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Henry VI

Environed he was with many foes,

Part 3 Act 2 Scene 1

And stood against them, as the hope of Troy
Against the Greeks that would have enter’d Troy.
But Hercules himself must yield to odds;
And many strokes, though with a little axe,
Hew down and fell the hardest-timber’d oak.
By many hands your father was subdued;
But only slaughter’d by the ireful arm
Of unrelenting Clifford and the queen.

Macbeth

Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you known,

Act 4 Scene 2		

Though in your state of honour I am perfect.
I doubt some danger does approach you nearly:
If you will take a homely one’s advice,
Be not found here; hence, with your little ones.
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage;
To do worse to you were fell cruelty,
Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you!
I dare abide no longer.

Coriolanus

The nobles in great earnestness are going

Act 4 Scene 6

All to the senate-house: some news is come
That turns their countenances. And, worthy sir,
The slave’s report is seconded; and more,
More fearful, is deliver’d.
It is spoke freely out of many mouths—
How probable I do not know—that Coriolanus,
Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ‘gainst Rome,
And vows revenge as spacious as between
The young’st and oldest thing!
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The Tempest

I boarded the king’s ship; now on the beak,

Ariel 		

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,
I flamed amazement: sometime I’ld divide,
And burn in many places; on the topmast,
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly,
Then meet and join. Jove’s lightnings, the precursors
O’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And sight-out running were not; the fire and cracks
Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune
Seem to besiege and make his bold waves tremble,
Yea, his dread trident shake.

A Midsummer Night’s Dream

And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls;

Puck		

He murder cries and help from Athens calls.
Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus strong,
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong;
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch;
Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders all things catch.
I led them on in this distracted fear,
And left sweet Pyramus translated there:
When in that moment, so it came to pass,
Titania waked and straightway loved an ass.

Henry IV Part Two

Open your ears; for which of you will stop

Rumour

The vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks?
I, from the orient to the drooping west,
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold
The acts commenced on this ball of earth:
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride,
The which in every language I pronounce,
Stuffing the ears of men with false reports.
I speak of peace, while covert enmity
Under the smile of safety wounds the world.
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