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BOTTOM [Awaking] 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.

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 
ACT 4, SCENE 1

Bottom wakes up from a deep sleep, confused. He vaguely remembers that he had the head 
of a donkey and that the Queen of the Fairies was madly in love with him. But now he is 
all alone – no donkey ears, no fairies, and his friends are nowhere to be found. Was it all a 
dream, or was it real? Undeterred, Bottom resolves to find his friends and turn his “dream” 
into a most spectacular performance.
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LUCIANA And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A husband’s office? Shall, Antipholus, 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot? 
Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 
Then for her wealth’s sake use her with more kindness. 
Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth: 
Muffle your false love with some show of blindness – 
Let not my sister read it in your eye.
Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator; 
Look sweet, be fair, become disloyalty; 
Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger; 
Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted; 
Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint; 
Be secret-false: what need she be acquainted?
What simple thief brags of his own attaint? 
’Tis double wrong to truant with your bed 
And let her read it in thy looks at board. 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed; 
Ill deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Alas, poor women! Make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us; 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve: 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 
Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife. 
’Tis holy sport to be a little vain 
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife.

THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 
ACT 3, SCENE 2

Luciana, mistaking Antipholus for her sister’s husband, is furious at him for mistreating his 
wife. Protecting her sister, she gives Antipholus some advice on how a husband should 
behave, and suggests he make a better effort at hiding his faults.
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MACBETH Is this a dagger which I see before me, 
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee.
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight? Or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressèd brain? 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going, 
And such an instrument I was to use. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses, 
Or else worth all the rest. I see thee still, 
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 
Which was not so before. There’s no such thing: 
It is the bloody business which informs 
Thus to mine eyes. Thou sure and firm-set earth, 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout, 
And take the present horror from the time, 
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives: 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
 
[A bell rings] 
 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell.

MACBETH 
ACT 2, SCENE 1 (EDITED)

Macbeth and his wife, Lady Macbeth, have planned to murder the King of Scotland in their 
own castle. Just as Macbeth is walking to the sleeping King Duncan’s room to do the deed, 
a vision of a dagger stops him in his tracks.
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JULIET Thou know’st the mask of night is on my face, 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak tonight. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke, but farewell compliment! 
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say ‘Ay,’ 
And I will take thy word; yet if thou swear’st, 
Thou mayst prove false: at lovers’ perjuries 
They say Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully; 
Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 
I’ll frown and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo, but else not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
And therefore thou mayst think my ’haviour light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou overheard’st, ere I was ware, 
My true-love passion. Therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discoverèd.

ROMEO AND JULIET 
ACT 2, SCENE 2

Romeo and Juliet are teenagers from two warring families. They meet for the first time, 
share a kiss, and profess their love for one another, all in the course of one night. They meet 
later that same evening at Juliet’s window. Here, Juliet speaks to Romeo about the speed 
and intensity of their feelings for one another.
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HAMLET 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 heartache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wished. 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,
Th’ 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 th’ 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 undiscovered 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 pitch and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry
And lose the name of action.

HAMLET 
ACT 3, SCENE 1

Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark, is grieving the loss of his beloved father and angry at 
his mother’s hasty re-marriage to his uncle. Having discovered that his uncle murdered 
his father, he is tasked with revenge. His life and mind have been thrown into a state of 
confusion and tumult. In this speech Hamlet contemplates life and death, musing on the 
pain and suffering of living, versus the uncertainty of death.
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PHEBE Think not I love him, though I ask for him. 
’Tis but a peevish boy – yet he talks well.
But what care I for words? Yet words do well 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth – not very pretty –
But sure he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes him. 
He’ll make a proper man. The best thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall, yet for his years he’s tall. 
His leg is but so so, and yet ’tis well. 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mixed in his cheek; ’twas just the difference 
Between the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him; but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him: 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He said mine eyes were black and my hair black, 
And, now I am remembered, scorned at me: 
I marvel why I answered not again. 
But that’s all one. Omittance is no quittance. 
I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it, wilt thou, Silvius?

AS YOU LIKE IT 
ACT 3, SCENE 5

Phebe, a young shepherdess, shuns the affections of Silvius who loves her devotedly. 
Rosalind enters, disguised as a young man named Ganymede, and admonishes Phebe for 
her cruel treatment of Silvius. Phebe is instantly captivated by Ganymede, and at the same 
annoyed by his rude behaviour. Here she talks to Silvius about her mixed feelings for this 
new stranger.
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ANTIPHOLUS OF SYRACUSE Sweet mistress – what your name is else, I know not,
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine – 
Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not
Than our earth’s wonder, more than earth divine.
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak:
Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit,
Smothered in errors, feeble, shallow, weak,
The folded meaning of your words’ deceit.
Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you
To make it wander in an unknown field?
Are you a god? Would you create me new?
Transform me then, and to your power I’ll yield.
But if that I am I, then well I know
Your weeping sister is no wife of mine,
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe:
Far more, far more to you do I decline.
O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note,
To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears.
Sing, siren, for thyself and I will dote;
Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs,
And as a bed I’ll take them and there lie,
And in that glorious supposition think
He gains by death that hath such means to die:
Let Love, being light, be drownèd if she sink!

THE COMEDY OF ERRORS 
ACT 3, SCENE 2

Antipholus of Syracuse has been mistaken for his identical twin brother (Antipholus of 
Ephesus), who is married to Luciana’s sister. Antipholus, thoroughly confused, tells Luciana 
that her sister is not his wife, and in fact, he has fallen in love with her! He makes a great 
declaration of love to the equally confused Luciana.
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TITANIA These are the forgeries of jealousy; 
And never, since the middle summer’s spring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead, 
By pavèd fountain or by rushy brook, 
Or in the beachèd margent of the sea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturbed our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have sucked up from the sea 
Contagious fogs, which falling in the land 
Have every pelting river made so proud 
That they have overborne their continents. 
The human mortals want their winter cheer: 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest. 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 
Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 
That rheumatic diseases do abound, 
And thorough this distemperature we see 
The seasons alter: the spring, the summer, 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the mazèd world, 
By their increase, now knows not which is which: 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension; 
We are their parents and original.

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM 
ACT 2, SCENE 1 (EDITED)

Titania, the Queen of the Fairies, is fighting with her husband, King Oberon. They have been 
quarrelling over a changeling boy, each of them wanting the child for their own and refusing 
to back down. Here, Titania explains that their constant fighting has had an impact on the 
natural world. The environment is in turmoil, as is their relationship.


