
Suggested Text: Playmaking Festival 2021 
 
Hi everyone! Below is a selection of suggested text/scenes that we feel might suit each of the three 
zones of our Playmaking 2021 ‘fantasy theme map’. 
 
We’d love you to use this resource as a starting point: the chosen texts, their edits, and the 
suggested zone themes are by no means fixed! If you are excited by a theme, a line, a character that 
you and the young people might want to respond to, and that takes you down a deviant path to 
what’s laid out below, we encourage this! (This could mean you make your own edit, extend the 
scene, look at a different character, or decide to look at a scene/play not listed here at all!) 
 
All we ask is to remember that connection to, and understanding of, the text is paramount. We 
encourage you to be ambitious when it comes to the text and the amount you use for your final 
performances. 
 
We are always on hand for further clarifications, advice on editing, and ideas about the performance 
possibilities, so please don’t hesitate to get in touch with playmaking@rsc.org.uk 
 
We look forward to hearing your choices! 
 

“Something Wicked This Way Comes” 
 
Horror - Witchcraft - Dark Magic - The Supernatural - Tyranny – Power - Evil - Corruption – Fate - 

Tragedy 
 
 

“More strange than true” 
 

The Surreal - Fairies & Folklore - Make-Believe - Fantasy - Trickery - Deception - Comedy 
 
 

“And now, let’s go hand-in-hand” 
 

Family - Friendship - Community - Love - Future & Progress - Marriage - Reconciliation - 
Celebration - Song & Dance - Brothers & Sisters-In-Arms 



“Something Wicked This Way Comes” 
(Second Witch, Act 4 Scene 1, Macbeth) 

 
 
Horror – Witchcraft/Dark Magic/The Supernatural – Tyranny – Power – Evil – Corruption – Fate - 

Tragedy 
 
 
Macbeth 

- Any of the Witches’ scenes 1:1, 1:3, 3:5, 4:1 
- Lady Macbeth “Out damned spot” 5:1 
- Banquo’s Ghost Scene 3:4 
- Any of Macbeth’s soliloquies (including “Is this a dagger?” 2:1) 
- Macbeth & Lady Macbeth conspiring 1:7, 2:2 

 
Hamlet 

- Ghost haunting Hamlet (inc. re-enactment of Old Hamlet’s murder) 1:5 
 
The Tempest 

- Spotlight on Caliban: 
o Word-war with Prospero 1:2 (“This island’s mine”) 
o Cursing Prospero & meeting Trinculo/Stefano 2:2 (“All the infections that the 

sun sucks up”) 
o Telling his story / plan to murder Prospero 3:2 
o Failed murder attempt (inc. being chased by the hounds) 4:1 

- Antonio & Sebastian conspiring & failed murder attempt 2:1 (again in 3:3 which also 
includes Ariel’s harpy-haunting: “three men of sin”) 
 

 
Richard III 

- Spotlight on Gloucester: 
o Opening speech 1:1 
o Wooing of Anne 1:2 
o Margaret’s curses to Richard 1:3 

 
Romeo & Juliet 

- Prologue? (Focus on fate/ominous tragedy) 
- “Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?” 1:1 
- Tybalt Scenes 1:1, 3:1 
- Juliet’s father (“Hang thee, young baggage”)  

 
 



Other characters to look at? 
 
Julius Caesar – See Cassius (Brutus & Conspirators) 
Measure for Measure See Angelo  
King Lear See Edmund  
Much Ado See Don John & Borachio 
As You Like It See Oliver & Duke Federick 
 
 

  



“More strange than true” 
(Theseus, Act 5 Scene 1, A Midsummer Night’s Dream) 

 
The Surreal - Fairies & Folklore - Make-Believe - Fantasy - Trickery - Deception - Comedy 

 
 
MSND 
(See 2016 Playmaking Pack for edited versions of the full play) 

- Bottom’s transformation & Titania waking 3:1 
- The lovers’ quarrel 3:2 
- Anything Puck/Fairy related 2:1, 2:2, 4:1 

 
As You Like It / Twelfth Night / Comedy of Errors 

- Spotlight on characters in disguise…  
 
The Winter’s Tale 

- Spotlight on Bohemia 
 
The Tempest 

- Prospero “Ye Elves” speech 5:3 
- Caliban “This isle is full of noises” 3:2 
- Trinc/Stef/Caliban gaberdine scene 2:2 
- Spotlight on Ariel  

o “I boarded the king’s ship” 1:2 
o Ariel controlling Trinculo 3:2 
o Harpy scene 3:3 

- Spirit show 4:1 
 
Hamlet 

- “The Mouse Trap” 3:2 
- Spotlight on Hamlet’s “madness” e.g. 2:1, 2:2, 3:1 

 
Much Ado About Nothing 

- ‘Gulling’ scenes 2:3, 3:1 
- Hero’s shaming: wedding scene 4:1 

 
 

  



“And now, let’s go hand-in-hand” 
(Dromio of Ephesus, Act 5 Scene 1, A Comedy of Errors) 

 
Family - Friendship - Community - Love - Future & Progress - Marriage - Reconciliation - 

Celebration - Song & Dance - Brothers & Sisters-In-Arms 
 
Romeo & Juliet 

- Party Scene 1:5 
- Balcony Scene 2:1 
- Romeo asking Friar to wed Juliet 2:3 (into pre-wedding 2:6?) 

 
 
Much Ado About Nothing 

- Benedict and Beatrice go in together, eventually! 5:2 
- Resolution Scene 5:4 

 
 
MSND 

- Lysander & Hermia plan to elope “The course of true love never did run smooth” 1:1 
- Final scene resolution 5:1 

 
 
Henry V 

- ‘St Crispin’s Day’ speech 4:3 
- “Once more unto the breach dear friends” 3:1 

 
 
Love’s Labour’s Lost  

- Berowne on love and breaking their oaths 4:3 
 
 
As You Like It 

- Spotlight on “Ganymede” 
o Rosalind & Orlando’s poetry 3:2  
o The wooing class & pretend marriage 4:1 
o Resolution 5:4 

- Amiens’ Friendship Song 2:7 
 
The Tempest 

- Ferdinand & Miranda 3:1, 4:1 
- Caliban with Trinculo & Stefano 2:2 
- The Resolution 5:1  



Lady Macbeth – Macbeth Act 5 Scene 1 (edited*) 
 
 
LADY MACBETH   Yet here's a spot. 
 

Out, damned spot! out, I say!— One: two: why, then, 'tis time to 
do't.— Hell is murky.— Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard? What 
need we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to 
account?— Yet who would have thought the old man to have had so 
much blood in him? 

 
The thane of Fife had a wife: where is she now?— What, will these 
hands ne'er be clean?— No more o'that, my lord, no more o' that: you 
mar all with this starting. 

 
Here's the smell of the blood still: all the perfumes of Arabia will not 
sweeten this little hand. Oh, oh, oh! 

 
Wash your hands, put on your nightgown; look not so pale. I tell you 
yet again, Banquo's buried; he cannot come out on's grave.  

 
To bed, to bed! there's knocking at the gate. Come, come, come, 
come, give me your hand. What's done cannot be undone. To bed, to 
bed, to bed. 
 
Exit 

 
 

*Option to add back in Doctor/Gentlewoman’s observations (see Act 5 Scene 1 full text) 
  



Macbeth & Lady Macbeth – Macbeth Act 2 Scene 2 (edited)  
 
Enter LADY MACBETH 
 
LADY MACBETH That which hath made them drunk hath made me bold: 

What hath quenched them hath given me fire— 
Hark! Peace!— 
It was the owl that shrieked. He is about it. 
The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugged 
their possets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 

 
MACBETH   [Within] Who's there? What ho? 
 
LADY MACBETH Alack, I am afraid they have awaked, 

And 'tis not done. The attempt and not the deed 
Confounds us. Hark! I laid their daggers ready: 
He could not miss 'em. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done't.— 

 
Enter MACBETH 

My husband! 
 
MACBETH   I have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise? 
 
LADY MACBETH I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 

Did not you speak? 
 
MACBETH     When? 
 
LADY MACBETH     Now. 
 
MACBETH       As I descended? 
 
LADY MACBETH  Ay. 
 
MACBETH Hark! Who lies i' the second chamber? 
 
LADY MACBETH  Donalbain. 
 
MACBETH   This is a sorry sight. 
 
Looking on his hands 
 
LADY MACBETH  A foolish thought, to say ‘a sorry sight’. 
 
MACBETH Methought I heard a voice cry 'Sleep no more, 

Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep, 
Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleeve of care.’ 
 



LADY MACBETH  What do you mean? 
 
MACBETH Still it cried 'Sleep no more!' to all the house: 

'Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more.' 

 
LADY MACBETH Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy thane, 

You do unbend your noble strength to think 
So brainsickly of things. Go get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there: go carry them; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

 
MACBETH I'll go no more: 

I am afraid to think what I have done: 
Look on't again I dare not. 

 
LADY MACBETH Infirm of purpose! 

Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures: 'tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it must seem their guilt. 

 
Exit. Knocking within 
 
 
 
  



Hamlet & Ghost of Hamlet’s Father – Hamlet Act 1 Scene 5 (edited) 
 
HAMLET   Where wilt thou lead me? Speak. I'll go no further.  
 
GHOST   Mark me.  
 
HAMLET   I will. 
 
GHOST   My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself.  

 
HAMLET   Alas, poor ghost!  
 
GHOST   Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing     

To what I shall unfold. 
 
HAMLET   Speak: I am bound to hear. 
 
GHOST   So art thou to revenge when thou shalt hear.  
 
HAMLET   What? 
 
GHOST   I am thy father's spirit,   

Doomed for a certain term to walk the night,  
And for the day confined to fast in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purged away. But I am forbid   
To tell the secrets of my prison house,  
I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood, 
And each particular hair to stand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine.  
List, Hamlet, O, list! 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love— 

 
HAMLET   O heaven! 
 
GHOST   Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder. 
 
HAMLET   Murder? 
 
GHOST   Murder most foul, as in the best it is, 

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 
 
HAMLET   Haste, haste me to know it, that I with wings as swift 

As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge.  

 
GHOST   It’s given out that, sleeping in mine orchard, 

A serpent stung me. But know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life 



Now wears his crown.      
 
HAMLET   O, my prophetic soul! Mine uncle? 
 
GHOST   Ay, that incestuous, that adulterous beast, 

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
won the will of my most seeming virtuous queen.  
O, Hamlet, what a falling-off was there! 
But soft, methinks I scent the morning’s air; 
Brief let me be. Sleeping within mine orchard,  
My custom always in the afternoon, 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 
With juice of cursèd hebenon in a vial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distillment. 
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand  
Of life, of crown, of queen at once dispatched:  
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin. 
O horrible, O horrible, most horrible!  
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not;  
But howsoever thou pursuest this act,      
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught; leave her to heaven. 
Fare thee well at once. 
Adieu, adieu, Hamlet: remember me.       
[Exit.] 

 
HAMLET   O all you host of heaven! O earth! What else? 

O, fie! Hold, my heart; remember thee? 
Thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain. 
O villain, villain, smiling, damnèd villain! 
 

 
 
 
  



Caliban – The Tempest Act 2 Scene 2 
 
CALIBAN  All the infections that the sun sucks up 

From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and make him 

By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me 

And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch, 

Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i' the mire, 

Nor lead me like a firebrand in the dark 

Out of my way, unless he bid 'em: but 

For every trifle are they set upon me, 

Sometime like apes, that mow and chatter at me 

And after bite me, then like hedgehogs, which 

Lie tumbling in my barefoot way and mount 

Their pricks at my footfall: sometime am I 

All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues 

Do hiss me into madness. 

 

[Noise] 
 

Lo, now, lo! 

Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me 

For bringing wood in slowly. I'll fall flat: 

Perchance he will not mind me. 

  



Gloucester – Richard III Act 1 Scene 1 
 
GLOUCESTER  Now is the winter of our discontent 

Made glorious summer by this sun of York, 
And all the clouds that loured upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 
Our bruisèd arms hung up for monuments, 
Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visaged war hath smoothed his wrinkled front, 
And now, instead of mounting barbèd steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; 
I, that am rudely stamped, and want love's majesty 
I, that am curtailed of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling Nature, 
Deformed, unfinished, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionable 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; 
Why I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the time, 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 
And descant on mine own deformity. 
And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 
I am determined to prove a villain 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams, 
To set my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the other; 
And if King Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false and treacherous, 
This day should Clarence closely be mewed up, 
About a prophecy, which says that 'G' 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul—here Clarence comes! 

  



Puck – A Midsummer Night’s Dream Act 2 Scene 1 
 
PUCK Thou speak’st aright: 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon and make him smile 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal, 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab, 

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob 

And on her withered dewlap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me, 

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

And 'tailor' cries, and falls into a cough. 

And then the whole quire hold their hips and laugh, 

And waxen in their mirth and neeze and swear 

A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

But, room, fairy! here comes Oberon. 

  



Puck – A Midsummer Night’s Dream Act 2 Scene 2 
 

PUCK Through the forest have I gone. 

But Athenian found I none 

On whose eyes I might approve 

This flower’s force in stirring love.  

Night and silence – who is here?  

Weeds of Athens he doth wear: 

This is he, my master said, 

Despisèd the Athenian maid: 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound,  

On the dank and dirty ground.  

Pretty soul, she durst not lie 

Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.  

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe.  

When thou wak’st, let love forbid  

Sleep his seat on thy eyelid. 

So awake when I am gone; 

For I must now to Oberon.  

Exit  

  



Titania, Her Fairy-Train & Bottom – A Midsummer Night’s Dream - Act 2 
Scene 2 (edited) 
 
Enter TITANIA, with her train 

TITANIA Come, now a roundel and a fairy song; 

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence: 

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds, 

Some war with reremice for their leathern wings, 

To make my small elves coats, and some keep back 

The clamorous owl that nightly hoots and wonders 

At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep, 

Then to your offices and let me rest. 

 

FAIRIES  [Sing?] 

You spotted snakes with double tongue, 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen. 

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel, with melody 

Sing in our sweet lullaby, 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby. 

Never harm, 

Nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

Weaving spiders, come not here. 

Hence, you long-legg'd spinners, hence! 

Beetles black, approach not near; 

Worm nor snail, do no offence. 

Philomel, with melody, etc. 

 

Fairy Hence, away! now all is well: 

One aloof stand sentinel. 

 

Exeunt Fairies. TITANIA sleeps 



Enter OBERON and squeezes the flower on TITANIA's eyelids 

 

OBERON What thou see’st when thou dost wake, 

Do it for thy true-love take, 

Love and languish for his sake. 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 

In thy eye that shall appear 

When thou wak’st, it is thy dear. 

Wake when some vile thing is near. 

Exit 

 

  



‘The Lovers’ – A Midsummer Night’s Dream - Act 3 Scene 2 (edited) 
 
Demetrius is sleeping on the ground, enter Lysander [following] Helena 
 
LYSANDER    Why should you think that I should woo in scorn? 
 
HELENA   These vows are Hermia’s. Will you give her o’er? 
 
LYSANDER   Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 
 
DEMETRIUS  [Awakes] O Helen, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!  
    To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 
 
HELENA   O spite! O hell! I see you all are bent 
     To set against me for your merriment: 
     You both are rivals, and love Hermia; 
      And now both rivals to mock Helena. 
 
LYSANDER   You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so, 
     For you love Hermia; this you know I know. 
 
DEMETRIUS  Lysander, keep thy Hermia, I will none: 
     If e’er I loved her, all that love is gone. 
      Look, where thy love comes, yonder is thy dear. 
 
Enter HERMIA 
 
HERMIA   Why unkindly didst thou leave me so? 
 
LYSANDER   Why should he stay whom love doth press to go? 
 
HERMIA    What love could press Lysander from my side? 
 
LYSANDER   Fair Helena, who more engilds the night 
     Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light. –  
 
HERMIA    You speak not as you think; it cannot be. 
 
HELENA    Lo, she is one of this confed’racy! 
     Now I perceive they have conjoined all three 
      To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 
 
HERMIA    I am amazèd at your passionate words. 
      I scorn you not; it seems that you scorn me. 
 
HELENA    Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 
      To follow me and praise my eyes and face? 
      And made your other love, Demetrius, 
      To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare, 
      Precious, celestial?  
 
HERMIA    I understand not what you mean by this. 



 
HELENA   Ay, do. Persever, counterfeit sad looks, 
    Make mouths upon me when I turn my back. 
     But fare ye well. ‘Tis partly my own fault.  
 
LYSANDER   Stay, gentle Helena, hear my excuse: 
     My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena! 
 
HELENA   O excellent! 
 
DEMETRIUS   I say I love thee more than he can do.          To Helena  
 
LYSANDER     If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 
 
DEMETRIUS   Quick, come! 
 
HERMIA    Lysander, whereto tends all this?   She hangs on Lysander 
 
LYSANDER    Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! Vile thing, let loose, 
     Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent! 
 
HERMIA    Why are you grown so rude? Do you not jest? 
 
LYSANDER   Be certain, nothing truer: ’tis no jest 
      That I do hate thee and love Helena. 
 
HERMIA   O me! You thief of love!     Attacks Helena 
 
HELENA    I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 
      Let her not hurt me!  
 
HERMIA    Why, get you gone: who is’t that hinders you? 
 
HELENA    A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 
 
HERMIA    What, with Lysander? 
 
HELENA    With Demetrius. 
      I will not trust you, I, 
     Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
      Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray, 
      My legs are longer though, to run away.  Exit 
  



Bottom, Titania, Her Fairy-Train & The Mechanicals – A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream - Act 3 Scene 1 (edited) 
 
Re-Enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass head  
 
BOTTOM    If I were fair, Thisbe, I were only thine.  
 
QUINCE  O monstrous! O strange! We are haunted. Pray, masters! Fly, masters! 

Help!  
 
They all exit. 
 
PUCK  I’ll follow you, I’ll lead you about a round, 

Through bog, through bush, through brake, through brier.  
Sometime a horse I’ll be, sometime a hound, 
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire, 
And neigh and bark and grunt and roar and burn, 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.  

Exit  
 
BOTTOM    Why do they run away? This is a knavery of them to make me afeard.  
 
Re-Enter SNOUT  
 
SNOUT    O Bottom, thou art changed! What do I see on thee?  
 
BOTTOM    What do you see? You see an asshead of your own, do you?  
 
Exit SNOUT Re-Enter QUINCE  
 
QUINCE    Bless thee, Bottom! Bless thee! Thou art translated.  
 
Exit QUINCE 
 
BOTTOM  I see their knavery: this is to make an ass of me, 

to fright me, if they could; but I will not stir from this place, do what 
they can. I will walk up and down here, and I will sing, that they shall 
hear I am not afraid. (Sings) 

 
TITANIA    (Waking) What angel wakes me from my flow’ry bed?  
 
BOTTOM    (Sings)  
 
TITANIA  I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 

Mine ear is much enamoured of thy note; 
So is mine eye enthrallèd to thy shape: 
And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me  
On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee.  

 
BOTTOM  Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason for that: and yet, to 

say the truth, reason and love keep little company together nowadays.  



 
TITANIA    Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.  
 
BOTTOM  Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to get out 

of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn.  
 
TITANIA  Out of this wood do not desire to go: 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 
 I am a spirit of no common rate.  

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me. 
I’ll give thee fairies to attend on thee,  
And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep, 
And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep. 
Peaseblossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustardseed!  

 
 
Enter four Fairies



Caliban – The Tempest - Act 3 Scene 2  
 
 
CALIBAN    Be not afeard, the isle is full of noises, 

Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight and hurt not: 

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 

Will hum about mine ears; and sometime voices, 

That if I then had waked after long sleep, 

Will make me sleep again, and then in dreaming, 

The clouds methought would open and show riches 

Ready to drop upon me, that when I waked, 

I cried to dream again. 

  



Ariel – The Tempest - Act 3 Scene 3 
 
Thunder and lightning. Enter ARIEL, like a harpy; claps his wings upon the table; and, with 
a quaint device, the banquet vanishes 
 
ARIEL You are three men of sin, whom Destiny, 

That hath to instrument this lower world 
And what is in't, the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up you; and on this island, 
Where man doth not inhabit— you 'mongst men 
Being most unfit to live— I have made you mad; 
And even with suchlike valour men hang and drown 
Their proper selves. 

 
ALONSO, SEBASTIAN & c. draw their swords 

 
   You fools: I and my fellows 

Are ministers of Fate: the elements 
Of whom your swords are tempered may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemocked-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowl that's in my plume. My fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths 
And will not be uplifted. But remember— 
For that's my business to you— that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero, 
Exposed unto the sea— which hath requit it— 
Him and his innocent child: for which foul deed, 
The powers, delaying— not forgetting— have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft: and do pronounce by me 
Lingering perdition— worse than any death 
Can be at once— shall step by step attend 
You and your ways: whose wraths to guard you from, 
Which here in this most desolate isle else falls 
Upon your heads, is nothing but heart-sorrow 
And a clear life ensuing. 

 
He vanishes in thunder: then, to soft music, enter the Shapes again, and dance, with mocks 
and mows, and carrying out the table. 
  



Amiens – As You Like It - Act 2 Scene 7 
 
AMIENS [sings?] 

 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 

Thou art not so unkind 

As man's ingratitude. 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

 

Heigh-ho! Sing, heigh-ho, unto the green holly. 

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 

Then, heigh-ho, the holly. 

This life is most jolly. 

 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot: 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered not. 

 

Heigh-ho! sing, etc.. 

  



Beatrice, Benedick (& Ursula) – Much Ado About Nothing - Act 5 
Scene 2 
 
BENEDICK   [Sings] 

The god of love, 
That sits above, 
And knows me, and knows me, 
How pitiful I deserve— 
 
I mean in singing; but in loving, marry, I cannot show it in 
rhyme. I have tried; I can find out no rhyme to 'lady' but 
'baby,'— an innocent rhyme; for 'scorn,' 'horn,'— a hard rhyme; 
for 'school,' 'fool,' a babbling rhyme: very ominous endings. 
No, I was not born under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in 
festival terms. 
 

Enter BEATRICE 
Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee? 

 
BEATRICE   Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 
 
BENEDICK   O, stay but till then! 
 
BEATRICE 'Then' is spoken; fare you well now. And yet, ere 

I go, let me go with that I came for, which is, with 
knowing what hath passed between you and Claudio. 

 
BENEDICK   Only foul words— and thereupon I will kiss thee. 

 
BEATRICE Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but 

foul breath, and foul breath is noisome, therefore I 
will depart unkissed. 

 
BENEDICK Thou hast frighted the word out of his right sense, 

so forcible is thy wit. But I must tell thee 
plainly: Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either 
I must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe 
him a coward. And I pray thee now, tell me for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love with me? 

 
BEATRICE For them all together, which maintained so politic 

a state of evil that they will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 
good parts did you first suffer love for me? 

 
BENEDICK ‘Suffer love’! A good epithet. I do suffer love 

indeed, for I love thee against my will. 
 



BEATRICE In spite of your heart, I think. Alas, poor heart! 
If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yours, for I will never love that which my friend hates. 

 
BENEDICK  Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. Now tell me, how 

 doth your cousin? 
 

BEATRICE   Very ill. 
 

BENEDICK   And how do you? 
 

BEATRICE   Very ill too. 
 

BENEDICK Serve God, love me and mend. There will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haste. 

 
Enter URSULA 

 
URSULA Madam, you must come to your uncle. Yonder's old 

coil at home: it is proved my Lady Hero hath been 
falsely accused, the prince and Claudio mightily 
abused; and Don John is the author of all, who is 
fed and gone. Will you come presently?! 

 
BEATRICE   Will you go hear this news, signior? 

 
BENEDICK I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 

buried in thy eyes; and moreover I will go with 
thee to thy uncle's. 

 
Exeunt 

  



Berowne – Love’s Labour’s Lost - Act 4 Scene 3 
 
BEROWNE:  Have at you, then, affection's men-at-arms! 

Consider what you first did swear unto: 
To fast, to study, and to see no woman— 
Flat treason against the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast? Your stomachs are too young, 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 
O, we have made a vow to study, lords, 
And in that vow we have forsworn our books, 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
In leaden contemplation have found out 
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes 
Of beauty's tutors have enriched you with? 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain, 
But love, first learnèd in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immurèd in the brain 
But with the motion of all elements 
Courses as swift as thought in every power 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious seeing to the eye: 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind. 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 
When the suspicious head of theft is stopped. 
Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails. 
And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Make heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive: 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire, 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world, 
Else none at all in aught proves excellent. 
Then fools you were these women to forswear, 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
It is religion to be thus forsworn, 
For charity itself fulfils the law 
And who can sever love from charity? 

  



King Henry V – Henry V - Act 3 Scene 1 
 
KING HENRY V Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more, 

Or close the wall up with our English dead. 

In peace there's nothing so becomes a man 

As modest stillness and humility, 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger: 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favoured rage, 

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect: 

Let pry through the portage of the head 

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o'erwhelm it 

As fearfully as doth a gallèd rock 

O'erhang and jutty his confounded base, 

Swilled with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide, 

Hold hard the breath and bend up every spirit 

To his full height. On, on, you noblest English. 

Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof, 

Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 

The mettle of your pasture: let us swear 

That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not, 

For there is none of you so mean and base, 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 

Straining upon the start. The game's afoot: 

Follow your spirit, and upon this charge 

Cry 'God for Harry, England, and Saint George!’ 

  



Lysander, Hermia, Helena & Demetrius – A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream - Act 1 Scene 1 (edited) 
 
 
LYSANDER How now, my love! Why is your cheek so pale? 

How chance the roses there do fade so fast? 
 
HERMIA    Belike for want of rain, which I could well 

   Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes. 
 
LYSANDER Ay me, for aught that I could ever read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth. 
But, either it was different in blood--  

 
HERMIA   O cross! Too high to be enthralled to low. 
 
LYSANDER   Or else misgraffèd in respect of years-- 
 
HERMIA   O spite! Too old to be engaged to young. 
 
LYSANDER   Or else it stood upon the choice of merit-- 
 
HERMIA   O hell! To choose love by another's eyes. 
 
LYSANDER Or if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death or sickness did lay siege to it, 
Making it momentany as a sound, 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream: 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That in a spleen unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say 'Behold!' 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 

 
HERMIA If then true lovers have been ever crossed, 

It stands as an edict in destiny. 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Because it is a customary cross, 
As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sighs, 
Wishes and tears, poor fancy's followers. 

 
LYSANDER A good persuasion. Therefore hear me, Hermia. 

I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child. 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues, 
And she respects me as her only son. 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee, 
And to that place the sharp Athenian law 



Cannot pursue us. If thou lov’st me, then 
Steal forth thy father's house tomorrow night, 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a morn of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

 
HERMIA My good Lysander! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow, 
By his best arrow with the golden head, 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves, 
By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves, 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
In number more than ever women spoke, 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

 
 


