Hamlet, ‘To be or not to be’

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 heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to: 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. 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,

Macbeth, Song of the witches
Double, double toil and trouble;

Fire burn and caldron bubble.

Fillet of a fenny snake,

In the caldron boil and bake;

Eye of newt and toe of frog,

Wool of bat and tongue of dog,

Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting,

Juliet speech, Romeo and Juliet
O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo?
Deny thy father and refuse thy name.

Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love

Th'oppressor's wrong, the proud man's
contumely,

The pangs of dispriz'd 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 undiscovere'd 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 doth 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 pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry

And lose the name of action.

Lizard's leg and howlet's wing,
For a charm of powerful trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.
Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn and caldron bubble.
Cool it with a baboon's blood,

Then the charm is firm and good.

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;

‘All the world’s a stage’ in As you
like it

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. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms;

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,

Shakespearean phrases:

it’s Greek to me

e break theice

e naked truth

e catch a cold

e good riddance

e Loveis blind

e Green-eyed monster
e Asorry sight

¢ Not slept one wink

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.

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side;
His youthful hose, well sav’'d, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion;

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything

e Come what may

e What’s done is done

e all that glitters isn’t gold

e heart of gold

e wear one’s heart on one’s
sleeve

o too much of a good thing

o for goodness’ sake

o faint-hearted

« set your teeth on edge

o breathed his last



