The Two Noble Kinsmen
Act Il, Scene 3

Jailor’s Daughter

Why should I love this gentleman? ‘Tis odds

He never will affect me. | am base,

My father the mean keeper of his prison,

And he a prince. To marry him is hopeless,

To be his whore is witless. Out upon't,

What pushes are we wenches driven to

When fifteen once has found us? First, | saw him;
I, seeing, thought he was a goodly man;

He has as much to please a woman in him—

If he please to bestow it so—as ever

These eyes yet looked on. Next, | pitied him,

And so would any young wench, o’my conscience,
That ever dreamed or vowed her maidenhead

To a handsome young man. Then, | loved him,
Extremely loved him, infinitely loved him—

And yet he had a cousin fair as he, too.

But in my heart was Palamon, and there,

Lord, what a coil he keeps! To hear him

Sing in an evening, what a heaven it is!

And yet his songs are sad ones. Fairer spoken
Was never gentleman. When | come in

To bring him water in a morning, first

He bows his noble body, then salutes me, thus:
‘Fair, gentle maid, good morrow. May thy goodness
Get thee a happy husband.” Once he kissed me—
| loved my lips the better ten days after.

Would he would

Romeo and Juliet
Act lll, Scene 2

JULIET

Shall | speak ill of him that is my husband?

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name,
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?

But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin?

That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband:
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring;

Your tributary drops belong to woe,

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.



My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain;
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband:
All this is comfort; wherefore weep | then?

Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death,
That murder'd me: | would forget it fain;

But, O, it presses to my memory,

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds:
‘Tybalt is dead, and Romeo--banished;’

That 'banished,' that one word 'banished,’

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death
Was woe enough, if it had ended there:

Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs,

Why follow'd not, when she said 'Tybalt's dead,’
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both,

Which modern lamentations might have moved?
But with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death,
'Romeo is banished,' to speak that word,

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead. ‘Romeo is banished!

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,

In that word's death; no words can that woe sound.
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse?

All's Well that Ends Well
Act |, Scene 3

HELENA

Then, | confess,

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you,
That before you, and next unto high heaven,

| love your son.

My friends were poor, but honest; so's my love:
Be not offended; for it hurts not him

That he is loved of me: | follow him not

By any token of presumptuous suit;

Nor would | have him till | do deserve him;

Yet never know how that desert should be.

| know I love in vain, strive against hope;

Yet in this captious and intenible sieve

| still pour in the waters of my love

And lack not to lose still: thus, Indian-like,
Religious in mine error, | adore

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,



But knows of him no more. My dearest madam,
Let not your hate encounter with my love

For loving where you do: but if yourself,

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth,

Did ever in so true a flame of liking

Wish chastely and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herself and love: O, then, give pity
To her, whose state is such that cannot choose
But lend and give where she is sure to lose;
That seeks not to find that her search implies,
But riddle-like lives sweetly where she dies!

Henry VI
Part I, Act | Scene 2

JOAN LA PUCELLE

Dauphin, | am by birth a shepherd's daughter,
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleased
To shine on my contemptible estate:

Lo, whilst | waited on my tender lambs,

And to sun's parching heat display'd my cheeks,
God's mother deigned to appear to me

And in a vision full of majesty

Will'd me to leave my base vocation

And free my country from calamity:

Her aid she promised and assured success:
In complete glory she reveal'd herself;

And, whereas | was black and swart before,
With those clear rays which she infused on me
That beauty am | bless'd with which you see.
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
And | will answer unpremeditated:

My courage try by combat, if thou darest,

And thou shalt find that | exceed my sex.
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate,

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.

As You Like It
Act lll, Scene 5

PHEBE

| would not be thy executioner:
| fly thee, for | would not injure thee.



Thou tell'st me there is murder in mine eye:

‘Tis pretty, sure, and very probable,

That eyes, that are the frail'st and softest things,
Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers!

Now | do frown on thee with all my heart;

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee:
Now counterfeit to swoon; why now fall down;

Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame,

Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers!

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee:
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush,

The cicatrice and capable impressure

Thy palm some moment keeps; but now mine eyes,
Which | have darted at thee, hurt thee not,

Nor, | am sure, there is no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

Cymbeline
Act Ill, Scene 6

IMOGEN

| see a man’'s life is a tedious one:

I have tired myself, and for two nights together
Have made the ground my bed. | should be sick,
But that my resolution helps me. Milford,

When from the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee,
Thou wast within a ken: O Jove! | think
Foundations fly the wretched; such, | mean,
Where they should be relieved. Two beggars told me
I could not miss my way: will poor folks lie,

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis

A punishment or trial? Yes; no wonder,

When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in fulness
Is sorer than to lie for need, and falsehood

Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord!

Thou art one o' the false ones. Now | think on thee,
My hunger's gone; but even before, | was

At point to sink for food. But what is this?

Here is a path to't: 'tis some savage hold:

| were best not to call; | dare not call:

yet famine,

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant,
Plenty and peace breeds cowards: hardness ever



Of hardiness is mother. Ho! who's here?

If any thing that's civil, speak; if savage,

Take or lend. Ho! No answer? Then I'll enter.
Best draw my sword: and if mine enemy

But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't.
Such a foe, good heavens!



