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Introduction

The 2008 edition of GlobeWorks offers a renewed focus on providing students and teachers with a useful “first contact” experience with Shakespeare in performance. Offering selections from three of the most famous plays of William Shakespeare, the GlobeWorks acting company will lead the audience through an actor’s approach to the material in an hour-long program that includes thoughts on Shakespeare’s language, his themes, and the great Shakespearean theatrical tradition. This year’s list of plays includes

Romeo and Juliet

Hamlet, Prince of Denmark

Othello, the Moor of Venice

Only one of these works will be emphasized in any given 50-minute program.  You should choose the one that best fits into your curriculum.  It is possible to see GlobeWorks three times and get a different emphasis each time.

This Study Guide is divided into several sections.  The hyperlinks will take you directly to the section listed.

In General Information, we offer an overview of Shakespeare’s life and times, of the theatrical conventions of his day, and of some of the reasons Shakespeare’s work has come to be so admired.

In Some Ideas About Romeo and Juliet, we offer a synopsis and some commentary to prepare you for our selections from this play.

In Some Ideas About Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, we offer a synopsis and some commentary to prepare you for our selections from this play.

In Some Ideas About Othello, The Moor of Venice, we offer a synopsis and some commentary to prepare you for our selections from this play.

In Quests and Questions, we offer ideas for classroom explorations, which if attempted before your class sees the performance may help to focus the class on the main points that GlobeWorks seeks to make.

In Sights and Insights, we offer ideas for classroom explorations, which if attempted after your class sees GlobeWorks, may deepen their insight and give them ways to make Shakespeare a personal intellectual and artistic resource.

Under The Script, you will find a posting of the script the actors used when rehearsing GlobeWorks, so you can refer quickly to passages in the program.

General Information
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William Shakespeare 1564-1616

William Shakespeare, the English playwright, was born in the little town of Stratford-upon-Avon in 1564.  He was christened on April 26, and was probably born a few days before.  He grew up in Stratford, the son of one of the small town’s leading citizens, and received a respectable education in the local school.  He married Anne Hathaway, a woman eight years his senior when he was eighteen years old.

Then he went to London, the capital, and became an actor.  He was apparently a pretty good actor.  At least, he was associated with a very successful theater company.  Whatever success he had as an actor has been completely overshadowed by his success as a playwright.  His plays helped to make his theater company the most prominent in England, earning the company the King’s patronage.  When Shakespeare died on April 23rd 1616, he left a considerable estate built upon shrewd business practices and upon his share of the ownership of the theater company.

In 1623, about seven years after Shakespeare died, two of his former partners in the theater company published 36 of his plays in a single handsome volume, the first “Complete Works” (so to speak) of William Shakespeare.  Several copies of this book, formally know as “The First Folio,” still exist, and it is primarily this book that has preserved Shakespeare’s work for the world.

The importance of Shakespeare

Many of the people who have read, performed, and watched these plays over the centuries have come to appreciate them as some of the greatest literature ever written and some of the most exciting plays to perform and to watch in performance.

Why has the work of William Shakespeare come to be so revered over the centuries?
A contemporary of Galileo, the Italian astronomer, Shakespeare lived in years that spanned a fundamental change in world-view.  Shakespeare experienced or knew people who experienced the Protestant Reformation, the exploration and colonization of the New World, the establishment of the Copernican Theory, and the fundamental philosophical shift toward a human-centered universe.  And as the understanding of the world changed, so did the understanding of humanity in it.  Shakespeare’s drama more than any other set of words in any language documents, describes, explores, some have even said invents what it means to be human.  It is Shakespeare’s drama that gives us our conception of ourselves.

GlobeWorks is an invitation to find out for yourself if Shakespeare’s work has value in your life.  You will be invited to see Shakespeare’s drama as a tool for self-discovery and self-expression.  After GlobeWorks you will no longer see Shakespeare as something only to be read, but also something to do.
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Shakespeare’s Theater

Theater is an ancient craft that changes slowly, and we would find a performance in Shakespeare’s time to be similar to performances in our time in most of the essentials.  There are, however, some very interesting differences.

Shakespeare wrote for a theater that emphasized the verbal over the visual.  Where a modern production of Shakespeare may have very vivid stage scenery, a 16th century production would have had hardly any scenery at all.  Where we who are used to the cinema might expect spectacle and action, Shakespeare’s original audiences expected intense language.

Shakespeare wrote for a theater that brought actors and their audience into a special kind of intimacy.  Whereas in a production of one of Tennessee Williams’ plays, for example, the actors pretend that the audience is not watching them, in Shakespeare’s theater actors sought to communicate directly to the audience under the liberating guise of their characters.  Although the theaters in Shakespeare’s day could seat thousands of people in the audience, the stage was arranged so as to stick out into the middle of the crowd, bringing the action very close to the audience.  Often modern theaters put the action in a big box, and the audience must look at the actors through an imaginary “fourth wall.”

Another facet of modern life has divided us from our actors.  Many of us may have yet to see a live theatrical performance.  All of us, however, have seen movies or television programs.  The actors in these movies and television programs have absolutely no awareness of us.  In fact, as we watch the performances, we are separated in time and space from the actors as they were filmed.  A play is a much different experience.  In a play, the audience and the actors cooperate in a shared experience. Those of us who are used to watching movies and television tend to forget how little those actors need our presence.  In the theater, however, the actors speak directly to those of us who are there and vie for our sympathy and attention.

Shakespeare’s Language

In Shakespeare’s theater, the English language operated as a world-creating force, and his characters speak in ways that may seem very intense to our visually-oriented, twenty-first century sensibilities.  Shakespeare’s language sounds the way it does because it carries a burning intensity of feeling, an unfettered imagination, and a profound depth of meaning.  If you were to try to describe the best day of your life using only words, you might begin to understand how Shakespeare’s vocabulary, his elaborate rhetorical devices, the fantastical variety of his poetry, his references to ancient or foreign people and places, and his use of familiar words in unfamiliar or archaic ways, are all the result of Shakespeare’s effort to make worlds out of words.  Although very intense, Shakespeare’s English is our English (not “Old English” or even “Middle English”), and in the mouths of skillful actors can be understood with little difficulty.  It is a language to be heard, not just read.  It may be helpful to note that the King James Version of the Bible was translated in Shakespeare’s lifetime, and that, although its vocabulary is intentionally less elaborate, its English is the same as Shakespeare’s.

Some Ideas about Romeo and Juliet
“ . . .In this play Shakespeare offers a complex pattern of suffering, from which a moral man might as well decide for love as against it.”

--Frank Kermode in The Riverside Shakespeare

Romeo of the Montague family of Verona falls in love with Juliet of the Capulets.  The families have been feuding for years.  A friar, out of affection for Romeo and in an attempt to end the feud, secretly marries the couple.  Before the secret newlyweds spend a single night together, a street brawl erupts in which Romeo’s friend Mercutio is killed by Juliet’s kinsmen Tybalt, who in turn is killed by Romeo.  Romeo is banished, but the friar and Juliet’s nurse conspire to bring Romeo and Juliet together for a single night.   Then Romeo leaves for Mantua, and Juliet’s parents arrange for her to be married to Paris, a young nobleman.  Juliet, of course, is already married and asks the friar for help in avoiding the illegitimate marriage to Paris.  The friar suggests a desperate plan:  Juliet will take a potion that will make her seem dead.  She will be buried in the Capulet family vault (where Tybalt has been recently interred), and the friar will send word to Romeo who will secretly return to free Juliet from the tomb and escape with her to a new life.  Juliet takes the potion and is laid in the vault.  Romeo receives word from Verona that Juliet is dead, but the secret message from the friar informing him of the desperate plan goes astray. Romeo returns to Verona with a poison to kill himself in the vault where Juliet lies (as he believes) dead.  The poison kills him just before Juliet wakes. She sees him dead and kills herself with his dagger.  The friar is left to explain to the stricken families what has befallen, and the feud finally ends.

There is terrible balance in the play between the romance of the love story and the violence of the feud, and the play is best understood with this balance in mind.  Too often, the story of the lovers overshadows the story of the feud, and young audiences can get the impression that Shakespeare is telling a story about two teenagers who kill themselves for love.  The prologue tells the story differently:  The play is the story of an old feud that is only ended by the deaths of many of the younger members of the families involved.  It is a story of an older generation visiting its sins on the younger.  The love of Romeo and Juliet seems almost accidental: once they see each other their love is an unchangeable element of their world.  The patriarchs of the feuding families, however, might choose to end the feud. The friar and nurse, as well, are weak counselors and fail in their charge of keeping the young lovers safe.  The last image of the play shows not only the dead Romeo and Juliet, but also the dead Paris and Tybalt, as well as the shocked and chastened faces of the older generation.

Romeo and Juliet was written and first performed about 1595.

Some Ideas about Hamlet, Prince of Denmark
“[This play’s] affective power, its ‘negative capability’ or failure to assert any of the possible ethical or metaphysical positions it creates, while at the same time generating its unique atmosphere or anxiety and its genuine hints of charity, made it a model for the new mind of Europe.”






--Frank Kermode in The Riverside Shakespeare


Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark, has been called home from his studies at Wittenburg to attend the funeral of his father—and the wedding of his mother to his father’s brother, and now king, Claudius.  The Prince does not hide his bitterness, and his mother’s and uncle’s attempts to reconcile him to the new regime fail.  A ghost, purporting to be the condemned spirit of Hamlet’s father, accuses Claudius of gaining his crown and queen by assassination and urges Hamlet to revenge his father’s death and cleanse Denmark of the moral corruption now holding the throne. 


Hamlet, a talented and obsessive moral thinker, begins a quest to reconcile his two-fold and conflicted mission to take revenge for his father’s death and to re-establish righteousness on Denmark’s throne.  He journeys in two worlds.  In the physical world of Elsinore Castle, he feigns madness, plots against Claudius, dodges spies, commits manslaughter and murder, and finally dies, poisoned in a rigged athletic contest.  In the metaphysical world of philosophy, reflection, and ethics, he confronts the human paradoxes of love, duty, artistry, frailty, and mortality. 


The play poses many more questions than answers, and one of the most interesting questions is whether or not Hamlet accomplishes, if only for a moment, his two-fold quest.  Claudius’s plot to kill Hamlet is revealed only after the prince is mortally wounded by a poisoned rapier.  In a fury, Hamlet kills Claudius, revenging not only his father’s, but also his mother’s, and his own imminent death.  For the few moments between the death of Claudius and the death of Hamlet, Hamlet is King of Denmark.  So the corruption of Claudius is cleansed from the throne, but is Hamlet a worthy and unstained king?  His only significant act as King is to name as his successor the brutal Fortinbras of Norway, whose army is massing outside Elsinore.  Denmark then, passes from the corrupt hands of Claudius through the hand of Hamlet on into the brutal hands of the Norwegian prince.


The text of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark as it has come down to us is a complicated set of three documents whose relationship has not been definitively established.  It is not in dispute that an older play version of the story existed in England before 1589, but neither that play, nor knowledge of its playwright have come down to us.  Many theories have been proposed to account for this play, its author, and its relationship to Shakespeare’s versions.  Harold Bloom, interestingly, in his Shakespeare, The Invention of the Human, agress with Peter Alexander’s suggestion that Shakespeare himself wrote the mysterious early version when he was only in his early twenties, and that the play was revised by Shakespeare a number of times, leaving us with several versions of the play preserved in the early publications of the text.  At any rate, by 1601, English audiences had seen a version close to what modern editions call Hamlet, Prince of Denmark.

Some Ideas about Othello, the Moor of Venice

 Here innuendo and jealousy poison an innocent and beautiful marriage. The noble warrior Othello, sent to a Mediterranean Eden with his pristine bride Desdemona, confronts a devilish enemy who knows all too well how far from innocence humanity can fall.


The two Shakespearean plays with “Venice” in the title (The Merchant of Venice is the other) present culture clashes.  Here, Othello, a Moorish admiral, elopes with Desdemona, the daughter of a Venetian grandee.  The marriage is ruined not by the Venetian establishment, which denies Desdmona’s father’s demands for retribution, but by Othello’s own trusted ensign, Iago. Like Shylock, the Jewish moneylender in The Merchant of Venice, Othello is an outsider in Venice, and also like Shylock, he is a moral absolutist.  But unlike Shylock, it is not the law of Venice that undoes Othello, it is Othello’s own code of honor that Iago exploits to ruin the admiral.


Othello believes Desdemona to have fallen in love with him out of pity for the dangerous life he has led, and that he loves her for her pity of him.  They cannot, however, know each other that well.  Othello’s stories of himself emphasize his own heroism, and Desdemona wears her purity like a gown.  It might be suspected that each sees in the other an unrealistic excellence, an image that might be easily tarnished by the slightest innuendo, or that might blind a wife to her husband’s very real faults.


Iago’s destruction of Othello’s image of Desdemona is accomplished almost too easily.  Iago surprises even himself with the effectiveness of his ploys.  Emilia, Iago’s wife and Desdemona’s lady-in-waiting, cannot persuade Desdemona to season her image of Othello with a bit of reality.


So, ironically, Othello’s sense of honor and Desdmona’s sense of innocence are the attractive blindnesses that allow the tragic forces in the play to proceed.  


Othello all to easily believes Desdemona to be unfaithful and murders her in their marriage bed.  When, almost immediately, his mistake is revealed, he kills himself in a kind of self-imposed justice.


The play was first performed no later than 1604, and has had a long and successful stage history.  The roles of Iago and Othello have been vehicles for tragedians since the 17th century, and in the 20th-century United States, the role of Othello became famous for bringing the talents of Paul Robeson and other African-American actors to prominence.


Since the early part of the 20th century is become almost a taboo for white actors to portray black characters, and in 1997 Patrick Stewart, a white English actor, played the role of Othello in a “photo-negative” production at the Shakespeare Theater in Washington, DC, where Othello was white and all the other characters played by black actors.


There is some ambiguity in the way Othello’s ethnicity is written into the play.  In Shakespeare’s time, a “Moor” could be an African Muslim of either Arabic descent, or of Sub-Saharan descent, and indeed, Shakespeare had already written roles in both ethnicities.  The Prince of Morocco in The Merchant of Venice is a Muslim of Arabic descent, and Aaron the Moor in Titus Andronicus is a Muslim of sub-Saharan descent.  Othello is not unambiguously portrayed as either. 

Quests and Questions

Activities to explore before GlobeWorks comes to your school

SHAKESPEARE’S LANGUAGE

I. Building Vocabulary


Remember, Shakespeare uses a lot words, and so can you.

Activity One:  Play a game called “Word Duel.”  

See how many words you know.  Let the teacher choose a letter from the alphabet.  Two players take turns announcing words that begin with the letter.  The duel is over when one player cannot come up with a new word in ten seconds.  Plurals, names, forms of a word already mentioned, and repetitions are not allowed.

Activity Two:  Play a game called “Synonyms.”

A word is written on the board and everyone gets three minutes to write down every synonym for the word that they can think of.  The player with the most synonyms after five words wins.

II. Understanding Wit

Remember, Shakespeare uses words in unusual ways, and so can you.

Wit is really just a way of using words for fun.  Try these two games to see how witty you can be.

Activity Three:  The game of group names

Everyone knows that a group of lions is called a “pride” and a group of fish is called a “school,” but did you know that there are all sorts of group names for various animals and people?  James Lipton wrote a book called An Exaltation of Larks, and in it he lists hundreds of different group names, some very old.  There is “a wisdom of apes,” and “charm of finches,” and many others.  See if you can create your own group names for different animals, or, even better, for different groups of people.  What would you call a group of teachers?  A group of students?  A group of rock stars?  All you have to do is make of a list of names in the form of “A (group name) of (the things in the group).”  For example, it is sometimes “a cast of actors,” or “a cry of players,” or “an entrance of actresses.” (“Entrance” is a word with two meanings, both of which have to do with actresses.  Can you point out the two meanings? Hint:  One meaning is implied when the word is accented on the first syllable, the other meaning when the word is accented on the second.) Make up your own group names but try to make the group names say something about the individuals in the group.  A group of lions is called a “pride” because lions are thought to be “proud.”  The group names that everyone likes the best are the ones with the most wit.

Activity Four:  The five-word advertisement

Trying to sell your favorite food, game, or idea, but you can only use five words.  Can you think of five words that would peak someone’s interest in ice cream, for example?  You might start with adjectives:  Cool, creamy, sweet, dreamy, yum!  “Yum” isn’t really an adjective, but you get the idea.  How about five verbs:  Melting, Chilling, Dripping, Thrilling, Going, Going, Gone!  Okay, that’s more than five words, but it still might fit on a billboard.  And you don’t have to stick with different parts of speech.  Use any words you can think of.  Make some up: ‘Screamy!  . . .Dreamsicle.  Well, we didn’t make that last one up, but someone did.  You can make up words, too.  Pick a product or an idea and create a five-word (more or less) slogan or name or billboard phrase for it.  The best advertisements will be the ones that are the wittiest, the ones that use words in the freshest, most memorable way.

III. Exploring what it means to be a human being

Remember, Shakespeare helps us understand who we are.

Shakespeare writes about all kinds of people: villains, lovers, heroes, fools.  His imagination seems to be able to conjure these characters out of thin air and make them seem like real people.  Perhaps he didn’t conjure them out of thin air.  Perhaps Shakespeare was wise enough to know himself and sensitive enough to respect the humanity in all people.

Activity Five:  The Autobiographical Essay

How about you?  Do you know yourself so well?  Write an autobiography.  In this autobiography, write about a time when you were a hero.  It isn’t necessary to have saved the world, just to have done the right thing at the right time.  But here’s the catch:  You also have to write about a time when you were the villain, when you caused trouble or hurt someone.  It takes a certain amount of wisdom to see that all of us carry around fools and heroes and villains within us.  And it takes bravery to write about it.  Your autobiography may also have passages describing times when you were a fool and goofed up in some silly way, or when you were gentle and loving to someone: a friend, a member of your family, a pet.

It’s a complicated thing to be human and Shakespeare’s wisdom is that it is also a glorious thing.

IV. Exploring what it means to be a human being in relationships with other humans

Remember, to be human, is to be in relationships.  Shakespeare’s drama is all about relationships and the tension (both creative and destructive) that they precipitate in our lives.  Who you are at any given moment depends a lot on who you are with.

Activity Six:  Relationships in Romeo and Juliet and in Hamlet, Prince of Denmark

From your autobiography you may be able to create a chart with you in the center and the important people in your life around the edge.  On the chart, draw line from yourself to each of these other important people and on the line write a word (or some words) for the relationship you have with that important person.

Hamlet might find this exercise particularly troubling.  The line between him and Claudius, for example, would contain at least these relationships:  Uncle, Father, King, and Enemy.  You can imagine the dramatic potential when a character’s enemy is also a member of his family.

If you know the play Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, or the play Romeo and Juliet, it might be interesting to build a relationship chart for your favorite character.  Romeo and Juliet, for example, are enemies (because of their families) and, they are also spouses (because they are married).  In your chart, put your character’s name in the center and list every other character in the play around the edge.  Draw lines from the name in the center to each of the other names and write on the line words that best label the relationship between the two characters the line connects.

Activity Seven: The mystery of Human motivation in Othello

One of the things theater lets us do is speculate about the characters portrayed in the plays without worrying that we will insult any real people.  And because plays simplify the stories of the characters they portray, we in the audience can think about why the characters are they way they are and why they make the decisions that they make.  This kind of thinking helps us to understand ourselves.  

Take the character of Iago in Othello, the Moor of Venice.  Can you give some reasons why he might be the way he is?  What could motivate him to try and undo Othello? 

 How does it feel to find sympathy with such a murderous character?

Sights and Insights

After you have seen GlobeWorks

I.  Taking Shakespeare off the page
Remember, Shakespeare wrote his plays to be performed, and you can perform them yourself.

Activity Six: Performing Shakespeare

Try a little Shakespeare.  A very famous speech from Shakespeare is reproduced here.  Let every one in the class have a single line of the speech, then read the speech aloud, one line at a time, passing the speech from one speaker to the next.  Give everyone a minute to “translate” their line into ordinary words, and then go through the speech again, this time with everyone’s “translation” instead of Shakespeare’s words.  Finally, let everyone take a minute to choose a word from their line of Shakespeare that they think is most important.  A good way to choose this word is to start by crossing out, one at a time, words that seem less important.  You will be left, in the end with a single word.  Now go through the whole speech once more, each person reading only the one single word from their line that they have chosen as most important.

Here’s the speech:
All the world's a stage,




1
And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,


5
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

           10
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,

15
In fair round belly with good capon lined,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,



20
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,


25
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

28

II. Honing your skill with language

Remember, Shakespeare’s language is our language

Activity Seven:  Finding Wit in Everyday Life

In the Passage from Act I, scene v of Romeo and Juliet that you may have seen and heard in GlobeWorks, the characters play a kind of word game based on comparison.  When Romeo says that Juliet is like a “holy shrine” to him, she picks up on the comparison and calls him a “pilgrim” (that is: someone who goes on a journey to visit a shrine).  For a while after that, Romeo and Juliet keep the comparison going by choosing words that come from religion.  Words like: “devotion,” “saint,” ”prayers,” “sin,” and “book” (the Bible is sometimes simply called “The Book.”

What you may not realize is that this kind of word game is often played in our ordinary life here in the 21st Century.

You probably know that the NCAA Basketball tournament has been called “The Big Dance.”  The tournament is being compared to a dance.  This comparison suggests that a team that is not expected to win in the tournament but has been invited anyway and surprisingly starts to win is like Cinderella, because she wasn’t expected to win the Prince, but does.  Coaches sometimes say “you should dance with the one who brought you.”  What they mean is just as you should dance with your date at a big dance, teams should stick to the game plan that won them a place in the tournament.

Can you think of and record any other comparison in our ordinary life that creates a whole new set of words to go with it?

When football games are compared to military maneuvers, we sometimes hear sports commentators talk about “campaigns” and “marching down the field” and a team’s “own territory.”

Look around in politics.  When an election is compared to a race we get words like “front-runner” and “also-ran” and “out of the gate.”

Look around in popular culture.  Movie actors have for generations been compared to “stars,” so, in articles about movies and stars we read a lot of words like “glittering,” “rising,” “meteoric,” “on the horizon.”

Think about it, find one of these comparisons and record all the words that go with it.

III. Intensifying your response to art
Remember, Shakespeare is considered to be the world’s greatest poet and playwright.

Activity Eight: Write a Review

What did you think about what you saw when GlobeWorks came to your school?  Write a review of us.  Describe the part of the performance you liked best.  Describe the part you liked least.  Find a single adjective for each of the three actors and tell why you chose your adjectives.  Write about what you learned about William Shakespeare.  Try to remember some of Shakespeare’s words that seemed especially good.  Write about what the words mean to you.
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GlobeWorks 2008
Play Script
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Some notes on the scene selections for GlobeWorks

Many considerations go into the selections of scenes for GlobeWorks.  An attempt has been made to select scenes that demonstrate most vivdly how actors confront the texts of Shakespeare.  Although, the company will tell the story of the play, our primary focus is on the actor’s tools of interpretation. So, rather than imagine a “cut version” of the plays, imagine a very intense rehearsal of key sections of the plays.  

This working script has been divided into five sections: I. PROLOGUE, II. ROMEO AND JULIET, III. HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK, IV. OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE, and V. EPILOGUE.  

Within each of Sections II through IV, the play selections are further divided into passages on Monologues and Soliloquies, Points of No Return, and Scenes to Include Audience Members.

Only one of Sections II through IV will be included in any single GlobeWorks presentation. 

SECTION ONE: PROLOGUE

An introduction to acting Shakespeare, based on the playwright’s own advice.

Henry V  Prologue

CHORUS
O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend
The brightest heaven of invention,
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act
And monarchs to behold the swelling scene!
Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,
Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels,
Leash'd in like hounds, should famine, sword and fire
Crouch for employment. But pardon, and gentles all,
The flat unraised spirits that have dared
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth
So great an object: can this cockpit hold
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram
Within this wooden O the very casques
That did affright the air at Agincourt?
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may
Attest in little place a million;
And let us, ciphers to this great accompt,
On your imaginary forces work.
Suppose within the girdle of these walls
Are now confined two mighty monarchies,
Whose high upreared and abutting fronts
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder:
Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts;
Into a thousand parts divide on man,
And make imaginary puissance;
Think when we talk of horses, that you see them
Printing their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth;
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings,
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er times,
Turning the accomplishment of many years
Into an hour-glass: for the which supply,
Admit me Chorus to this history;
Who prologue-like your humble patience pray,
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.

Hamlet Act III, scene 2

HAMLET 

Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to
you, trippingly on the tongue: but if you mouth it,
as many of your players do, I had as lief the
town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air
too much with your hand, thus, but use all gently;
for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as I may say,
the whirlwind of passion, you must acquire and beget
a temperance that may give it smoothness. O, it
offends me to the soul to hear a robustious
periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to
very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings, who
for the most part are capable of nothing but
inexplicable dumbshows and noise: I would have such
a fellow whipped for o'erdoing Termagant; it
out-herods Herod: pray you, avoid it.

First Player 

I warrant your honour.

HAMLET 

Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion
be your tutor: suit the action to the word, the
word to the action; with this special o'erstep not
the modesty of nature: for any thing so overdone is
from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the
first and now, was and is, to hold, as 'twere, the
mirror up to nature; to show virtue her own feature,
scorn her own image, and the very age and body of
the time his form and pressure. Now this overdone,
or come tardy off, though it make the unskilful
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; the
censure of the which one must in your allowance
o'erweigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be
players that I have seen play, and heard others
praise, and that highly, not to speak it profanely,
that, neither having the accent of Christians nor
the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so
strutted and bellowed that I have thought some of
nature's journeymen had made men and not made them
well, they imitated humanity so abominably.

First Player 

I hope we have reformed that indifferently with us,
sir.

HAMLET 

O, reform it altogether. And let those that play
your clowns speak no more than is set down for them;
for there be of them that will themselves laugh, to
set on some quantity of barren spectators to laugh
too; though, in the mean time, some necessary
question of the play be then to be considered:
that's villainous, and shows a most pitiful ambition
in the fool that uses it. Go, make you ready.

As you Like It Act II, scene 7

JAQUES 

All the world's a stage,
And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

SECTION TWO: SELECTIONS FROM ROMEO AND JULIET

Part One: Monologues and Soliloquies

Discovering characters in Romeo and Juliet

MERCUTIO Act I, scene 4

O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.
She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone
On the fore-finger of an alderman,
Drawn with a team of little atomies
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep;
Her wagon-spokes made of long spiders' legs,
The cover of the wings of grasshoppers,
The traces of the smallest spider's web,
The collars of the moonshine's watery beams,
Her whip of cricket's bone, the lash of film,
Her wagoner a small grey-coated gnat,
Not so big as a round little worm
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid;
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,
Time out o' mind the fairies' coachmakers.
And in this state she gallops night by night
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love;
O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight,
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees,
O'er ladies ' lips, who straight on kisses dream,
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are:
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose,
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;
And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail
Tickling a parson's nose as a' lies asleep,
Then dreams, he of another benefice:
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck,
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,
Of healths five-fathom deep; and then anon
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,
And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab
That plats the manes of horses in the night,
And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs,
Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes:
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,
That presses them and learns them first to bear,
Making them women of good carriage:
This is she--

ROMEO Act II, scene 2

He jests at scars that never felt a wound.

JULIET appears above at a window
But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks?
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already sick and pale with grief,
That thou her maid art far more fair than she:
Be not her maid, since she is envious;
Her vestal livery is but sick and green
And none but fools do wear it; cast it off.
It is my lady, O, it is my love!
O, that she knew she were!
She speaks yet she says nothing: what of that?
Her eye discourses; I will answer it.
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks:
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Having some business, do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.
What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars,
As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven
Would through the airy region stream so bright
That birds would sing and think it were not night.
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand!
O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek!

JULIET Act III, scene 2

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.
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites
By their own beauties; or, if love be blind,
It best agrees with night. Come, civil night,
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black,
And learn me how to lose a winning match,
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods:
Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks,
With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown bold,
Think true love acted simple modesty.
Come, night; come, Romeo; come, thou day in night;
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back.
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,
And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks
But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence.

Part Two: Points of No Return
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Act I, scene 5

ROMEO
If I profane with my unworthiest hand
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this:
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

JULIET
Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this;
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.

ROMEO 

Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?

JULIET 

Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.

ROMEO 

O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do;
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair.

JULIET 

Saints do not move, though grant for prayers' sake.

ROMEO 

Then move not, while my prayer's effect I take.
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purged.

JULIET 

Then have my lips the sin that they have took.

ROMEO 

Sin from thy lips? O trespass sweetly urged!
Give me my sin again.

JULIET 

You kiss by the book.

Act III, scene 5

Enter ROMEO and JULIET above, at the window 

JULIET
Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near day:
It was the nightingale, and not the lark,
That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear;
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree:
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

ROMEO
It was the lark, the herald of the morn,
No nightingale: look, love, what envious streaks
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east:
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops.
I must be gone and live, or stay and die.

JULIET 

Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I:
It is some meteor that the sun exhales,
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,
And light thee on thy way to Mantua:
Therefore stay yet; thou need'st not to be gone.

ROMEO 

Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death;
I am content, so thou wilt have it so.
I'll say yon grey is not the morning's eye,
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow;
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads:
I have more care to stay than will to go:
Come, death, and welcome! Juliet wills it so.
How is't, my soul? let's talk; it is not day.

JULIET 

It is, it is: hie hence, be gone, away!
It is the lark that sings so out of tune,
Straining harsh discords and unpleasing sharps.
Some say the lark makes sweet division;
This doth not so, for she divideth us:
Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes,
O, now I would they had changed voices too!
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray,
Hunting thee hence with hunt's-up to the day,
O, now be gone; more light and light it grows.

ROMEO 

More light and light; more dark and dark our woes!

Enter Nurse, to the chamber
NURSE
Madam!

JULIET 

Nurse?

NURSE
Your lady mother is coming to your chamber:
The day is broke; be wary, look about.

Exit
JULIET 

Then, window, let day in, and let life out.

ROMEO 

Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and I'll descend.

He goeth down
JULIET 

Art thou gone so? love, lord, ay, husband, friend!
I must hear from thee every day in the hour,
For in a minute there are many days:
O, by this count I shall be much in years
Ere I again behold my Romeo!

ROMEO 

Farewell!
I will omit no opportunity
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.

JULIET 

O think'st thou we shall ever meet again?

ROMEO 

I doubt it not; and all these woes shall serve
For sweet discourses in our time to come.

JULIET 

O God, I have an ill-divining soul!
Methinks I see thee, now thou art below,
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb:
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale.

ROMEO 

And trust me, love, in my eye so do you:
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu!

Exit
JULIET 

O fortune, fortune! all men call thee fickle:
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him.
That is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, fortune;
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long,
But send him back.

Act III, scene 5

JULIET
O God!--O nurse, how shall this be prevented?
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven;
How shall that faith return again to earth,
Unless that husband send it me from heaven
By leaving earth? comfort me, counsel me.
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems
Upon so soft a subject as myself!
What say'st thou? hast thou not a word of joy?
Some comfort, nurse.

NURSE
Faith, here it is.
Romeo is banish'd; and all the world to nothing,
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you;
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,
I think it best you married with the county.
O, he's a lovely gentleman!
Romeo's a dishclout to him: an eagle, madam,
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart,
I think you are happy in this second match,
For it excels your first: or if it did not,
Your first is dead; or 'twere as good he were,
As living here and you no use of him.

JULIET 

Speakest thou from thy heart?

NURSE
And from my soul too;
Or else beshrew them both.

JULIET 

Amen!

NURSE
What?

JULIET 

Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous much.
Go in: and tell my lady I am gone,
Having displeased my father, to Laurence' cell,
To make confession and to be absolved.

NURSE
Marry, I will; and this is wisely done.

Exit
JULIET 

Ancient damnation! O most wicked fiend!
Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn,
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue
Which she hath praised him with above compare
So many thousand times? Go, counsellor;
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.
I'll to the friar, to know his remedy:
If all else fail, myself have power to die.

Exit
Part Three: Scenes to Include Audience Members

Discovering life on stage

Act III, scene 1

First Citizen 

Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutio?
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he?

BENVOLIO
There lies that Tybalt.

First Citizen 

Up, sir, go with me;
I charge thee in the princes name, obey.

Enter Prince, attended; MONTAGUE, CAPULET, their Wives, and others
PRINCE
Where are the vile beginners of this fray?

BENVOLIO 

O noble prince, I can discover all
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl:
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.

LADY CAPULET
Tybalt, my cousin! O my brother's child!
O prince! O cousin! husband! O, the blood is spilt
O my dear kinsman! Prince, as thou art true,
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.
O cousin, cousin!

PRINCE 

Benvolio, who began this bloody fray?

BENVOLIO 

Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slay;
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink
How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal
Your high displeasure: all this uttered
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd,
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast,
Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point,
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats
Cold death aside, and with the other sends
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity,
Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud,
'Hold, friends! friends, part!' and, swifter than
his tongue,
His agile arm beats down their fatal points,
And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled;
But by and by comes back to Romeo,
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge,
And to 't they go like lightning, for, ere I
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain.
And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly.
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.

LADY CAPULET 

He is a kinsman to the Montague;
Affection makes him false; he speaks not true:
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife,
And all those twenty could but kill one life.
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give;
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.

PRINCE 

Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio;
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe?

MONTAGUE
Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's friend;
His fault concludes but what the law should end,
The life of Tybalt.

PRINCE 

And for that offence
Immediately we do exile him hence:
I have an interest in your hate's proceeding,
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleeding;
But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine
That you shall all repent the loss of mine:
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses;
Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses:
Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in haste,
Else, when he's found, that hour is his last.
Bear hence this body and attend our will:
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill.

Exeunt
SECTION THREE: SELECTIONS FROM HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK

Part One: Monologues and Soliloquies

Discovering characters in Hamlet, Prince of Denmark

HAMLET Act I, scene 2

O, that this too too solid flesh would melt
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew!
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God!
How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable,
Seem to me all the uses of this world!
Fie on't! ah fie! 'tis an unweeded garden,
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
Possess it merely. That it should come to this!
But two months dead: nay, not so much, not two:
So excellent a king; that was, to this,
Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth!
Must I remember? why, she would hang on him,
As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on: and yet, within a month--
Let me not think on't--Frailty, thy name is woman!--
A little month, or ere those shoes were old
With which she follow'd my poor father's body,
Like Niobe, all tears:--why she, even she--
O, God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason,
Would have mourn'd longer--married with my uncle,
My father's brother, but no more like my father
Than I to Hercules: within a month:
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,
She married. O, most wicked speed, to post
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!
It is not nor it cannot come to good:
But break, my heart; for I must hold my tongue.

HAMLET Act III, scene 1

To be, or not to be: that is the question:
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;
No more; and by a sleep to say we end
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, to sleep;
To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,
Must give us pause: there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life;
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay,
The insolence of office and the spurns
That patient merit of the unworthy takes,
When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,
But that the dread of something after death,
The undiscover'd country from whose bourn
No traveller returns, puzzles the will
And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native hue of resolution
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry,
And lose the name of action.--Soft you now!
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons
Be all my sins remember'd.

OPHELIA Act III, scene 1

O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown!
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword;
The expectancy and rose of the fair state,
The glass of fashion and the mould of form,
The observed of all observers, quite, quite down!
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched,
That suck'd the honey of his music vows,
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason,
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh;
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me,
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see!

QUEEN GERTRUDE Act IV, scene 7

There is a willow grows aslant a brook,
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream;
There with fantastic garlands did she come
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name,
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them:
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke;
When down her weedy trophies and herself
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide;
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up:
Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes;
As one incapable of her own distress,
Or like a creature native and indued
Unto that element: but long it could not be
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay
To muddy death.

Part Two: Points of No Return
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KING CLAUDIUS
Thanks, dear my lord.

Exit POLONIUS
O, my offence is rank it smells to heaven;
It hath the primal eldest curse upon't,
A brother's murder. Pray can I not,
Though inclination be as sharp as will:
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent;
And, like a man to double business bound,
I stand in pause where I shall first begin,
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood,
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy
But to confront the visage of offence?
And what's in prayer but this two-fold force,
To be forestalled ere we come to fall,
Or pardon'd being down? Then I'll look up;
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer
Can serve my turn? 'Forgive me my foul murder'?
That cannot be; since I am still possess'd
Of those effects for which I did the murder,
My crown, mine own ambition and my queen.
May one be pardon'd and retain the offence?
In the corrupted currents of this world
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice,
And oft 'tis seen the wicked prize itself
Buys out the law: but 'tis not so above;
There is no shuffling, there the action lies
In his true nature; and we ourselves compell'd,
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults,
To give in evidence. What then? what rests?
Try what repentance can: what can it not?
Yet what can it when one can not repent?
O wretched state! O bosom black as death!
O limed soul, that, struggling to be free,
Art more engaged! Help, angels! Make assay!
Bow, stubborn knees; and, heart with strings of steel,
Be soft as sinews of the newborn babe!
All may be well.

Retires and kneels
Enter HAMLET
HAMLET
Now might I do it pat, now he is praying;
And now I'll do't. And so he goes to heaven;
And so am I revenged. That would be scann'd:
A villain kills my father; and for that,
I, his sole son, do this same villain send
To heaven.
O, this is hire and salary, not revenge.
He took my father grossly, full of bread;
With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May;
And how his audit stands who knows save heaven?
But in our circumstance and course of thought,
'Tis heavy with him: and am I then revenged,
To take him in the purging of his soul,
When he is fit and season'd for his passage?
No!
Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent:
When he is drunk asleep, or in his rage,
Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed;
At gaming, swearing, or about some act
That has no relish of salvation in't;
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven,
And that his soul may be as damn'd and black
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays:
This physic but prolongs thy sickly days.

Exit
KING CLAUDIUS 

[Rising] My words fly up, my thoughts remain below:
Words without thoughts never to heaven go.

Exit

Act IV, scene 5

Enter QUEEN GERTRUDE, HORATIO, and a Gentleman 

QUEEN GERTRUDE
I will not speak with her.

HORATIO
She is importunate, indeed distract:
Her mood will needs be pitied.

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

What would she have?

HORATIO
She speaks much of her father; says she hears
There's tricks i' the world; and hems, and beats her heart;
Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in doubt,
That carry but half sense: her speech is nothing,
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection; they aim at it,
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts;
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures
yield them,
Indeed would make one think there might be thought,
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.

HORATIO 

'Twere good she were spoken with; for she may strew
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

Let her come in.

Exit HORATIO
To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is,
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss:
So full of artless jealousy is guilt,
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt.

Re-enter HORATIO, with OPHELIA
OPHELIA
Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark?

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

How now, Ophelia!

OPHELIA 

[Sings]
How should I your true love know
From another one?
By his cockle hat and staff,
And his sandal shoon.

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song?

OPHELIA 

Say you? nay, pray you, mark.

Sings
He is dead and gone, lady,
He is dead and gone;
At his head a grass-green turf,
At his heels a stone.

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

Nay, but, Ophelia,--

OPHELIA 

Pray you, mark.

Sings
White his shroud as the mountain snow,--

Enter KING CLAUDIUS
QUEEN GERTRUDE 

Alas, look here, my lord.

OPHELIA 

[Sings]
Larded with sweet flowers
Which bewept to the grave did go
With true-love showers.

KING CLAUDIUS/Jay 

How do you, pretty lady?

OPHELIA 

Well, God 'ild you! They say the owl was a baker's
daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not
what we may be. God be at your table!

KING CLAUDIUS 

Conceit upon her father.

OPHELIA 

Pray you, let's have no words of this; but when they
ask you what it means, say you this:

Sings
To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day,
All in the morning betime,
And I a maid at your window,
To be your Valentine.
Then up he rose, and donn'd his clothes,
And dupp'd the chamber-door;
Let in the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

KING CLAUDIUS 

Pretty Ophelia!

OPHELIA 

Indeed, la, without an oath, I'll make an end on't:

Sings
By Gis and by Saint Charity,
Alack, and fie for shame!
Young men will do't, if they come to't;
By cock, they are to blame.
Quoth she, before you tumbled me,
You promised me to wed.
So would I ha' done, by yonder sun,
An thou hadst not come to my bed.

KING CLAUDIUS 

How long hath she been thus?

OPHELIA 

I hope all will be well. We must be patient: but I
cannot choose but weep, to think they should lay him
i' the cold ground. My brother shall know of it:
and so I thank you for your good counsel. Come, my
coach! Good night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies;
good night, good night.

Exit
KING CLAUDIUS 

Follow her close; give her good watch,
I pray you.

Exit HORATIO
Part Three: Scenes to Include Audience Members
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Act V, scene 1

HAMLET
But soft! but soft! aside: here comes the king.

Enter Priest, & c. in procession; the Corpse of OPHELIA, LAERTES and Mourners following; KING CLAUDIUS, QUEEN GERTRUDE, their trains, & c
The queen, the courtiers: who is this they follow?
And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken
The corse they follow did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life: 'twas of some estate.
Couch we awhile, and mark.

Retiring with HORATIO
LAERTES 

What ceremony else?

HAMLET 

That is Laertes,
A very noble youth: mark.

LAERTES 

What ceremony else?

First Priest 

Her obsequies have been as far enlarged
As we have warrantise: her death was doubtful;
And, but that great command o'ersways the order,
She should in ground unsanctified have lodged
Till the last trumpet: for charitable prayers,
Shards, flints and pebbles should be thrown on her;
Yet here she is allow'd her virgin crants,
Her maiden strewments and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

LAERTES 

Must there no more be done?

First Priest 

No more be done:
We should profane the service of the dead
To sing a requiem and such rest to her
As to peace-parted souls.

HAMLET 

What, the fair Ophelia!

QUEEN GERTRUDE
Sweets to the sweet: farewell!

Scattering flowers
I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife;
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid,
And not have strew'd thy grave.

LAERTES 

O, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head,
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense
Deprived thee of! Hold off the earth awhile,
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms:

Leaps into the grave
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead,
Till of this flat a mountain you have made,
To o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.

HAMLET 

[Advancing] What is he whose grief
Bears such an emphasis? whose phrase of sorrow
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand
Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I,
Hamlet the Dane.

Leaps into the grave
LAERTES 

The devil take thy soul!

Grappling with him
HAMLET 

Thou pray'st not well.
I prithee, take thy fingers from my throat;
For, though I am not splenitive and rash,
Yet have I something in me dangerous,
Which let thy wiseness fear: hold off thy hand.

QUEEN GERTRUDE
Pluck them asunder. 

Hamlet, Hamlet!

All 

Gentlemen,--

Good my lord, be quiet.

The Attendants part them, and they come out of the grave
HAMLET 

Why I will fight with him upon this theme
Until my eyelids will no longer wag.

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

O my son, what theme?

HAMLET 

I loved Ophelia: forty thousand brothers
Could not, with all their quantity of love,
Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her?

QUEEN GERTRUDE
O, he is mad, Laertes. 

For love of God, forbear him.

HAMLET 

'Swounds, show me what thou'lt do:
Woo't weep? woo't fight? woo't fast? woo't tear thyself?
Woo't drink up eisel? eat a crocodile?
I'll do't. Dost thou come here to whine?
To outface me with leaping in her grave?
Be buried quick with her, and so will I:
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw
Millions of acres on us, till our ground,
Singeing his pate against the burning zone,
Make Ossa like a wart! Nay, an thou'lt mouth,
I'll rant as well as thou.

QUEEN GERTRUDE 

This is mere madness:
And thus awhile the fit will work on him;
Anon, as patient as the female dove,
When that her golden couplets are disclosed,
His silence will sit drooping.

HAMLET 

Hear you, sir;
What is the reason that you use me thus?
I loved you ever: but it is no matter;
Let Hercules himself do what he may,
The cat will mew and dog will have his day.

Exit
SECTION FOUR: SELECTIONS FROM OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE

Part One: Monologues and Soliloquies

Discovering Characters in Othello, the Moor of Venice

OTHELLO  Act I, scene 3

Her father loved me; oft invited me;
Still question'd me the story of my life,
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes,
That I have passed.
I ran it through, even from my boyish days,
To the very moment that he bade me tell it;
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,
Of moving accidents by flood and field
Of hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly breach,
Of being taken by the insolent foe
And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence
And portance in my travels' history:
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle,
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whose heads touch heaven
It was my hint to speak,--such was the process;
And of the Cannibals that each other eat,
The Anthropophagi and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear
Would Desdemona seriously incline:
But still the house-affairs would draw her thence:
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch,
She'ld come again, and with a greedy ear
Devour up my discourse: which I observing,
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,
Whereof by parcels she had something heard,
But not intentively: I did consent,
And often did beguile her of her tears,
When I did speak of some distressful stroke
That my youth suffer'd. My story being done,
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs:
She swore, in faith, twas strange, 'twas passing strange,
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful:
She wish'd she had not heard it, yet she wish'd
That heaven had made her such a man: she thank'd me,
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her,
I should but teach him how to tell my story.
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake:
She loved me for the dangers I had pass'd,
And I loved her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I have used:
Here comes the lady; let her witness it.

DESDEMONA  Act I, scene 3

My noble father,
I do perceive here a divided duty:
To you I am bound for life and education;
My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you; you are the lord of duty;
I am hitherto your daughter: but here's my husband,
And so much duty as my mother show'd
To you, preferring you before her father,
So much I challenge that I may profess
Due to the Moor my lord. . . .

That I did love the Moor to live with him,
My downright violence and storm of fortunes
May trumpet to the world: my heart's subdued
Even to the very quality of my lord:
I saw Othello's visage in his mind,
And to his honour and his valiant parts
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war,
The rites for which I love him are bereft me,
And I a heavy interim shall support
By his dear absence. Let me go with him.

IAGO Act II, scene 1

That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it;
That she loves him, 'tis apt and of great credit:
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not,
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature,
And I dare think he'll prove to Desdemona
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too;
Not out of absolute lust, though peradventure
I stand accountant for as great a sin,
But partly led to diet my revenge,
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor
Hath leap'd into my seat; the thought whereof
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards;
And nothing can or shall content my soul
Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife,
Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,
If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,
I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip,
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb--
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too--
Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward me.
For making him egregiously an ass
And practising upon his peace and quiet
Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confused:
Knavery's plain face is never seen tin used.

EMILIA Act IV, scene 3

Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage as would
store the world they played for.
But I do think it is their husbands' faults
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.

Part Two: Points of No Return

Discovering the structure of dramatic action

Act III, scene 3

IAGO
Ha! I like not that.

OTHELLO 

What dost thou say?

IAGO 

Nothing, my lord: or if--I know not what.

OTHELLO 

Was not that Cassio parted from my wife?

IAGO 

Cassio, my lord! No, sure, I cannot think it,
That he would steal away so guilty-like,
Seeing you coming.

OTHELLO 

I do believe 'twas he.

DESDEMONA 

How now, my lord!
I have been talking with a suitor here,
A man that languishes in your displeasure.

OTHELLO 

Who is't you mean?

DESDEMONA 

Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord,
If I have any grace or power to move you,
His present reconciliation take;
For if he be not one that truly loves you,
That errs in ignorance and not in cunning,
I have no judgment in an honest face:
I prithee, call him back.

OTHELLO 

Went he hence now?

DESDEMONA 

Ay, sooth; so humbled
That he hath left part of his grief with me,
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back.

OTHELLO 

Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other time.

DESDEMONA 

But shall't be shortly?

OTHELLO 

The sooner, sweet, for you.

DESDEMONA 

Shall't be to-night at supper?

OTHELLO 

No, not to-night.

DESDEMONA 

To-morrow dinner, then?

OTHELLO 

I shall not dine at home;
I meet the captains at the citadel.

DESDEMONA 

Why, then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday morn;
On Tuesday noon, or night; on Wednesday morn:
I prithee, name the time, but let it not
Exceed three days: in faith, he's penitent;
And yet his trespass, in our common reason--
Save that, they say, the wars must make examples
Out of their best--is not almost a fault
To incur a private cheque. When shall he come?
Tell me, Othello: I wonder in my soul,
What you would ask me, that I should deny,
Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael Cassio,
That came a-wooing with you, and so many a time,
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly,
Hath ta'en your part; to have so much to do
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do much,--

OTHELLO 

Prithee, no more: let him come when he will;
I will deny thee nothing.

DESDEMONA 

Why, this is not a boon;
'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves,
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm,
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit
To your own person: nay, when I have a suit
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed,
It shall be full of poise and difficult weight
And fearful to be granted.

OTHELLO 

I will deny thee nothing:
Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this,
To leave me but a little to myself.

DESDEMONA 

Shall I deny you? no: farewell, my lord.

OTHELLO 

Farewell, my Desdemona: I'll come to thee straight.

DESDEMONA 

Emilia, come. Be as your fancies teach you;
Whate'er you be, I am obedient.

Exeunt DESDEMONA and EMILIA
OTHELLO 

Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul,
But I do love thee! and when I love thee not,
Chaos is come again.

IAGO 

My noble lord--

OTHELLO 

What dost thou say, Iago?

IAGO 

Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my lady,
Know of your love?

OTHELLO 

He did, from first to last: why dost thou ask?

IAGO 

But for a satisfaction of my thought;
No further harm.

OTHELLO 

Why of thy thought, Iago?

IAGO 

I did not think he had been acquainted with her.

OTHELLO 

O, yes; and went between us very oft.

IAGO 

Indeed!

OTHELLO 

Indeed! ay, indeed: discern'st thou aught in that?
Is he not honest?

IAGO 

Honest, my lord!

OTHELLO 

Honest! ay, honest.

IAGO 

My lord, for aught I know.

OTHELLO 

What dost thou think?

IAGO 

Think, my lord!

OTHELLO 

Think, my lord!
By heaven, he echoes me,
As if there were some monster in his thought
Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean something:
I heard thee say even now, thou likedst not that,
When Cassio left my wife: what didst not like?
And when I told thee he was of my counsel
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst 'Indeed!'
And didst contract and purse thy brow together,
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain
Some horrible conceit: if thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought.

IAGO 

My lord, you know I love you.

OTHELLO 

I think thou dost;
And, for I know thou'rt full of love and honesty,
And weigh'st thy words before thou givest them breath,
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more:
For such things in a false disloyal knave
Are tricks of custom, but in a man that's just
They are close delations, working from the heart
That passion cannot rule.

IAGO 

For Michael Cassio,
I dare be sworn I think that he is honest.

OTHELLO 

I think so too.

IAGO 

Men should be what they seem;
Or those that be not, would they might seem none!

OTHELLO 

Certain, men should be what they seem.

IAGO 

Why, then, I think Cassio's an honest man.

OTHELLO 

Nay, yet there's more in this:
I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings,
As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts
The worst of words.

IAGO 

Good my lord, pardon me:
Though I am bound to every act of duty,
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are vile and false;
As where's that palace whereinto foul things
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure,
But some uncleanly apprehensions
Keep leets and law-days and in session sit
With meditations lawful?

OTHELLO 

Thou dost conspire against thy friend, Iago,
If thou but think'st him wrong'd and makest his ear
A stranger to thy thoughts.

IAGO 

I do beseech you--
Though I perchance am vicious in my guess,
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy
Shapes faults that are not--that your wisdom yet,
From one that so imperfectly conceits,
Would take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble
Out of his scattering and unsure observance.
It were not for your quiet nor your good,
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom,
To let you know my thoughts.

OTHELLO 

What dost thou mean?

IAGO 

Good name in man and woman, dear my lord,
Is the immediate jewel of their souls:
Who steals my purse steals trash; 'tis something, nothing;
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands:
But he that filches from me my good name
Robs me of that which not enriches him
And makes me poor indeed.

OTHELLO 

By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts.

IAGO 

You cannot, if my heart were in your hand;
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody.

OTHELLO 

Ha!

IAGO 

O, beware, my lord, of jealousy;
It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock
The meat it feeds on; that cuckold lives in bliss
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger;
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves!

OTHELLO 

O misery!

IAGO 

Poor and content is rich and rich enough,
But riches fineless is as poor as winter
To him that ever fears he shall be poor.
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend
From jealousy!

OTHELLO 

Why, why is this?
Think'st thou I'ld make a lie of jealousy,
To follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions? No; to be once in doubt
Is once to be resolved: exchange me for a goat,
When I shall turn the business of my soul
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises,
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealous
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company,
Is free of speech, sings, plays and dances well;
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous:
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt;
For she had eyes, and chose me. No, Iago;
I'll see before I doubt; when I doubt, prove;
And on the proof, there is no more but this,--
Away at once with love or jealousy!

IAGO 

I am glad of it; for now I shall have reason
To show the love and duty that I bear you
With franker spirit: therefore, as I am bound,
Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof.
Look to your wife; observe her well with Cassio;
Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure:
I would not have your free and noble nature,
Out of self-bounty, be abused; look to't:
I know our country disposition well;
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks
They dare not show their husbands; their best conscience
Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown.

OTHELLO 

Dost thou say so?

IAGO 

She did deceive her father, marrying you;
And when she seem'd to shake and fear your looks,
She loved them most.

OTHELLO 

And so she did.

IAGO 

Why, go to then;
She that, so young, could give out such a seeming,
To seal her father's eyes up close as oak-
He thought 'twas witchcraft--but I am much to blame;
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon
For too much loving you.

OTHELLO 

I am bound to thee for ever.

IAGO 

I see this hath a little dash'd your spirits.

OTHELLO 

Not a jot, not a jot.

IAGO 

I' faith, I fear it has.
I hope you will consider what is spoke
Comes from my love. But I do see you're moved:
I am to pray you not to strain my speech
To grosser issues nor to larger reach
Than to suspicion.

OTHELLO 

I will not.

IAGO 

Should you do so, my lord,
My speech should fall into such vile success
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy friend--
My lord, I see you're moved.

OTHELLO 

No, not much moved:
I do not think but Desdemona's honest.

IAGO 

Long live she so! and long live you to think so!

OTHELLO 

And yet, how nature erring from itself,--

IAGO 

Ay, there's the point: as--to be bold with you--
Not to affect many proposed matches
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree,
Whereto we see in all things nature tends--
Foh! one may smell in such a will most rank,
Foul disproportion thoughts unnatural.
But pardon me; I do not in position
Distinctly speak of her; though I may fear
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment,
May fall to match you with her country forms
And happily repent.

OTHELLO 

Farewell, farewell:
If more thou dost perceive, let me know more;
Set on thy wife to observe: leave me, Iago:

IAGO 

[Going] My lord, I take my leave.

OTHELLO 

Why did I marry? This honest creature doubtless
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.

IAGO 

[Returning] My lord, I would I might entreat
your honour
To scan this thing no further; leave it to time:
Though it be fit that Cassio have his place,
For sure, he fills it up with great ability,
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile,
You shall by that perceive him and his means:
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment
With any strong or vehement importunity;
Much will be seen in that. In the mean time,
Let me be thought too busy in my fears--
As worthy cause I have to fear I am--
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour.

OTHELLO 

Fear not my government.

IAGO 

I once more take my leave.

Exit
Act III, scene 4

DESDEMONA 

Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia?

EMILIA 

I know not, madam.

DESDEMONA 

Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse
Full of crusadoes: and, but my noble Moor
Is true of mind and made of no such baseness
As jealous creatures are, it were enough
To put him to ill thinking.

EMILIA 

Is he not jealous?

DESDEMONA 

Who, he? I think the sun where he was born
Drew all such humours from him.

EMILIA 

Look, where he comes.

DESDEMONA 

I will not leave him now till Cassio
Be call'd to him.

Enter OTHELLO
How is't with you, my lord

OTHELLO
Well, my good lady.

Aside
O, hardness to dissemble!--
How do you, Desdemona?

DESDEMONA 

Well, my good lord.

OTHELLO 

Give me your hand: this hand is moist, my lady.

DESDEMONA 

It yet hath felt no age nor known no sorrow.

OTHELLO 

This argues fruitfulness and liberal heart:
Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours requires
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer,
Much castigation, exercise devout;
For here's a young and sweating devil here,
That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,
A frank one.

DESDEMONA 

You may, indeed, say so;
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart.

OTHELLO 

A liberal hand: the hearts of old gave hands;
But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts.

DESDEMONA 

I cannot speak of this. Come now, your promise.

OTHELLO 

What promise, chuck?

DESDEMONA 

I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you.

OTHELLO 

I have a salt and sorry rheum offends me;
Lend me thy handkerchief.

DESDEMONA 

Here, my lord.

OTHELLO 

That which I gave you.

DESDEMONA 

I have it not about me.

OTHELLO 

Not?

DESDEMONA 

No, indeed, my lord.

OTHELLO 

That is a fault.
That handkerchief
Did an Egyptian to my mother give;
She was a charmer, and could almost read
The thoughts of people: she told her, while
she kept it,
'Twould make her amiable and subdue my father
Entirely to her love, but if she lost it
Or made gift of it, my father's eye
Should hold her loathed and his spirits should hunt
After new fancies: she, dying, gave it me;
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,
To give it her. I did so: and take heed on't;
Make it a darling like your precious eye;
To lose't or give't away were such perdition
As nothing else could match.

DESDEMONA 

Is't possible?

OTHELLO 

'Tis true: there's magic in the web of it:
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world
The sun to course two hundred compasses,
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work;
The worms were hallow'd that did breed the silk;
And it was dyed in mummy which the skilful
Conserved of maidens' hearts.

DESDEMONA 

Indeed! is't true?

OTHELLO 

Most veritable; therefore look to't well.

DESDEMONA 

Then would to God that I had never seen't!

OTHELLO 

Ha! wherefore?

DESDEMONA 

Why do you speak so startingly and rash?

OTHELLO 

Is't lost? is't gone? speak, is it out
o' the way?

DESDEMONA 

Heaven bless us!

OTHELLO 

Say you?

DESDEMONA 

It is not lost; but what an if it were?

OTHELLO 

How!

DESDEMONA 

I say, it is not lost.

OTHELLO 

Fetch't, let me see't.

DESDEMONA 

Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now.
This is a trick to put me from my suit:
Pray you, let Cassio be received again.

OTHELLO 

Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind misgives.

DESDEMONA 

Come, come;
You'll never meet a more sufficient man.

OTHELLO 

The handkerchief!

DESDEMONA 

I pray, talk me of Cassio.

OTHELLO 

The handkerchief!

DESDEMONA 

A man that all his time
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love,
Shared dangers with you,--

OTHELLO 

The handkerchief!

DESDEMONA 

In sooth, you are to blame.

OTHELLO 

Away!

Exit
EMILIA 

Is not this man jealous?

DESDEMONA 

I ne'er saw this before.
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief:
I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

EMILIA 

'Tis not a year or two shows us a man:
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food;
To eat us hungerly, and when they are full,
They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my husband!

Part Three: Scenes to Include Audience Members

Discovering life on stage

Act II, scene 3

CASSIO
Welcome, Iago; we must to the watch.

IAGO
Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet ten o' the
clock. Our general cast us thus early for the love
of his Desdemona; who let us not therefore blame:
he hath not yet made wanton the night with her; and
she is sport for Jove.

CASSIO 

She's a most exquisite lady.

IAGO 

And, I'll warrant her, fun of game.

CASSIO 

Indeed, she's a most fresh and delicate creature.

IAGO 

What an eye she has! methinks it sounds a parley of
provocation.

CASSIO 

An inviting eye; and yet methinks right modest.

IAGO 

And when she speaks, is it not an alarum to love?

CASSIO 

She is indeed perfection.

IAGO 

Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, lieutenant, I
have a stoup of wine; and here without are a brace
of Cyprus gallants that would fain have a measure to
the health of black Othello.

CASSIO 

Not to-night, good Iago: I have very poor and
unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wish
courtesy would invent some other custom of
entertainment.

IAGO 

O, they are our friends; but one cup: I'll drink for
you.

CASSIO 

I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was
craftily qualified too, and, behold, what innovation
it makes here: I am unfortunate in the infirmity,
and dare not task my weakness with any more.

IAGO 

What, man! 'tis a night of revels: the gallants
desire it.

CASSIO 

'Fore God, they have given me a rouse already.

IAGO 

Some wine, ho!

Sings
And let me the canakin clink, clink;
And let me the canakin clink
A soldier's a man;
A life's but a span;
Why, then, let a soldier drink.
Some wine, boys!

CASSIO 

'Fore God, an excellent song.

IAGO 

I learned it in England, where, indeed, they are
most potent in potting: your Dane, your German, and
your swag-bellied Hollander--Drink, ho!--are nothing
to your English.

CASSIO 

Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking?

IAGO 

Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane dead
drunk; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; he
gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle
can be filled.

CASSIO 

To the health of our general!

IAGO 

O sweet England!
King Stephen was a worthy peer,
His breeches cost him but a crown;
He held them sixpence all too dear,
With that he call'd the tailor lown.
He was a wight of high renown,
And thou art but of low degree:
'Tis pride that pulls the country down;
Then take thine auld cloak about thee.
Some wine, ho!

CASSIO 

Why, this is a more exquisite song than the other.

IAGO 

Will you hear't again?

CASSIO 

No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place that
does those things. Well, God's above all; and there
be souls must be saved, and there be souls must not be saved.

IAGO 

It's true, good lieutenant.

CASSIO 

For mine own part,--no offence to the general, nor
any man of quality,--I hope to be saved.

IAGO 

And so do I too, lieutenant.

CASSIO 

Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's
have no more of this; let's to our affairs.--Forgive
us our sins!--Gentlemen, let's look to our business.
Do not think, gentlemen. I am drunk: this is my
ancient; this is my right hand, and this is my left:
I am not drunk now; I can stand well enough, and
speak well enough.

All 

Excellent well.

CASSIO 

Why, very well then; you must not think then that I am drunk.

Exit
SECTION FIVE: EPILOGUE

A Midsummer Night’s Dream Act V, scene 1

PUCK 

If we shadows have offended,
Think but this, and all is mended,
That you have but slumber'd here
While these visions did appear.
And this weak and idle theme,
No more yielding but a dream,
Gentles, do not reprehend:
if you pardon, we will mend:
And, as I am an honest Puck,
If we have unearned luck
Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,
We will make amends ere long;
Else the Puck a liar call;
So, good night unto you all.
Give me your hands, if we be friends,
And Robin shall restore amends.
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	Sonnet 23

	As an unperfect actor on the stage

	Who with his fear is put besides his part,

	Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

	Whose strength's abundance weakens his own heart.

	So I, for fear of trust, forget to say

	The perfect ceremony of love's rite,

	And in mine own love's strength seem to decay,

	O'ercharged with burden of mine own love's might.

	O, let my books be then the eloquence

	And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

	Who plead for love and look for recompense

	More than that tongue that more hath more express'd.

	O, learn to read what silent love hath writ:

	To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit.
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