IMOGEN (3.2)

O, for a horse with wings! Hear'st thou, Pisanio?
He is at Milford-Haven: read, and tell me

How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Glide thither in a day? Then, true Pisanio,--

Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord; who long'st,--
let me bate,-but not like me--yet long'st,

But in a fainter kind:--O, not like me;

For mine's beyond beyond--say, and speak thick;
Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing,
To the smothering of the sense--how far it is

To this same blessed Milford: and by the way
Tell me how Wales was made so happy as

To inherit such a haven!

IMOGEN (3.4)

Why, I must die; And if I do not by thy hand, thou art
No servant of thy master's.

Against self-slaughter

There is a prohibition so divine

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart.
Thus may poor fools Believe false teachers;

though those that are betray'd

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

Stands in worse case of woe.

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up

My disobedience 'gainst the king my father,

And make me put into contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find

It is no act of common passage, but

A strain of rareness; and I grieve myself

To think, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her

That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory

Will then be pang'd by me. Prithee, dispatch;

The lamb entreats the butcher; where's thy knife?
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding, When I desire it too.



QUEEN (3.1)

Remember, sir, my liege,

The kings your ancestors, together with

The natural bravery of your isle, which stands

As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscaleable and roaring waters,

With sands, that will not bear your enemies’ boats,
But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of conquest
Caesar's made here, but made not here his brag

Of 'came, and saw, and overcame. With shame--
The first that ever touch'd him-he was carried
From off our coast, twice beaten; and his shipping--
Poor ignorant baubles, on our terrible seas,

Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd

As easily 'gainst our rocks: for joy whereof

The fam'd Cassibelan, who was onc e at point--

O giglet fortune!--to master Caesar's sword,

Made Lud's town with rejoicing-fires bright,

And Britons strut with courage.

QUEEN (1.1)

No, be assured you shall not find me, daughter,
After the slander of most stepmothers,

Evil-eyed unto you. You’re my prisoner, but

Your jailer shall deliver you the keys

That lock up your restraint.—For you, Posthumus,
So soon as I can win th’ offended king,

I will be known your advocate. Marry, yet

The fire of rage is in him, and "twere good

You leaned unto his sentence with what patience
Your wisdom may inform you.



POSTHUMUS (2.5)

O, vengeance, vengeance!

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrained

And prayed me oft forbearance; did it with

A pudency so rosy the sweet view on’t

Might well have warmed old Saturn, that I thought her
As chaste as unsunned snow. O, all the devils!
This Iachimo in an hour, was’t not?

Or less? At first? Perchance he spoke not.

Could I find out

The woman’s part in me—for there’s no motion
That tends to vice in man but I affirm

It is the woman’s part: be it lying, note it,

The woman’s; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers;
Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hers;
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,
Nice longing, slanders, mutability,

All faults that have a name, nay, that hell knows,
Why, hers, in part or all, but rather all.

I'll write against them,

Detest them, curse them. Yet ’tis greater skill

In a true hate to pray they have their will;

The very devils cannot plague them better.

CLOTEN (3.5)

I love and hate her, for she’s fair and royal,

And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite
Than lady, ladies, woman. From every one

The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,
Outsells them all. I love her therefore, but
Disdaining me and throwing favors on

The low Posthumus slanders so her judgment
That what’s else rare is choked. And in that point
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,

To be revenged upon her.



BELARIUS (3.3)

Now for our mountain sport. Up to yond hill;

Your legs are young. I'll tread these flats. Consider,
When you above perceive me like a crow,

That it is place which lessens and sets off,

And you may then revolve what tales I have told you
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war.

This service is not service, so being done,

But being so allowed. To apprehend thus

Draws us a profit from all things we see,

And often, to our comfort, shall we find

The sharded beetle in a safer hold

Than is the full-winged eagle. O, this life

Is nobler than attending for a check,

Richer than doing nothing for a robe,

Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk:

Such gain the cap of him that makes him fine

Yet keeps his book uncrossed. No life to ours.

CYMBELINE (1.1)

To Posthumus

Thou basest thing, avoid hence, from my sight!
If after this command thou fraught the court
With thy unworthiness, thou diest. Away!

Thou ’rt poison to my blood.

To Imogen

O disloyal thing

That shouldst repair my youth, thou heap’st

A year’s age on me.

Thou mightst have had the sole son of my queen!
But thou took’st a beggar, wouldst have made my throne
A seat for baseness.

Thou foolish thing!



FIRST GENTLEMAN (1.1)

I cannot delve him to the root. His father

Was called Sicilius, who did join his honor
Against the Romans with Cassibelan,

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom

He served with glory and admired success,

So gained the sur-addition Leonatus;

And had, besides this gentleman in question,
Two other sons, who in the wars o’ th’ time

Died with their swords in hand. For which their father,
Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow
That he quit being; and his gentle lady,

Big of this gentleman our theme, deceased

As he was born. The King he takes the babe

To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonatus,
Breeds him and makes him of his bedchamber,
Puts to him all the learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of, which he took
As we do air, fast as ’twas ministered,

And in’s spring became a harvest; lived in court—
Which rare it is to do—most praised, most loved,
A sample to the youngest, to th’ more mature

A glass that feated them, and to the graver

A child that guided dotards. To his mistress,

For whom he now is banished, her own price
Proclaims how she esteemed him; and his virtue
By her election may be truly read

What kind of man he is.

JAILER (5.4)

A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But the comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear no
more tavern bills, which are often the sadness of parting as the procuring of mirth. You come in faint
for want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink; sorry that you have paid too much, and sorry
that you are paid too much; purse and brain both empty; the brain the heavier for being too light; the
purse too light, being drawn of heaviness. O, of this contradiction you shall now be quit. O, the
charity of a penny cord! It sums up thousands in a trice. You have no true debitor and creditor but it;
of what’s past, is, and to come, the discharge. Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and counters; so the

acquittance follows.



