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I am dying, Egypt, 

dying. 

The breaking of so 

great a thing should 

make 

A greater crack. 

Age cannot wither 

her, nor custom stale 

Her infinite variety. 

Other women cloy 

The appetites they 

feed, but she makes 

hungry 

Where most she 

satisfies. 
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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. 

The fool doth think 

he is wise, but the 

wise man knows 

himself to be a fool. 
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Men at some 

time are masters 

of their fates. 

The fault, dear 

Brutus, is not in 

our stars 

But in ourselves,  

Beware the Ides 

of March  

Cowards die 

many times 

before their 

deaths, 

The valiant 

never taste of 

death but once. 
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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! 

 

Men of few words are 

the best men. 

All things are ready, 

if our mind be so 
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Nothing will come 

of nothing 

Thou shouldst not 

have been old till 

thou hadst been 

wise. 

 

Blow, winds, and 

crack your cheeks! 

Rage! Blow! 

 

When the 

mind’s free, 

The Body’s 

delicate. 
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Our doubts are 

traitors, 

And make us lose the 

good we oft might win 

By fearing to attempt. 

Virtue is bold, and 

goodness never 

fearful. 

What’s mine is yours 

and what is yours is 

mine. 
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And yet, to say the 

truth, reason and love 

keep little company 

together nowadays 

 

And though she be but 

little she is fierce.  
 

If we shadows have 

offended, 

Think but this, and all 

is mended, 

That you have but 

slumbered here 

While these visions 

did appear. 
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Reputation is an idle 

and most false 

imposition, oft got 

without merit and 

lost without 

deserving 

O, beware, my lord, 

of jealousy: 

It is the green-eyed 

monster which doth 

mock 

The meat it feeds on. 

T’is neither here nor 

there 
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Now is the winter of 

our discontent 

Made glorious 

summer by this sun of 

York. 

 

An honest tale speeds 

best, being plainly 

told. 

 

A horse! A horse! My 

Kingdom for a horse! 
 

True hope is swift, 

and flies with 

swallow’s wings; 

Kings it makes gods, 

and meaner creatures 

kings. 
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‘If you prick us do 

we not bleed? If you 

tickle us do we not 

laugh? If you poison 

us do we not die? 

And if you wrong us 

shall we not 

revenge?’ 

‘All that glisters is 

not gold’ 

‘You speak an 

infinite deal of 

nothing.’ 
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‘We are such stuff as 
dreams are made on’ 
 
‘Hell is empty and all 
the devils are here’  
 
‘Be not afeard, the 
isle is full of noises 
Sounds and sweet 
airs, that give delight 
and hurt not’ 
 
‘How beauteous 
mankind is! Oh brave 
new world, 
That has such people 
in it, 
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EEututututu 

‘Exit, pursued 
by a bear’  

 
‘A sad tale’s 
best for winter, 
I have one of 
sprites and 
goblins’ 
 
‘It is required 
you do awake 
your faith’ 
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