
SHAKESPEARE PIECES 

WOMEN 
 
 
Othello  
Act IV, sc. 3  
EMILIA  
 
But I do think it is their husbands’ fault  
If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties,  
And pour our treasures into foreign laps,  
Or else break out in peevish jealousies,  
Throwing restraint upon us; or say they strike us,  
Or scant our former having in despite;  
Why, we have galls, and though we have some grace,  
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know  
Their wives have sense like them: they see and smell  
And have their palates both for sweet and sour,  
As husbands have. What is it that they do  
When they change us for others? Is it sport?  
I think it is: and doth affection breed it?  
I think it doth: is’t frailty that thus errs?  
It is so too: and have not we affections,  
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have?  
Then let them use us well: else let them know,  
The ills we do, their ills instruct us so.  
 
Romeo and Juliet  
Act III, sc. 2   
JULIET  
 
Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,  
Towards Phoebus’ lodging: such a wagoner  
As Phaethon would whip you to the west,  
And bring in cloudy night immediately.  
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night,  
That runaway’s eyes may wink and Romeo  
Leap to these arms, untalk’d of and unseen.  
Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow’d night,  
Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die,  
Take him and cut him out in little stars,  
And he will make the face of heaven so fine  
That all the world will be in love with night  
And pay no worship to the garish sun.  
O, I have bought the mansion of a love,  



But not possess’d it, and, though I am sold,  
Not yet enjoy’d: so tedious is this day  
As is the night before some festival  
To an impatient child that hath new robes  
And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse,  
Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there?  
 
Hamlet  
Act II, sc. 1   
OPHELIA  
 
My lord, as I was sewing in my closet,  
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced;  
No hat upon his head; his stockings foul’d,  
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his ankle;  
Pale as his shirt; his knees knocking each other;  
And with a look so piteous in purport  
As if he had been loosed out of hell  
To speak of horrors,--he comes before me.  
He took me by the wrist and held me hard;  
He falls to such perusal of my face  
As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so;  
At last, a little shaking of mine arm  
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,  
He raised a sigh so piteous and profound  
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk  
And end his being: that done, he lets me go:  
And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d,  
He seem’d to find his way without his eyes;  
For out o’ doors he went without their helps,  
And, to the last, bended their light on me.  
 
King Henry VI, Part One 
Act I, sc. 2  
JOAN LA PUCELLE 
 
Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd's daughter, 
My wit untrain’d in any kind of art. 
Lo, whilst I 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: 
Ask me what question thou canst possible, 



And I will answer unpremeditated: 
My courage try by combat, if thou darest, 
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 
 
Richard III  
Act IV, sc. 1   
LADY ANNE  
 
When he that is my husband now  
Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse,  
When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands  
Which issued from my other angel husband  
And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d;  
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face,  
This was my wish: ‘Be thou,’quoth I, ‘accursed’,  
For making me, so young, so old a widow!  
And, when thou wed’st, let sorrow haunt thy bed;  
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,  
Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart  
Grossly grew captive to his honey words  
And proved the subject of my own soul’s curse,  
Which ever since hath kept my eyes from rest;  
For never yet one hour in his bed  
Have I enjoy’d the golden dew of sleep.  
 
The Two Gentlemen of Verona 
Act IV, sc. 4  
JULIA 
 
How many women would do such a message? 
Alas, poor Proteus! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs. 
Alas, poor fool! why do I pity him 
That with his very heart despiseth me? 
Because he loves her, he despiseth me; 
Because I love him I must pity him. 
This ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
To bind him to remember my good will; 
And now am I, unhappy messenger, 
To plead for that which I would not obtain, 
To carry that which I would have refused, 
To praise his faith which I would have dispraised. 
I am my master’s true-confirmed love; 
But cannot be true servant to my master, 



Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 
Yet will I woo for him, but yet so coldly 
As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 
 
The Two Gentlemen of Verona  
Act IV, sc. 4   
JULIA  
 
Alas, how love can trifle with itself!  
Here is her picture: let me see; I think,  
If I had such a tire, this face of mine  
Were full as lovely as is this of hers:  
And yet the painter flatter’d her a little,  
Unless I flatter with myself too much.  
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow:  
If that be all the difference in his love,  
I’ll get me such a colour’d periwig.  
Her eyes are grey as glass, and so are mine:  
Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high.  
What should it be that he respects in her  
But I can make respective in myself,  
If this fond Love were not a blinded god?  
Come, shadow, come and take this shadow up,  
For ‘tis thy rival.  
 
 
Troilus and Cressida 
Act III, sc. 2  
CRESSIDA 
 
Hard to seem won: but I was won, my lord, 
With the first glance that ever--pardon me-- 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you now; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it: in faith, I lie; 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother. See, we fools! 
Why have I blabb’d? who shall be true to us, 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves? 
But, though I loved you well, I woo’d you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wish’d myself a man, 
Or that we women had men’s privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
For in this rapture I shall surely speak 
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 



My very soul of counsel! stop my mouth. 
 
Taming of the Shrew  
Act IV, sc. 3  
KATHERINA  
 
The more my wrong, the more his spite appears:  
What, did he marry me to famish me?  
Beggars, that come unto my father's door,  
Upon entreaty have a present aims;  
If not, elsewhere they meet with charity:  
But I, who never knew how to entreat,  
Nor never needed that I should entreat,  
Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep,  
With oaths kept waking and with brawling fed:  
And that which spites me more than all these wants,  
He does it under name of perfect love;  
As who should say, if I should sleep or eat,  
’Twere deadly sickness or else present death.  
I prithee go and get me some repast;  
I care not what, so it be wholesome food.  
 
 
Measure for Measure  
Act II, sc. 4  
ISABELLA  
 
To whom should I complain? Did I tell this,  
Who would believe me? O perilous mouths,  
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue,  
Either of condemnation or approof;  
Bidding the law make court’sy to their will:  
Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite,  
To follow as it draws! I’ll to my brother:  
Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood,  
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour.  
That, had he twenty heads to tender down  
On twenty bloody blocks, he’ld yield them up,  
Before his sister should her body stoop  
To such abhorr’d pollution.  
Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die:  
More than our brother is our chastity.  
I’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s request,  
And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest.  
 
 



 
 
As You Like It  
Act III, sc. 5 (line 37)  
ROSALIND  
 
And why, I pray you? Who might be your mother,  
That you insult, exult, and all at once,  
Over the wretched? What though you have no beauty,--  
As, by my faith, I see no more in you  
Than without candle may go dark to bed— 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless?  
Why, what means this? Why do you look on me?  
I see no more in you than in the ordinary  
Of nature’s sale-work. ’Od’s my little life,  
I think she means to tangle my eyes too!  
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it:  
’Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair,  
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream,  
That can entame my spirits to your worship.  
But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees,  
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love:  
For I must tell you friendly in your ear,  
Sell when you can: you are not for all markets:  
 
 
As You Like It  
Act III, sc. 5 (line 8)  
PHOEBE  
 
I would not be thy executioner:  
I fly thee, for I 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 I 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!  
 
Much Ado About Nothing  
Act III, sc. 1  
BEATRICE  



 
What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true?  
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much?  
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu!  
No glory lives behind the back of such.  
And, Benedick, love on; I will requite thee,  
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand:  
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee  
To bind our loves up in a holy band;  
For others say thou dost deserve, and I  
Believe it better than reportingly.  
 
Twelfth Night 
Act II, sc. 2 
VIOLA 
 
I left no ring with her. What means this lady? 
Fortune forbid my outside have not charmed her. 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much 
That straight methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 
For she did speak in starts, distractedly. 
She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's ring! Why, he sent her none. 
I am the man. If it be so, as 'tis, 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see thou art a wickedness 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it for the proper false 
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms! 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we, 
For such as we are made of, such we be. 
How will this fadge? My master loves her dearly; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 
What will become of this? As I am man, 
My state is desperate for my master's love. 
As I am woman, now, alas the day, 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe? 
O Time, thou must untangle this, not I; 
It is too hard a knot for me t' untie. 
 


