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The Tempest

Ariel

Twelfe Night, or What You Will

Sebastian

 

You are three men of sinne, whom destiny

That hath to instrument this lower world, 

And what is in’t: the never surfeited Sea, 

Hath caus’d to belch up you: and on this Island, 

Where man doth not inhabit, you ‘mongst men, 

Being most unfit to live: I have made you mad; 

And even with such like valour, men hang, and drowne 

Their proper selves: you fooles, I and my fellowes 

Are ministers of Fate, the Elements 

Of whom your swords are temper’d, may as well 

Wound the loud windes, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 

Kill the still closing waters, as diminish 

One dowle that’s in my plumbe: My fellow ministers 

Are like-invulnerable: if you could hurt, 

Your swords are now too massie for your strengths, 

And will not be uplifted: But remember 

(For that’s my businesse to you) that you three 

From Millaine did supplant good Prospero, 

Expos’d unto the Sea (which hath requit it) 

Him, and his innocent childe: for which foule deed, 

The Powres, delaying (not forgetting) have 

Incens’d the Seas, and Shores; yea, all the Creatures 

Against your peace:

This is the ayre, that is the glorious Sunne, 

This pearle she gave me, I do feel’t, and see’t, 

And though tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

Yet ‘tis not madnesse. Where’s Anthonio then, 

I could not finde him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, and there I found this credite, 

That he did range the towne to seeke me out, 

His councell now might do me golden service, 

For though my soule disputes well with my sence, 

That this may be some error, but no madnesse, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of Fortune, 

So farre exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am readie to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason that perswades me 

To any other trust, but that I am mad, 

Or else the Ladies mad; yet if ‘twere so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers, 

Take, and give backe affayres, and their dispatch, 

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing 

As I perceive she do’s: there’s something in’t 

That is deceiveable. But heere the Lady comes.
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A Midsummer Nights Dream

Helena

The Third Part of Henry VI, 

with the Death of the 
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Henry  

 

Things base and vilde, holding no quantity, 

Love can transpose to forme and dignity, 

Love lookes not with the eyes, but with the minde, 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blinde. 

Nor hath loves minde of any iudgement taste: 

Wings and no eyes, figure, unheedy haste. 

And therefore is Love said to be a childe, 

Because in choise he is often beguil’d, 

As waggish boyes in game themselves forsweare; 

So the boy Love is periur’d every where. 

For ere Demetrius lookt on Hermias eyne, 

He hail’d downe oathes that he was onely mine. 

And when this Haile some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolv’d, and showres of oathes did melt, 

I will goe tell him of faire Hermias flight: 

Then to the wood will he, to morrow night 

Pursue her; and for his intelligence, 

If I have thankes, it is a deere expence: 

But heerein meane I to enrich my paine, 

To haue his sight thither, and backe againe.

Hadst thou bin kill’d, when first y didst presume, 

Thou had’st not liv’d to kill a Sonne of mine: 

And thus I prophesie, that many a thousand, 

Which now mistrust no parcell of my feare, 

And many an old mans sighe, and many a Widdowes, 

And many an Orphans water-standing-eye, 

Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands, 

Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 

Shall ruethe houre that ever thou was’t borne. 

The Owleshriek’d at thy birth, an evill signe, 

The Night-Crow cry’de, aboding lucklesse time, 

Dogs howl’d, and hiddeous Tempest shook down Trees: 

The Raven rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 

And chatt’ring Pies in dismall Discords sung: 

Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine, 

And yet brought forth lesse then a Mothers hope, 

To wit, an indigested and deformed lumpe, 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had’st thou in thy head, when thou was’t borne, 

To signifie, thou cam’st to bite the world: 

And if the rest be true, which I have heard, 

Thou cam’st
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Loves Labour’s Lost

Berowne

The Winters Tale

Perdita

Thus poure the stars down plagues for periury. 

Can any face of brasse hold longer out? 

Heere stand I, Ladie dart thy skill at me, 

Bruise me with scorne, confound me with a flout. 

Thrust thy sharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut me to peeces with thy keene conceit: 

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Russian habit waite. 

O! never will I trust to speeches pen’d, 

Nor to the motion of a Schoole-boies tongue. 

Nor never come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers songue, 

Taffata phrases, silken tearmes precise, 

Three-pil’d Hyperboles, spruce affection; 

Figures pedanticall, these summer flies, 

Have blowne me full of maggot ostentation. 

I do forsweare them, and I heere protest, 

By this white Glove (how white the hand God knows) 

Henceforth my woing minde shall be exprest 

In russet yeas, and honest kersie noes. 

And to begin Wench, so God helpe me law, 

My love to thee is sound, sans cracke or flaw.

Out alas:

You’ld be so leane, that blasts of Ianuary

Would blow you through and through. Now (my fairst Friend,

I would I had some Flowres o’th Spring, that might

Become your time of day: and yours, and yours,

That weare upon your Virgin-branches yet

Your Maiden-heads growing: O Proserpina,

For the Flowres now, that (frighted) thou let’st fall

From Dysses Waggon: Daffadils,

That come before the Swallow dares, and take

The windes of March with beauty: Violets (dim,

But sweeter then the lids of Juno’s eyes,

Or Cytherea’s breath) pale Prime-roses,

That dye unmarried, ere they can behold

Bright Phoebus in his strength (a Maladie

Most incident to Maids:) bold Oxlips, and

The Crowne Imperiall: Lillies of all kinds,

(The Flowre-de-Luce being one.) O, these I lacke,

To make you Garlands of) and my sweet friend,

To strew him o’re, and ore. Come, take your flours,

Me thinkes I play as I have seene them do

In Whitson-Pastorals: Sure this Robe of mine

Do’s change my disposition:
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Timon of Athens

Lord Timon

The Winters Tale

Hermione

Let me looke backe vpon thee. O thou Wall

That girdles in those Wolves, dive in the earth,

And fence not Athens. Matrons, turne incontinent,

Obedience fayle in Children: Slaves and Fooles

Plucke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench,

And minister in their steeds, to generall Filthes.

Convert o’th’ Instant greene Virginity,

Doo’t in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold fast

Rather then render backe; out with your Knives,

And cut your Trusters throates. Bound Seruants, steale,

Large-handed Robbers your grave Masters are,

And pill by Law. Maide, to thy Masters bed,

Thy Mistris is o’th’ Brothell. Some of sixteen,

Plucke the lyn’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire,

With it, beate out his Braines. Piety, and Feare,

Religion to the Gods, Peace, Iustice, Truth,

Domesticke awe, Night-rest, and Neighbourhood,

Instruction, Manners, Mysteries, and Trades,

Degrees, Observances, Customes, and Lawes,

Decline to your confounding contraries.

And yet Confusion live: Plagues incident to men,

Your potent and infectious Feavors, heape

On Athens ripe for stroke.

Sir, spare your Threats: 

The Bugge which you would fright me with, I seeke: 

To me can Life be no commoditie; 

The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Favor) 

I doe give lost, for I doe feele it gone, 

But know not how it went. My second Ioy, 

And first Fruits of my body, from his presence 

I am bar’d, like one infectious. My third comfort

(Star’d most vnluckily) is from my breast 

(The innocent milke in it most innocent mouth)

Hal’d out to murther. My selfe on every Post 

Proclaym’d a Strumpet: With immodest hatred 

The Child-bed priviledge deny’d, which longs 

To Women of all fashion. Lastly, hurried 

Here, to this place, i’th’ open ayre, before 

I have got strength of limit. Now (my Liege) 

Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That I should feare to die? Therefore proceed: 

But yet heare this: mistake me not: no Life, 

(I prizeit not a straw) but for mine Honor, 

Which I would free: if I shall be condemn’d 

Upon surmizes (all proofes sleeping else, 

But what your Iealousies awake) I tell you 
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