
SHAKESPEARE PIECES  

 MEN 
 
As You Like It  
Act I, sc. 1  
ORLANDO  
 
As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion bequeathed me by will but poor a 
thousand crowns, and, as thou sayest, charged my brother, on his blessing, to breed me 
well: and there begins my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and report 
speaks goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak 
more properly, stays me here at home unkept; for call you that keeping for a gentleman of 
my birth, that differs not from the stalling of an ox? His horses are bred better; for, 
besides that they are fair with their feeding, they are taught their manage, and to that end 
riders dearly hired: but I, his brother, gain nothing under him but growth; for the which 
his animals on his dunghills are as much bound to him as I. This is it, Adam, that grieves 
me; and the spirit of my father, which I think is within me, begins to mutiny against this 
servitude: I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to avoid it.  
 
A Midsummer Night’s Dream  
Act IV, sc. 1  
BOTTOM  
 
When my cue comes, call me, and I will answer: my next is, ‘Most fair Pyramus.’ Heigh-
ho! Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout, the tinker! Starveling! God's my life, 
stolen hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare vision. I have had a dream, past 
the wit of man to say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go about to expound this 
dream. Methought I was—there is no man can tell what. Methought I was,--and 
methought I had,--but man is but a patched fool, if he will offer to say what methought I 
had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, man’s hand is not able 
to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream was. I will get 
Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream: it shall be called Bottom’s Dream, because it 
hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the latter end of a play, before the duke.  
 
The Comedy of Errors  
Act III, sc. 2  
ANTIPHOLUS  
 
Sweet mistress--what your name is else, I know not,  
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,--  
Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not  
Than our earth’s wonder, more than earth divine.  
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak;  
Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit,  
Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak,  



The folded meaning of your words’ deceit.  
Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you  
To make it wander in an unknown field?  
Are you a god? would you create me new?  
Transform me then, and to your power I’ll yield.  
But if that I am I, then well I know  
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine,  
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe.  
Far more, far more to you do I decline.  
O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note,  
To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears:  
Sing, siren, for thyself and I will dote:  
 
Much Ado About Nothing  
Act II, sc. 1  
BENEDICK  
 
O, she misused me past the endurance of a block! An oak but with one green leaf on it 
would have answered her; my very visor began to assume lie and scold with her. She told 
me, not thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince’s jester, that I was duller than a 
great thaw; huddling jest upon jest with such impossible conveyance upon me that I stood 
like a man at a mark, with a whole army shooting at me. She speaks poniards, and every 
word stabs: if her breath were as terrible as her terminations, there were no living near 
her; she would infect to the north star. I would not marry her, though she were endowed 
with all that Adam had left him before he transgressed: she would have made Hercules 
have turned spit, yea, and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her: 
for certainly, while she is here, a man may live as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary; and 
people sin upon purpose, because they would go thither;  
 
Much Ado About Nothing 
Act IV, sc. 1 
CLAUDIO  
 
Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankfulness. 
There, Leonato, take her back again: 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend; 
She’s but the sign and semblance of her honour. 
Behold how like a maid she blushes here! 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal! 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear, 
All you that see her, that she were a maid, 
By these exterior shows? But she is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed; 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 



 
 
Twelfth Night  
Act IV, sc. 3 (line 1)  
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?  
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 Two Gentlemen of Verona  
Act IV, sc. 4   
LAUNCE  
 
When a man’s servant shall play the cur with him, look you, it goes hard: one that I 
brought up of a puppy; one that I saved from drowning, when three or four of his blind 
brothers and sisters went to it. I was sent to deliver him as a present to Mistress Silvia 
from my master; He thrusts himself into the company of three or four gentlemanlike dogs 
under the duke’s table: he had not been there--bless the mark!--a pissing while, but all the 
chamber smelt him. ‘Out with the dog!’ says one: ‘What cur is that?’ says another: ‘Whip 
him out’ says the third: ‘Hang him up’ says the duke. I, having been acquainted with the 
smell before, knew it was Crab, and goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs: ‘Friend,’ 
quoth I, ‘you mean to whip the dog?’ ‘Ay, marry, do I,’ quoth he. ‘You do him the more 
wrong,’quoth I; ‘twas I did the thing you wot of.’ He makes me no more ado, but whips 
me out of the chamber. How many masters would do this for his servant?  
 
The Tempest  
Act II, sc. 2 (line 18 - Prose)  
TRINCULO  
 



Here’s neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any weather at all, and another storm brewing; I 
hear it sing i’ the wind: If it should thunder as it did before, I know not where to hide my 
head: yond same cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls. What have we here? a man or a 
fish? dead or alive? A fish: he smells like a fish; a very ancient and fish-like smell; A 
strange fish! Were I in England now, as once I was, and had but this fish painted, not a 
holiday fool there but would give a piece of silver: there would this monster make a man; 
any strange beast there makes a man: Legged like a man and his fins like arms! Warm o’ 
my troth! I do now let loose my opinion; hold it no longer: this is no fish, but an islander, 
that hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt. (Thunder) Alas, the storm is come again! my 
best way is to creep under his gabardine; there is no other shelter hereabouts: misery 
acquaints a man with strange bed-fellows.  
 
Henry IV, Part One  
Act III, sc. 2  
PRINCE HAL  
 
Do not think so; you shall not find it so:  
And God forgive them that so much have sway’d  
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me!  
I will redeem all this on Percy’s head  
And in the closing of some glorious day  
Be bold to tell you that I am your son;  
When I will wear a garment all of blood  
And stain my favours in a bloody mask,  
Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame with it:  
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights,  
That this same child of honour and renown,  
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight,  
And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet.  
Percy is but my factor, good my lord,  
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf;  
And I will call him to so strict account,  
That he shall render every glory up,  
Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.  
 
 
Romeo and Juliet 
Act III, sc. 3 
ROMEO  
 
’Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven is here, 
Where Juliet lives; and every cat and dog 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 
Live here in heaven and may look on her; 
But Romeo may not: more validity, 



More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion-flies than Romeo: they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips, 
Who even in pure and vestal modesty, 
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin; 
But Romeo may not; he is banished: 
Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground knife, 
No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so mean, 
But ‘banished’ to kill me?—‘banished’? 
O friar, the damned use that word in hell. 
 
Henry V 
Act III, sc.2 
BOY  
 
As young as I am, I have observed these three swashers. I am boy to them all three: but 
all they three, though they would serve me, could not be man to me; for indeed three such 
antics do not amount to a man. They will steal any thing, and call it purchase. Bardolph 
stole a lute-case, bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three half pence. Nym and 
Bardolph are sworn brothers in filching, and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel: I knew by 
that piece of service the men would carry coals. They would have me as familiar with 
men’s pockets as their gloves or their handkerchers: which makes much against my 
manhood, if I should take from another’s pocket to put into mine; for it is plain pocketing 
up of wrongs. I must leave them, and seek some better service: their villainy goes against 
my weak stomach, and therefore I must cast it up. 
 
 


