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Measure for Measure 

Act 1 Scene 4

 

Lucio Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you:

 Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison.

Isabella Woe me! For what?

Lucio For that which, if myself might be his judge,

 He should receive his punishment in thanks:

 He hath got his friend with child.

Isabella Sir, make me not your story.

Lucio It is true.

Isabella Some one with child by him? My cousin Juliet?

Lucio She it is.

Isabella O, let him marry her.

Lucio This is the point.

 Lord Angelo hath pick’d out an act,

 Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life

 Falls into forfeit. 

Isabella Alas! what poor ability’s in me

 To do him good?

Lucio Assay the power you have.

Isabella My power? Alas, I doubt--

Lucio Our doubts are traitors

 And make us lose the good we oft might win

 By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo.

Isabella I’ll see what I can do.

Lucio But speedily.

Isabella I will about it straight;

 Commend me to my brother: soon at night

 I’ll send him certain word of my success.

Lucio I take my leave of you.

Isabella Good sir, adieu.
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Julius Caesar 

Act 4 Scene 3

 

Cassius That you have wrong’d me doth appear in this:

 You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pella

 For taking bribes here of the Sardians;

 Wherein my letters, praying on his side,

 Because I knew the man, were slighted off.

Brutus You wronged yourself to write in such a case.

Cassius In such a time as this it is not meet

 That every nice offence should bear his comment.

Brutus Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself

 Are much condemn’d to have an itching palm;

 To sell and mart your offices for gold

 To undeservers.

Cassius I an itching palm!

 You know that you are Brutus that speak this,

 Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last.

Brutus The name of Cassius honours this corruption,

 And chastisement doth therefore hide his head.

Cassius Chastisement!

Brutus Remember March, the ides of March remember:

 Did not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake?

Cassius Brutus, bay not me;

 I’ll not endure it: you forget yourself,

 To hedge me in; I am a soldier, I,

 Older in practise, abler than yourself

 To make conditions.

Brutus Go to; you are not, Cassius.

Cassius I am.

Brutus I say you are not.

Cassius Urge me no more, I shall forget myself;

 Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further.

 continued over...
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Julius Caesar 

Act 4 Scene 3

continued

 

As You Like It 

Act 1 Scene 3

Brutus Away, slight man!

Cassius Is’t possible?

Brutus Hear me, for I will speak.

 Must I give way and room to your rash choler?

 Shall I be frighted when a madman stares?

Cassius O ye gods, ye gods! must I endure all this?

Brutus All this! ay, more: fret till your proud heart break;

 Go show your slaves how choleric you are,

 And make your bondmen tremble.

Celia O my poor Rosalind, whither wilt thou go?

 I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than I am.

Rosalind I have more cause.

Celia Thou hast not, cousin;                                                              

 Prithee be cheerful: know’st thou not, the duke

 Hath banish’d me, his daughter?

Rosalind That he hath not.

Celia Shall we be sunder’d? shall we part, sweet girl?

 No: let my father seek another heir.

 Therefore devise with me how we may fly,

Rosalind Why, whither shall we go?

Celia To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden.

Rosalind Alas, what danger will it be to us.

Celia I’ll put myself in poor and mean attire

 And with a kind of umber smirch my face;

 The like do  you: so shall we pass along

 And never stir assailants.

 continued over...
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As You Like It 

Act 1 Scene 3

continued

Rosalind Were it not better,

 Because that I am more than common tall,

 That I did suit me all points like a man?

 A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh,

 A boar-spear in my hand; and--in my heart

 Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will-

 We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside,                                                                                

 As many other mannish cowards have

 That do outface it with their semblances.

Celia Then go we in content

 To liberty and not to banishment.
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