English Department

Year 7 Introduction to Shakespeare

‘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.’

Famous quotations you may have heard
Extracts from:

e Love and Hate in Romeo and Juliet
o Witchcraft in Macbeth

e Slavery in The Tempest

o Comedy in Twelfth Night

e Mercy in The Merchant of Venice

e Betrayal in Othello

e Warin Henry V

e Politics in Julius Caesar



Some famous quotations

1. To be, or not to be: that is the question. (Ham/et)

2. Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? (Romeo and Juliet)

3. Now is the winter of our discontent. (Richard //l)

4. s this a dagger which | see before me, the handle toward my hand? (Macbeth)

5. Some are born great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon them.
(Twelfth Night)

6. Cowards die many times before their deaths; the valiant never taste of death but once. (ulius

Caesar)
7. A man can die but once. (Henry IV, Part 2)
8. How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to have a thankless child! (King Lear)
9. | am one who loved not wisely but too well. (Othello)

10. We are such stuff as dreams are made on, and our little life is rounded with a sleep. (The

Tempest)

11. Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player, that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and
then is heard no more; it is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.
(Macbeth)

12. Beware the Ides of March. (Julius Caesar)

13. If music be the food of love play on. (Twelfth Night)

14. What's in a name? A rose by any name would smell as sweet. (Romeo and Juliet)
15. To thine own self be true. (Ham/et)

16. All that glisters is not gold. (The Merchant of Venice)

17. The course of true love never did run smooth. (A Midsummer Night's Dream)

18. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse! (Richard 1/l)

19. Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; and therefore is winged Cupid painted blind. (A
Midsummer Night's Dream)

20. Shall | compare thee to a summer’s day? (Sonnet 78)

21. Off with his head! (Richard /)

22. Uneasy lies the head that wears the crown. (Henry IV, Part 2)
23. 1 am a man more sinned against than sinning. (King Lear)

24. What light through yonder window breaks. (Romeo and Juliet)
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Love and Hate in Romeo and Juliet

At the start of the play, the Capulets and Montagues, two rival families, meet in the street:
Act 1 Scene 1

Abraham. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Sampson. [Aside to GREGORY] Is the law of our side, if | say ay?
Gregory. No.

Sampson. No, sir, | do not bite my thumb at you, sir, but | bite my thumb, sir.
Gregory. Do you quarrel, sir?

Abraham. Quarrel sir! no, sir.

Sampson. If you do, sir, | am for you: | serve as good a man as you.
Abraham. No better.

Sampson. Well, sir.

Gregory. Say 'better:' here comes one of my master's kinsmen.
Sampson. Yes, better, sir.

Abraham. You lie.

Sampson. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy swashing blow.
[They fight]

[Enter BENVOLIO]

Benvolio. Part, fools!

Put up your swords; you know not what you do.

[Enter TYBALT]

Tybalt. What, art thou drawn among these heartless hinds?

Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death.



Benvolio. | do but keep the peace: put up thy sword,
Or manage it to part these men with me.
Tybalt. What, drawn, and talk of peace! | hate the word,

As | hate hell, all Montagues, and thee:

At the end of Act 1, at the Capulets’ ball, Romeo and Juliet meet for the first time:

Act 1 Scene 5

ROMEO [To JULIET] If | 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 | 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.
NURSE Madam, your mother craves a word with you.
ROMEO What is her mother?
NURSE Marry, bachelor,



Her mother is the lady of the house,

And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous

| nursed her daughter, that you talk’d withal;

| tell you, he that can lay hold of her

Shall have the chinks.
ROMEO Is she a Capulet?

O dear account! My life is my foe’s debt.
BENVOLIO Away, be gone; the sport is at the best.
ROMEO Ay, so | fear; the more is my unrest.
CAPULET Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone;

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.

Is it e’en so? Why, then, | thank you all

| thank you, honest gentlemen; good night.

More torches here! Come on then, let’s to bed.

Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late:

I'll to my rest.
[Exeunt all but JULIET and Nurse]
JULIET Come hither, nurse. What is yond gentleman?
NURSE The son and heir of old Tiberio.
JULIET What'’s he that now is going out of door?
NURSE Marry, that, | think, be young Petrucio.
JULIET What's he that follows there, that would not dance?
NURSE | know not.
JULIET Go ask his name: if he be married,

My grave is like to be my wedding bed.
NURSE His name is Romeo, and a Montague,;

The only son of your great enemy.

JULIET My only love sprung from my only hate!



Witchcraft in Macbeth

At the start of the play Macbeth, three witches discuss when and where they will meet with

the title character, a man who has just saved Scotland from invasion.
Act 1 Scene 1

SCENE I. A desert place.

Thunder and lightning. Enter three Witches
First Witch When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning, or in rain?

Second Witch When the hurlyburly's done,
When the battle's lost and won.

Third Witch That will be ere the set of sun.
First Witch Where the place?

Second Witch Upon the heath.

Third Witch There to meet with Macbeth.
First Witch | come, Graymalkin!

Second Witch Paddock calls.

Third Witch Anon.

ALL Fair is foul, and foul is fair:

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

Exeunt



In the Act 1 Scene 3, the witches meet Macbeth and his friend, Banquo for the first time:

Act 1 Scene 1
Thunder. Enter the three Witches

First Witch

Where hast thou been, sister?
Second Witch

Killing swine.

Third Witch

Sister, where thou?

First Witch

A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her lap,

And munch'd, and munch'd, and munch'd:--

'Give me,' quoth I:

'Aroint thee, witch!' the rump-fed ronyon cries.
Her husband's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger:
But in a sieve I'll thither sail,

And, like a rat without a tail,

I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do.

Second Witch

I'll give thee a wind.
First Witch

Thou'rt kind.

Third Witch

And | another.

First Witch

| myself have all the other,

And the very ports they blow,

All the quarters that they know

I' the shipman's card.

| will drain him dry as hay:

Sleep shall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-house lid;
He shall live a man forbid:

Weary se'nnights nine times nine
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine:



Though his bark cannot be lost,
Yet it shall be tempest-tost.
Look what | have.

Second Witch
Show me, show me.
First Witch

Here | have a pilot's thumb,
Wreck'd as homeward he did come.

Drum within
Third Witch

A drum, a drum!
Macbeth doth come.

ALL

The weird sisters, hand in hand,
Posters of the sea and land,

Thus do go about, about:

Thrice to thine and thrice to mine
And thrice again, to make up nine.
Peace! the charm's wound up.

Enter MACBETH and BANQUO
MACBETH

So foul and fair a day | have not seen.
BANQUO

How far is't call'd to Forres? What are these

So wither'd and so wild in their attire,

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth,

And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught

That man may question? You seem to understand me,
By each at once her chappy finger laying

Upon her skinny lips: you should be women,

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret

That you are so.

MACBETH

Speak, if you can: what are you?



First Witch

All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of Glamis!
Second Witch

All hail, Macbeth, hail to thee, thane of Cawdor!
Third Witch

All hail, Macbeth, thou shalt be king hereafter!
BANQUO

Good sir, why do you start; and seem to fear
Things that do sound so fair? I' the name of truth,
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed

Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner
You greet with present grace and great prediction
Of noble having and of royal hope,

That he seems rapt withal: to me you speak not.
If you can look into the seeds of time,

And say which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear

Your favours nor your hate.

First Witch

Hail!

Second Witch

Hail!

Third Witch

Hail!

First Witch

Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.
Second Witch

Not so happy, yet much happier.
Third Witch

Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none:
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo!

First Witch

Banquo and Macbeth, all hail!



MACBETH

Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more:

By Sinel's death | know | am thane of Glamis;

But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives,

A prosperous gentleman; and to be king

Stands not within the prospect of belief,

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this strange intelligence? or why

Upon this blasted heath you stop our way

With such prophetic greeting? Speak, | charge you.

Witches vanish
BANQUO

The earth hath bubbles, as the water has,
And these are of them. Whither are they vanish'd?

MACBETH

Into the air; and what seem'd corporal melted
As breath into the wind. Would they had stay'd!

BANQUO

Were such things here as we do speak about?
Or have we eaten on the insane root
That takes the reason prisoner?

MACBETH

Your children shall be kings.

BANQUO

You shall be king.

MACBETH

And thane of Cawdor too: went it not so?
BANQUO

To the selfsame tune and words.



Slavery in The Tempest

At the start of The Tempest, Prospero, a powerful sorcerer, has commanded his spirit, Ariel, to
conjure a violent storm. Ariel, having performed this task to the letter, seeks his freedom from

Prospero’s control:

PROSPERO Come away, servant, come. | am ready now.
Approach, my Ariel, come.

(Enter ARIEL)

ARIEL All hail, great master! grave sir, haill | come
To answer thy best pleasure; be't to fly,

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curl'd clouds, to thy strong bidding task
Ariel and all his quality.

PROSPERO Hast thou, spirit,

Perform'd to point the tempest that | bade thee?
ARIEL To every article.

| boarded the king's ship; now on the beak,

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

| flamed amazement: sometime I'ld divide,

And burn in many places; on the topmast,

The yards and bowsprit, would | flame distinctly,
Then meet and join. Jove's lightnings, the precursors
O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary

And sight-outrunning were not; the fire and cracks



Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune
Seem to besiege and make his bold waves tremble,
Yea, his dread trident shake.

PROSPERO My brave spirit!

Who was so firm, so constant, that this cail
Would not infect his reason?

ARIEL Not a soul

But felt a fever of the mad and play'd

Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners
Plunged in the foaming brine and quit the vessel,
Then all afire with me: the king's son, Ferdinand,
With hair up-staring,--then like reeds, not hair,--
Was the first man that leap'd; cried, 'Hell is empty
And all the devils are here.’

PROSPERO Why that's my spirit!

But was not this nigh shore?

ARIEL Close by, my master.

PROSPERO But are they, Ariel, safe?

ARIEL Not a hair perish'd;

On their sustaining garments not a blemish,

But fresher than before: and, as thou badest me,

In troops | have dispersed them 'bout the isle.



The king's son have | landed by himself;

Whom | left cooling of the air with sighs

In an odd angle of the isle and sitting,

His arms in this sad knot.

PROSPERO Of the king's ship

The mariners say how thou hast disposed

And all the rest o' the fleet.

ARIEL Safely in harbour

Is the king's ship; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew
From the still-vex'd Bermoothes, there she's hid:
The mariners all under hatches stow'd;

Who, with a charm join'd to their suffer'd labour,
| have left asleep; and for the rest o' the fleet
Which | dispersed, they all have met again

And are upon the Mediterranean flote,

Bound sadly home for Naples,

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd
And his great person perish.

PROSPERO Ariel, thy charge

Exactly is perform'd: but there's more work.

What is the time o' the day?



ARIEL Past the mid season.

PROSPERO

At least two glasses. The time 'twixt six and now
Must by us both be spent most preciously.

ARIEL Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me pains,
Let me remember thee what thou hast promised,
Which is not yet perform'd me.

PROSPERO How now? moody?

What is't thou canst demand?

ARIEL My liberty.

PROSPERO Before the time be out? no more!

ARIEL | prithee,

Remember | have done thee worthy service;

Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings, served
Without or grudge or grumblings: thou didst promise
To bate me a full year.

PROSPERO Dost thou forget

From what a torment | did free thee?

ARIEL No.

PROSPERO Thou dost, and think'st it much to tread the ooze
Of the salt deep,

To run upon the sharp wind of the north,



To do me business in the veins o' the earth

When it is baked with frost.

ARIEL | do not, sir.

PROSPERO Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast thou forgot
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy

Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her?

ARIEL No, sir.

PROSPERO Thou hast. Where was she born? speak; tell me.
ARIEL Sir, in Argier.

PROSPERO O, was she so? | must

Once in a month recount what thou hast been,

Which thou forget'st. This damn'd witch Sycorax,

For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier,

Thou know'st, was banish'd: for one thing she did

They would not take her life. Is not this true?

ARIEL Ay, sir.

PROSPERO This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with child
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave,

As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant;

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands,



Refusing her grand hests, she did confine thee,
By help of her more potent ministers

And in her most unmitigable rage,

Into a cloven pine; within which rift

Imprison'd thou didst painfully remain

A dozen years; within which space she died

And left thee there; where thou didst vent thy groans
As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this island--
Save for the son that she did litter here,

A freckled whelp hag-born--not honour'd with

A human shape.

ARIEL Yes, Caliban her son.

PROSPERO Dull thing, | say so; he, that Caliban
Whom now | keep in service. Thou best know'st
What torment | did find thee in; thy groans

Did make wolves howl and penetrate the breasts
Of ever angry bears: it was a torment

To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax

Could not again undo: it was mine art,

When | arrived and heard thee, that made gape
The pine and let thee out.

ARIEL | thank thee, master.



PROSPERO If thou more murmur'st, | will rend an oak
And peg thee in his knotty entrails till

Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters.

ARIEL Pardon, master;

| will be correspondent to command

And do my spiriting gently.

PROSPERO Do so, and after two days

| will discharge thee.

ARIEL That's my noble master!

What shall | do? say what; what shall | do?



Comedy in Twelfth Night

Act 3 Scene 4
Enter OLIVIA and MARIA

OLIVIA

| have sent after him: he says he'll come;

How shall | feast him? what bestow of him?

For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrow'd.
| speak too loud.

Where is Malvolio? he is sad and civil,

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes:

Where is Malvolio?

MARIA

He's coming, madam; but in very strange manner. He
is, sure, possessed, madam.

OLIVIA

Why, what's the matter? does he rave?

MARIA

No. madam, he does nothing but smile: your
ladyship were best to have some guard about you, if
he come; for, sure, the man is tainted in's wits.
OLIVIA

Go call him hither.

Exit MARIA

| am as mad as he,

If sad and merry madness equal be.
Re-enter MARIA, with MALVOLIO

How now, Malvolio!
MALVOLIO

Sweet lady, ho, ho.
OLIVIA

Smilest thou?

| sent for thee upon a sad occasion.



MALVOLIO

Sad, lady! | could be sad: this does make some
obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering; but
what of that? if it please the eye of one, it is

with me as the very true sonnet is, 'Please one, and
please all.’

OLIVIA

Why, how dost thou, man? what is the matter with thee?
MALVOLIO

Not black in my mind, though yellow in my legs. It
did come to his hands, and commands shall be
executed: | think we do know the sweet Roman hand.
OLIVIA

Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?

MALVOLIO

To bed! ay, sweet-heart, and I'll come to thee.
OLIVIA

God comfort thee! Why dost thou smile so and kiss
thy hand so oft?

MARIA

How do you, Malvolio?

MALVOLIO

At your request! yes; nightingales answer daws.
MARIA

Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness before my lady?
MALVOLIO

'‘Be not afraid of greatness:' 'twas well writ.

OLIVIA

What meanest thou by that, Malvolio?

MALVOLIO

'Some are born great,'--

OLIVIA

Ha!

MALVOLIO

'Some achieve greatness,'--

OLIVIA

What sayest thou?



MALVOLIO

'And some have greatness thrust upon them.’
OLIVIA

Heaven restore thee!

MALVOLIO

'Remember who commended thy yellow stocking s,'--
OLIVIA

Thy yellow stockings!

MALVOLIO

'‘And wished to see thee cross-gartered.’

OLIVIA

Cross-gartered!

MALVOLIO

'Go to thou art made, if thou desirest to be so;'--
OLIVIA

Am | made?

MALVOLIO

'If not, let me see thee a servant still.'

OLIVIA

Why, this is very midsummer madness.



Mercy in The Merchant of Venice

Act 3 Scene 1

Shylock. | am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? Hath not a Jew hands,
organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions; fed with the same
food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases,
heal'd by the same means, warm'd and cool'd by the same winter
and summer, as a Christian is? If you prick us, do we not bleed? If
you tickle us, do we not laugh? If you poison us, do we not die?
And if you wrong us, do we not revenge? If we are like you in the

rest, we will resemble you in that.
Act 4 Scene 1

Portia: The quality of mercy is not strained.

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven,

Upon the place beneath.

It is twice blessed.

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes.

It is mightiest in the mightiest,

It becomes the throned monarch better than his crown.
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,

An attribute to awe and majesty.

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings.

But mercy is above this sceptred sway,

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,

It is an attribute to God himself.

And earthly power dost the become likest God's,
Where mercy seasons justice.

Therefore Jew,

Though justice be thy plea, consider this,

That in the course of justice we all must see salvation,
We all do pray for mercy

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render the deeds of mercy.
| have spoke thus much to mittgate the justice of thy plea,
Which if thou dost follow,

This strict court of Venice

Must needs give sentence gainst the merchant there.



Betrayal in Othello

Act 1 Scene 1
lago: | am not what | am
O, sir, content you;

| follow him to serve my turn upon him:

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters

Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark

Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave,

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage,

Wears out his time, much like his master's ass,

For nought but provender, and when he's old, cashier'd:
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are

Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty,

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves,

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords,

Do well thrive by them and when they have lined their coats
Do themselves homage: these fellows have some soul;
And such a one do | profess myself. For, sir,

It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

Were | the Moor, | would not be lago:

In following him, | follow but myself;

Heaven is my judge, not | for love and duty,

But seeming so, for my peculiar end:

For when my outward action doth demonstrate

The native act and figure of my heart

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after

But | will wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at: | am not what | am.



War in Henry v

Act 4 Scene 3

WESTMORELAND
O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those men in England

That do no work to-day!

KING HENRY V

What's he that wishes so?

My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin:

If we are mark'd to die, we are enow

To do our country loss; and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God's willl | pray thee, wish not one man more.

By Jove, | am not covetous for gold,

Nor care | who doth feed upon my cost;

It yearns me not if men my garments wear;

Such outward things dwell not in my desires:

But if it be a sin to covet honour,

| am the most offending soul alive.

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England:
God's peace! | would not lose so great an honour
As one man more, methinks, would share from me
For the best hope | have. O, do not wish one more!
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,

Let him depart; his passport shall be made

And crowns for convoy put into his purse:

We would not die in that man's company

That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is called the feast of Crispian:

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when the day is named,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,



Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,

And say 'To-morrow is Saint Crispian:'

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars.
And say 'These wounds | had on Crispin's day.'
Old men forget: yet all shall be forgot,

But he'll remember with advantages

What feats he did that day: then shall our names.
Familiar in his mouth as household words

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd.

This story shall the good man teach his son;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be remember'd;

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me

Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition:

And gentlemen in England now a-bed

Shall think themselves accursed they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.



Politics in Julius Caesar

Act 3 Scene 2

Antony. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears;
| come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.

The evil that men do lives after them;

The good is oft interred with their bones;

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus

Hath told you Caesar was ambitious:

If it were so, it was a grievous fault,

And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it.

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest-

For Brutus is an honourable man;

So are they all, all honourable men-

Come | to speak in Caesar’s funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and just to me:

But Brutus says he was ambitious;

And Brutus is an honourable man.

He hath brought many captives home to Rome
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill:

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept:
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;

And Brutus is an honourable man.

You all did see that on the Lupercal

| thrice presented him a kingly crown,

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition?
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;

And, sure, he is an honourable man.

| speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,

But here | am to speak what | do know.

You all did love him once, not without cause:
What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him?
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts,
And men have lost their reason. Bear with me;
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,

And | must pause till it come back to me.



