white upturned wond'ring eyes
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him
When he bestrides the lazy puffing clouds,

And sails upon the bosom of the air.

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.
ROMEO Shall I hear more, or shall | speak at this?
JULIET ’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 word would smell as sweet,
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo called,
Retain that dear perfection which he owes
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name,
And for thy name, which is no part of thee,
Take all myself.

ROMEDO |1 take thee at thy word:
Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptized,

Henceforth | never will be Romeo.
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The Life of Henry the Fifth  Act 3/ Scene 1

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, conjure up the blood,
Disguise fair nature with hard-favoured rage,
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect:

Let it 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,
Swilled 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 called fathers did beget you.
Be copy now to men of grosser blood,

And teach them how to war. And you, good yeoman,
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here
The mettle of your pasture: let us swear

That you are worth your breeding, which | doubt not,
For there is none of you so mean and base,

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.

| 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!”
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Macbeth  Act5/ Scene 5

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day

To the last syllable of recorded time:

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle.
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage
And then is heard no more. It is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.
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King Lear Act 3/ Scene2

LEAR Blow winds and crack your cheeks! Rage, blow,
You cataracts and hurricanoes,spout
Till you have drenched our steeples, drown the cocks!
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,
Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder,
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’th’world!
Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once

That makes ingrateful man!
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Much Ado About Nothing Act 1/ Scene 1

BEATRICE

BENEDICK

BEATRICE

BENEDICK

BEATRICE

BENEDICK

BEATRICE

| wonder that you will still be talking, Signior Benedick: nobody
marks you.

What, my.dear Lady Disdain! Are you yet living?

Is it possible disdain should die while she hath such meet food to feed
it as Signior Benedick? Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you
come in her presence.

Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is certain | am loved of all ladies,
only you excepted: and | would I could find in my heart that | had not a
hard heart, for truly I love none.

A dear happiness to women: they would else have been troubled with a
pernicious suitor. | thank God and my cold blood, I am of your humour
for that. I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow than a man swear he
loves me.

God keep your ladyship still in that mind, so some gentleman or other
shall scape a predestinate scratched face.

Scratching could not make it worse an "twere such a face as yours

Were.



BENEDICK Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

BEATRICE A bird of my tongue is better than a beast of yours.

BENEDICK | would my horse had the speed of your tongue, and so good a
continuer. But keep your way, a God’s name, I have done.

BEATRICE You always end with a jade’s trick. I know you of old.
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A Midsummer Nights Dream Act 1/ Scene 1

LYSANDER How now, my love! Why is your cheek so pale?
How chance the roses there do fade so fast?
HERMIA Belike for want of rain, which |.could well
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes.
LYSANDER Ay me, for aught that I could ever read,
Could ever hear by tale or history,
The course of true love never did run smooth.
But either it was different in blood—
HERMIA O cross! Too high to be enthralled to low.
LYSANDER Or else misgraffed in respect of years—
HERMIA O spite! Too old to be engaged to young.
LYSANDER Or else it stood upon the choice of merit—
HERMIA O hell! To choose love by another’s eyes.
LYSANDER Or if there were a sympathy in choice,

War, death or sickness did lay siege to it,



Making it momentary as a sound,
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream:
Brief as the lightning in the collied night,
That in a spleen unfolds both heaven and earth,
And ere a man hath power to say ‘Behold!”
The jaws of darkness do devour it up:
So quick bright things come to confusion.
HERMIA If then true lovers have been ever crossed,

It stands as an edict in destiny.

Then let us teach our trial patience,

Because it is a customary cross,

As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sighs,

Wishes and tears, poor fancy’s followers.
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