
Measure for Measure 
Act III, Scene 1 
 
CLAUDIO 
 
     Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;      
     To lie in cold obstruction and to rot;     130 
     This sensible warm motion to become      
     A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit      
     To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside      
     In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice;      
     To be imprison'd in the viewless winds,     135 
     And blown with restless violence round about      
     The pendent world; or to be worse than worst      
     Of those that lawless and incertain thought      
     Imagine howling: 'tis too horrible!      
     The weariest and most loathed worldly life     140 
     That age, ache, penury and imprisonment      
     Can lay on nature is a paradise      
     To what we fear of death. 
 
 
Henry IV  
Part I, Act 1, Scene 3 
 
HOTSPUR  
 
    My liege, I did deny no prisoners.  
    But I remember, when the fight was done,  
    When I was dry with rage and extreme toil,  
    Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,  
    Came there a certain lord, neat, and trimly dress'd,  
    Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin new reap'd  
    Show'd like a stubble-land at harvest-home;  
    He was perfumed like a milliner;  
    And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held  
    A pouncet-box, which ever and anon  
    He gave his nose and took't away again;  
    Who therewith angry, when it next came there,  
    Took it in snuff; and still he smiled and talk'd,  
    And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,  
    He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly,  
    To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse  
    Betwixt the wind and his nobility.  
    With many holiday and lady terms  
    He question'd me; amongst the rest, demanded  



    My prisoners in your majesty's behalf.  
    I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold,  
    To be so pester'd with a popinjay,  
    Out of my grief and my impatience,  
    Answer'd neglectingly I know not what,  
    He should or he should not; for he made me mad  
    To see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet  
    And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman  
    Of guns and drums and wounds,--God save the mark!--  
    And telling me the sovereign'st thing on earth  
    Was parmaceti for an inward bruise;  
    And that it was great pity, so it was,  
    This villanous salt-petre should be digg'd  
    Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,  
    Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd  
    So cowardly; and but for these vile guns,  
    He would himself have been a soldier.  
    This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,  
    I answer'd indirectly, as I said;  
    And I beseech you, let not his report  
    Come current for an accusation  
    Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 
 
Twelfth Night 
Act IV, Scene 3 
 
SEBASTIAN   
 

This is the air; that is the glorious sun;   
  This pearl she gave me, I do feel't and see't;   
  And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus,   
  Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio, then?   
  I could not find him at the Elephant:   
  Yet there he was; and there I found this credit,   
  That he did range the town to seek me out.   
  His counsel now might do me golden service;   
  For though my soul disputes well with my sense,   
  That this may be some error, but no madness,   
  Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune   
  So far exceed all instance, all discourse,   
  That I am ready to distrust mine eyes   
  And wrangle with my reason that persuades me   
  To any other trust but that I am mad   
  Or else the lady's mad; yet, if 'twere so,   
  She could not sway her house, command her followers,   
  Take and give back affairs and their dispatch   



  With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing   
  As I perceive she does: there's something in't   
  That is deceiveable. But here the lady comes. 
 
The Tempest 
Act III, Scene 1 
 
FERDINAND   
 

There be some sports are painful, and their labour   
  Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness   
  Are nobly undergone and most poor matters   
  Point to rich ends. This my mean task   
  Would be as heavy to me as odious, but   
  The mistress which I serve quickens what's dead   
  And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is   
  Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed,   
  And he's composed of harshness. I must remove   
  Some thousands of these logs and pile them up,   
  Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress   
  Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness   
  Had never like executor. I forget:   
  But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours,   
  Most busy lest, when I do it. 
 
Two Gentlemen of Verona 
Act II, Scene 4 
 
PROTEUS  
  
  Even as one heat another heat expels,   
  Or as one nail by strength drives out another,   
  So the remembrance of my former love   
  Is by a newer object quite forgotten.   
  Is it mine, or Valentine's praise,   
  Her true perfection, or my false transgression,   
  That makes me reasonless to reason thus?   
  She is fair; and so is Julia that I love--   
  That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd;   
  Which, like a waxen image, 'gainst a fire,   
  Bears no impression of the thing it was.   
  Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold,   
  And that I love him not as I was wont.   
  O, but I love his lady too too much,   
  And that's the reason I love him so little.   
  How shall I dote on her with more advice,   



  That thus without advice begin to love her!  
  'Tis but her picture I have yet beheld,   
  And that hath dazzled my reason's light;   
  But when I look on her perfections,   
  There is no reason but I shall be blind.   
  If I can cheque my erring love, I will;  
  If not, to compass her I'll use my skill. 
 
King John 
Act I, Scene 1 
 
BASTARD   
 

Now, by this light, were I to get again,   
  Madam, I would not wish a better father.   
  Some sins do bear their privilege on earth,   
  And so doth yours; your fault was not your folly:   
  Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,   
  Subjected tribute to commanding love,   
  Against whose fury and unmatched force   
  The aweless lion could not wage the fight,   
  Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand.  
  He that perforce robs lions of their hearts   
  May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother,   
  With all my heart I thank thee for my father!   
  Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well   
  When I was got, I'll send his soul to hell.   
  Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin;   
  And they shall say, when Richard me begot,   
  If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin:   
  Who says it was, he lies; I say 'twas not. 
 
 


