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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. Will you be ready? Enter Nurse Nurse Mistress! Can you tell me? Well get you gone: o' Thursday be it,
then. I mean, sir, in delay We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. Enlarge cover. Will it not be? A thousand times good night! There have
been plays and sonnets attributed to Shakespeare that were not authentically written by the great master of language and literature. I speak no
treason. It is my lady, O, it is my love! Many a morning hath he there been seen, With tears augmenting the fresh morning dew. Uncle, this is a



Montague, our foe, A villain that is hither come in spite, To scorn at our solemnity this night. He is wise; And, on my lie, hath stol'n him home to
bed. Why does Tybalt first challenge Romeo to a duel? What say'st thou, my dear nurse? O, the blood is spilt O my dear kinsman! Romeo, away,
be gone! As if that name, Shot from the deadly level of a gun, Did murder her; as that name's cursed hand Murder'd her kinsman. O, then, dear
saint, let lips do what hands do; They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. What wouldst thou have with me? By love, who first did prompt
me to inquire; He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. I am peppered, I warrant, for this world. This is that very Mab That plats the manes of
horses in the night, And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs, Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes: This is the hag, when maids lie on
their backs, That presses them and learns them first to bear, Making them women of good carriage: This is she-- ROMEO Peace, peace,
Mercutio, peace! This review has been hidden because it contains spoilers. Shakespeare produced most of his known work between and I shall
forget, to have thee still stand there, Remembering how I love thy company. I will bring you thither. Amen, amen! By my heel, I care not. The
heads of the maids? Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, Brags of his substance, not of ornament: They are but beggars that can count their
worth; But my true love is grown to such excess I cannot sum up sum of half my wealth. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. Ay, a thousand
times. An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him live; Therefore, have done: some grief shows much of love; But much of grief shows still some
want of wit. Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed; Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love; And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next--
But, soft! Yea, is the worst well? And so did I. Romeo, good night: I'll to my truckle-bed; This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep: Come, shall
we go? And what to? It is written, that the shoemaker should meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his last, the fisher with his pencil, and the
painter with his nets; but I am sent to find those persons whose names are here writ, and can never find what names the writing person hath here
writ. O shut the door! I am a-weary, give me leave awhile: Fie, how my bones ache!
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Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much. Where's this girl? Come hither, nurse. And say'st thou yet that exile is not death? Nurse, where's my
daughter? Fetch me my rapier, boy. To what does Romeo first compare Juliet during the balcony scene? His name is Romeo, and a Montague;
The only son of your great enemy. The excuse that thou dost make in this delay Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. And so did I. And stay,
good nurse, behind the abbey wall: Within this hour my man shall be with thee And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; Which to the high
top-gallant of my joy Must be my convoy in the secret night. By'r lady, thirty years. My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. Or shall we on without
a apology? My sword, I say! Come, civil night, Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, And learn me how to lose a winning match, Play'd for a
pair of stainless maidenhoods: Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks, With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown bold, Think true love
acted simple modesty. Sweet, so would I: Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. O God, she comes! Monday, my lord, Capulet. Come,
night; come, Romeo; come, thou day in night; For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. O sweet Juliet,
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate And in my temper soften'd valour's steel! It is my soul that calls upon my name: How silver-sweet sound
lovers' tongues by night, Like softest music to attending ears! Be ruled by me, forget to think of her. If I do so, it will be of more price, Being
spoke behind your back, than to your face. God gi' god-den. Why, Romeo, art thou mad? For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. Romeo killed
him self thinking Juliet was dead and Juliet did the same. What say you? Why, what is Tybalt? Of love? And thou must stand by too, and suffer
every knave to use me at his pleasure? 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. To see what your friends thought of this book, please sign up. O, find him! Hence from
Verona art thou banished: Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. Thou know'st my daughter's of a pretty age. I have night's cloak to hide me
from their sight; And but thou love me, let them find me here: My life were better ended by their hate, Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word: Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. Find them out whose names are written here! In one little
body Thou counterfeit'st a bark, a sea, a wind; For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea, Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is, Sailing
in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs; Who, raging with thy tears, and they with them, Without a sudden calm, will overset Thy tempest-tossed
body. And but one word with one of us? And joy comes well in such a needy time: What are they, I beseech your ladyship? An if thou couldst,
thou couldst not make him live; Therefore, have done: some grief shows much of love; But much of grief shows still some want of wit. The fee-
simple! To Servant, giving a paper. What is this? Doth not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a letter?
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He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom: the very
butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist; a gentleman of the very first house, of the first and second cause: ah, the immortal passado! It is, it is:
hie hence, be gone, away! Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's friend; His fault concludes but what the law should end, The life of Tybalt. Being
in night, all this is but a dream, Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. Few records of Shakespeare's private life survive, and there has been
considerable speculation about such matters as his sexuality, religious beliefs, and whether the works attributed to him were written by others. And
in this state she gallops night by night Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love; O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight,
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees, O'er ladies ' lips, who straight on kisses dream, Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are: Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose, And then dreams he of smelling out a suit; And
sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail Tickling a parson's nose as a' lies asleep, Then dreams, he of another benefice: Sometime she driveth
o'er a soldier's neck, And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, Of healths five-fathom deep; and
then anon Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes, And being thus frighted swears a prayer or two And sleeps again. The entire series is
poorly conceived. Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell, His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. So smile the heavens upon this holy act, That
after hours with sorrow chide us not! Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir: Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. Her eye discourses; I
will answer it. Julia Nash rated it it was amazing Feb 17, No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir, but I bite my thumb, sir. 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. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth,— And yet, to my teeth be it spoken, I have but four— She is not fourteen. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of
thy joy Be heap'd like mine and that thy skill be more To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue
Unfold the imagined happiness that both Receive in either by this dear encounter. Well, death's the end of all. I'll give thee armour to keep off that
word: Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy, To comfort thee, though thou art banished. You'll not endure him! Romeo killed him self thinking Juliet



was dead and Juliet did the same. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar, Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo? O, she is lame! These times of woe
afford no time to woo. She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair, To merit bliss by making me despair: She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow
Do I live dead that live to tell it now. He appears to have retired to Stratford around , where he died three years later. You'll make a mutiny among
my guests! O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps; And now falls on her bed; and then starts up, And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo
cries, And then down falls again. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, [Singing] 'lady, lady, lady. And stay thy lady too that lives in thee, By doing
damned hate upon thyself? Doth she not think me an old murderer, Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy With blood removed but little from
her own? Peter, take my fan, and go before and apace. Book Belle rated it it was amazing Jul 25, You tallow-face! Piteous predicament! But
saying o'er what I have said before: My child is yet a stranger in the world; She hath not seen the change of fourteen years, Let two more summers
wither in their pride, Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you. The earth hath swallow'd all my
hopes but she, She is the hopeful lady of my earth: But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, My will to her consent is but a part; An she agree,
within her scope of choice Lies my consent and fair according voice. O, she is lame! Come, let's away; the strangers all are gone. I will bite my
thumb at them; which is a disgrace to them, if they bear it. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death; I am content, so thou wilt have it so.
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How well my comfort is revived by this! Under yond yew-trees lay thee all along, Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground; So shall no foot
upon the churchyard tread, Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves, But thou shalt hear it: whistle then to me, As signal that thou hear'st
something approach. Did you ne'er hear say, Two may keep counsel, putting one away? Padua Rome Venice Mantua. Alas, that love, so gentle in
his view, Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! Where's this girl? I do protest, I never injured thee, But love thee better than thou canst
devise, Till thou shalt know the reason of my love: And so, good Capulet,—which name I tender As dearly as my own,—be satisfied. Go to, go
to; You are a saucy boy: is't so, indeed? O here's a wit of cheveril, that stretches from an inch narrow to an ell broad! What, lamb! God forbid!
Then have my lips the sin that they have took. William Shakespeare baptised 26 April was an English poet and playwright, widely regarded as the
greatest writer in the English language and the world's pre-eminent dramatist. But He, that hath the steerage of my course, Direct my sail! Wash
they his wounds with tears: mine shall be spent, When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time,
distance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom: the very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist; a
gentleman of the very first house, of the first and second cause: ah, the immortal passado! Go ask his name: if he be married. Jim Devlin Illustrator
,. The owl The dove The nightingale The lark. Fie, fie! Enlarge cover. What fray was here? Sena rated it really liked it Jan 05, Some say the lark
makes sweet division; This doth not so, for she divideth us: Some say the lark and loathed toad change eyes, O, now I would they had changed
voices too! Details if other :. Well, Wednesday is too soon, O' Thursday let it be: o' Thursday, tell her, She shall be married to this noble earl.
You'll not endure him! Hie to your chamber: I'll find Romeo To comfort you: I wot well where he is. At the age of 18 he married Anne Hathaway,
who bore him three children: Susanna, and twins Hamnet and Judith. God forbid! Afore me! He is offended that Romeo bites his thumb at him.
Nay, as they dare. He is afraid that Romeo will hurt him if he refuses. More torches here! Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio; Who now the price
of his dear blood doth owe? Poor soul, thy face is much abused with tears. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe, A villain that is hither come in spite,
To scorn at our solemnity this night. Take our good meaning, for our judgment sits Five times in that ere once in our five wits. How art thou out of
breath, when thou hast breath To say to me that thou art out of breath? Come you to make confession to this father? Thou talk'st of nothing. By
love, who first did prompt me to inquire; He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. Come, he hath hid
himself among these trees, To be consorted with the humorous night: Blind is his love and best befits the dark. No better. Where the devil should
this Romeo be? Which character first persuades Romeo to attend the feast? O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.
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