
Macbeth 
Act 1, Scene 7 - Macbeth 
If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly. If th'assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence and catch 
With his surcease success, that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 
We'd jump the life to come. But in these cases, 
We still have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody instructions which, being taught, return 
To plague th'inventor.  
 
Act 2, Scene 3 - The Porter 
Knock, knock! Who's there, i' the name of 
Beelzebub? Here's a farmer, that hanged 
himself on the expectation of plenty: come in 
time; have napkins enow about you; here you'll sweat for't. 
Knock, knock! Who's there, in the other devil's 
name? Faith, an equivocator, that could 
swear in both the scales against either scale; 
who committed treason enough for God's sake, 
yet could not equivocate to heaven: O, come in, equivocator. 
Knock; never at quiet! What are you? But 
this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further. 
Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter. 
 
Act 5, Scene 1 - 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? 
Here’s the smell of the blood still.  
All the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.  
 
Act 5, Scene 5 - Macbeth 

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 
To the last syllable of recorded time; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle, 



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. 

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, 
Leashed in like hounds, should famine, sword, and fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraisèd spirits that hath dared, 
On this unworthy scaffold, to bring forth 
So great an object.  
 
Act 3, Scene 1 - King Henry 
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, conjure up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favored rage. 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 
Let it pry through the portage of the head 
Like the brass cannon.  
 
Act 4, Scene 3 - King Henry 
If we are marked to die, we are enough 
To do our country loss; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honor. 
This day is called the feast of Crispian. 
He that outlives this day and comes safe home 
Will stand a tiptoe when this day is named 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot, 
But he'll remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names 
Be in their flowing cups freshly remembered. 
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 remembered, 
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers. 
 

All's Well that Ends Well 
Act 1, Scene 1 - Countess 
Be thou blessed, Bertram, and succeed thy father 
In manners as in shape. Thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright. Love all, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none. Be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power than use, and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key. Be checked for silence, 
But never taxed for speech. What heaven more will, 
That thee may furnish and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head 
 
Act 1, Scene 3 - Helena 
Then, I confess, 
Here on my knee, before high heaven and you 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, 
I love your son. 
My friends were poor, but honest; so’s my love: 
Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
That he is lov’d of me: I follow him not 
By any token of presumptuous suit; 
Nor would I have him till I do deserve him; 
Yet never know how that desert should be. 
I know I love in vain, strive against hope; 
Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve 
I still pour in the waters of my love, 
And lack not to lose still. 
 
Act 2, Scene 3 - The King 
'Tis only title thou disdain'st in her, the which 
I can build up. Strange is it that our bloods, 
Of color, weight, and heat, poured all together, 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stands off 
In differences so mighty. If she be 
All that is virtuous -- save what thou dislik'st, 
"A poor physician's daughter" -- thou dislik'st 
Of virtue for the name. But do not so. 
From lowest place, whence virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by the doer's deed. 
Good alone is good without a name. 
 


