
Bottom, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Act IV, Scene 1 
 
When my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answer: my next is, 'Most fair Pyramus.' Heigh-ho! 
Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout, 
the tinker! Starveling! God's my life, stolen 
hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare 
vision. I have had a dream, past the wit of man to 
say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go 
about to expound this dream. Methought I was—there 
is no man can tell what. Methought I was,—and 
methought I had,—but man is but a patched fool, if 
he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye 
of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not 
seen, man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue 
to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream 
was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of 
this dream: it shall be called Bottom's Dream, 
because it hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the 
latter end of a play, before the duke: 
peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall 
sing it at her death. 
 
 
Prospero, Tempest, Act V, Scene 1 
 
Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and groves, 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppets that 
By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not bites, and you whose pastime 
Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid, 
Weak masters though ye be, I have bedimm’d 
The noontide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds, 
And ‘twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
With his own bolt; the strong-based promontory 



Have I made shake and by the spurs pluck’d up 
The pine and cedar: graves at my command 
Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let ’em forth 
By my so potent art. But this rough magic 
I here abjure, and, when I have required 
Some heavenly music, which even now I do, 
To work mine end upon their senses that 
This airy charm is for, I’ll break my staff, 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 
And deeper than did ever plummet sound 
I’ll drown my book. 
 
 
Juliet, Romeo and Juliet, Act II, Scene 2 
 
O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father and refuse thy name. 
Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love 
And I’ll no longer be a Capulet. 
‘Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 
Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 
What’s Montague? It is nor hand nor foot 
Nor arm nor face nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O be some other name. 
What’s in a name? That which we call a rose 
By any other name would smell as sweet; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, 
And for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 
 
 
Benedick, Much Ado About Nothing, Act II, Scene 3 
 
This can be no trick. The 
conference was sadly borne; they have the truth of 
this from Hero; they seem to pity the lady. It seems 
her affections have their full bent. Love me? Why, it 
must be requited! I hear how I am censured. They 



say I will bear myself proudly if I perceive the love 
come from her. They say, too, that she will rather 
die than give any sign of affection. I did never think 
to marry. I must not seem proud. Happy are they 
that hear their detractions and can put them to 
mending. They say the lady is fair; ’tis a truth, I can 
bear them witness. And virtuous; ’tis so, I cannot 
reprove it. And wise, but for loving me; by my troth, 
it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of 
her folly, for I will be horribly in love with her! I 
may chance have some odd quirks and remnants of 
wit broken on me because I have railed so long 
against marriage, but doth not the appetite alter? A 
man loves the meat in his youth that he cannot 
endure in his age. Shall quips and sentences and 
these paper bullets of the brain awe a man from the 
career of his humor? No! The world must be peopled. 
When I said I would die a bachelor, I did not 
think I should live till I were married. Here comes 
Beatrice. By this day, she’s a fair lady. I do spy some 
marks of love in her. 
 
 
Richard, Henry VI Part III, Act III, Scene 2 
 
Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
Would he were wasted, marrow, bones and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring, 
To cross me from the golden time I look for! 
And yet, between my soul's desire and me— 
The lustful Edward's title buried— 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward, 
And all the unlook'd for issue of their bodies, 
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself: 
A cold premeditation for my purpose! 
Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty; 
Like one that stands upon a promontory, 
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye, 
And chides the sea that sunders him from thence, 



Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way: 
So do I wish the crown, being so far off; 
And so I chide the means that keeps me from it; 
And so I say, I'll cut the causes off, 
Flattering me with impossibilities. 
My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much, 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard; 
What other pleasure can the world afford? 
I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap, 
And deck my body in gay ornaments, 
And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 
O miserable thought! and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns! 
Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb: 
And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe, 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub; 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where sits deformity to mock my body; 
To shape my legs of an unequal size; 
To disproportion me in every part, 
Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp 
That carries no impression like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be beloved? 
O monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me, 
But to command, to cheque, to o'erbear such 
As are of better person than myself, 
I'll make my heaven to dream upon the crown, 
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell, 
Until my mis-shaped trunk that bears this head 
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the crown, 
For many lives stand between me and home: 
And I,—like one lost in a thorny wood, 
That rends the thorns and is rent with the thorns, 
Seeking a way and straying from the way; 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 
But toiling desperately to find it out,— 



Torment myself to catch the English crown: 
And from that torment I will free myself, 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 
Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile, 
And cry 'Content' to that which grieves my heart, 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 
And frame my face to all occasions. 
I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 
I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk; 
I'll play the orator as well as Nestor, 
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy. 
I can add colours to the chameleon, 
Change shapes with Proteus for advantages, 
And set the murderous Machiavel to school. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 
Tut, were it farther off, I'll pluck it down. 
 


