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Taken from ‘The Arden Shakespeare’ 

Brutus   Julius Caesar   Act 3 Scene 2 
 
Brutus, once a dear friend to Julius Caesar, has just assisted in his murder. In this speech he 
addresses the general public of Rome, explaining why Caesar needed to be killed. 

 
Line 13 – 34 
 
Romans, countrymen and lovers, hear me for my cause and be silent, that you may hear. 
Believe me for mine honour and have respect to mine honour, that you may believe. Censure 
me in your wisdom and awake your senses, that you may the better judge. If there be any in this 
assembly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I say, that Brutus' love to Caesar was no less than 
his. If then that friend demand why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my answer: not that I 
loved Caesar less, but that I loved Rome more. Had you rather Caesar were living, and die all 
slaves, than that Caesar were dead, to live all freemen? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant, I honour him: but, as he was ambitious, I slew 
him. There is tears, for his love; joy, for his fortune; honour, for his valour; and death, for his 
ambition. Who is here so base, that would be a bondman? If any, speak, for him have I 
offended. Who is here so rude, that would not be a Roman? If any, speak, for him have I 
offended. Who is here so vile, that will not love his country? If any, speak, for him have I 
offended. I pause for a reply… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Taken from ‘The Arden Shakespeare’ 

Hamlet  Hamlet   Act 1 Scene 2 
 
Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark, is deeply troubled by the sudden death of his father and the 
hasty marriage of his mother and uncle. In this speech he tries to make sense of this new 
reality. 

 
Line 129 - 159 
 
O, that this too too solid flesh would melt 
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God! 
How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable, 
Seem to me all the uses of this world! 
Fie on't! ah fie! 'tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this! 
But two months dead: nay, not so much, not two: 
So excellent a king; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother 
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth! 
Must I remember? why, she would hang on him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on: and yet, within a month-- 
Let me not think on't--Frailty, thy name is woman!-- 
A little month, or ere those shoes were old 
With which she follow'd my poor father's body, 
Like Niobe, all tears:--why she, even she-- 
O, God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have mourn'd longer--married with my uncle, 
My father's brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules: within a month: 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 
She married. O, most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 
It is not nor it cannot come to good: 
But break, my heart; for I must hold my tongue. 
 
 



 

 

Taken from ‘The Arden Shakespeare’ 

Richard King Richard II  Act 3 Scene 2 
 
The rightful monarch, King Richard, returns to England to find his cousin, Henry Bolingbroke, 
has seized power. Here he wrestles with what this means for his identity. 

 
Line 144 - 177 
 
No matter where - of comfort no man speak. 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 
Let's choose executors and talk of wills. 
And yet not so for what can we bequeath 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground? 
Our lands, our lives and all, are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own but death; 
And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For God's sake let us sit upon the ground 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings: 
How some have been depos’d; some slain in war, 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed, 
Some poisoned by their wives, some sleeping kill'd, 
All murdered - for within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court, and there the antic sits, 
Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp, 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene, 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, 
As if this flesh which walls about our life 
Were brass impregnable; and, humour'd thus, 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle wall, and farewell king! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence; throw away respect, 
Tradition, form and ceremonious duty; 
For you have but mistook me all this while. 
I live with bread like you, feel want, 
Taste grief, need friends - subjected thus, 
How can you say to me, I am a king? 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 

Taken from ‘The Arden Shakespeare’ 

Iago   Othello  Act 1 Scene 3 
 

Iago, a captain in the Venetian army, is widely believed to be honest. He isn’t. Here he outlines 
his plans to rob Roderigo, take Cassius’ job and hurt his master, Othello. 

 
Line 381 - 402 
 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse: 
For I mine own gained knowledge should profane 
If I would time expend with such a snipe 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor 
And it is thought abroad that 'twixt my sheets 
He’s done my office. I know not if't be true, 
But I for mere suspicion in that kind 
Will do as if for surety. He holds me well, 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio's a proper man: let me see now, 
To get his place, and to plume up my will 
In double knavery. How? How? let's see: 
After some time to abuse Othello's ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife. 
He hath a person and a smooth dispose 
To be suspected, framed to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature 
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 
And will as tenderly be led by th’ nose 
As asses are. 
I have't, it is engendered. Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 

Taken from ‘The Arden Shakespeare’ 

Launce   The Two Gentlemen of Verona  Act 4 Scene 4 
 
Launce enters with his beloved dog, Crab, and recounts the story of a disastrous incident at the 
Duke’s dinner table. 

 
Line 11 - 38 
 
O, 'tis a foul thing, when a cur cannot keep himself in all companies: I would have (as one 
should say) one that takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog at all things. If I 
had not had more wit than he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had been 
hanged for't; sure as I live he had suffered for't. You shall judge: he thrusts me himself into the 
company of three or four gentleman-like dogs under the Duke's table; he had not been there 
(bless the mark) a pissing while, but all the chamber smelt him. 'Out with the dog', says one; 
'What cur is that?' says another; 'Whip him out', says the third; 'Hang him up', says the Duke. 
I, having been acquainted with the smell before, knew it was Crab; and goes me to the fellow 
that whips the dogs: 'Friend,' quoth I, 'you mean to whip the dog?' 'Ay, marry, do I,' quoth he. 
'You do him the more wrong,' quoth I; ''twas I did the thing you wot of.' He makes me no more 
ado, but whips me out of the chamber. How many masters would do this for his servant? Nay, 
I'll be sworn I have sat in the stocks, for puddings he hath stolen, otherwise he had been 
executed; I have stood on the pillory for geese he hath killed, otherwise he had suffered for't. 
Thou think’st not of this now. Nay, I remember the trick you served me, when I took my leave of 
Madam Silvia: did not I bid thee still mark me, and do as I do? When didst thou see me heave 
up my leg and make water against a gentlewoman's farthingale? Didst thou ever see me do 
such a trick? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Taken from ‘The Arden Shakespeare’ 

Romeo  Romeo And Juliet  Act 2 Scene 2 
 
Romeo and Juliet, children of two feuding families, meet at a party and fall instantly in love. 
Later that night, Romeo hides in Juliet’s orchard and watches her. 

 
Line 2 - 25 
 
But, soft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the east and Juliet is the sun! 
Arise fair sun and kill the envious moon 
Who is already sick and pale with grief 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she. 
Be not her maid, since she is envious, 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green 
And none but fools do wear it. Cast it off. 
It is my lady, O, it is my love! 
O, that she knew she were! 
She speaks, yet she says nothing. What of that? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. 
I am too bold. 'Tis not to me she speaks. 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars 
As daylight doth a lamp. Her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright 
That birds would sing and think it were not night. 
See how she leans her cheek upon her hand. 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek. 




