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My blood begins my safer guides
to rule / 2

KA EERAMERBRES
By seeing the worst / 3

e 0 R A A

How dost thou look now / 4
I REERERNK

Where I have garner’ d up
my heart / 6
EHORRET TG

Our wills / 8

AT ERE

O, farewell / 9

KT

They are cruel tears / 10

X R O O HRTH

Love’s night is noon / 12

%2 B PR A BB

But little in our love / 14

AT ZAE BT

If music be the food of love / 16
B AR R Z B R E

Love Can Digest as Much / 18
ZREBIHA—Y)

If ever thou shalt love / 19
BRIRE—-KMARET

I could not stay behind you / 20
RHUA TR

O, vengeance / 22

W, Zh

What a piece of work is a man / 26

ANFR—HE AT REIIZALE



In the corrupted currents of this

world / 28
X B A

What a noble mind is here

o’ erthrown /30

— L AR SO R T
Frailty, thy name is woman / 32
Hassm, VRE2 FRUR LA

O all you host of heaven / 36

K B B I

To be, or not to be / 38

HAFIR RBK

Have you eyes / 42

PR HR A

Ftrom this time forth / 46

X —Zli

Pray can I not / 50

HARETHE

All the world’s a stage / 52
eitFE— G

I would not change it / 56

TA BB X PTG

It is a melancholy of mine own / 58

A r Rk

So holy and so perfect is my

love / 60

FH TG SR R T T S

My verse, in witness of my love / 61
WHRE, IR EE

Here I stand, your slave / 62
FISTEXIL, HRIRATHIDGR
Howl / 64

HEE

Blow it, the wind / 65

W, X

Beyond all manner of so much I love
you / 66
BELREAT IBE TR
Stands still in esperance, lives not in
fear / 67

FKITEALFE A BE T TC P R

I will have such revenges on you
both / 68

RERKRMIEMN

Bids the winds blow the earth into
the sea / 70

FEXAE A H KT g B



What will hap more to night / 72
RESWEL R 4

The great gods / 74

(IEPNGELP

Wisdom and goodness to the vile
seem vile / 76
5SS E YN LR P TP
HHY

In such a night as this / 78
FEXFE— R

This pitiless storm / 80

W ARAT] B4 B B R

Nameless woe / 81

T4 B

Give me the glass / 82

EETHAR

Wise men ne’ er sit / 84

HE B A DA T PR AL

Who can hold a fire in his hand / 85
HEREIE — M KB EF B

The flowers fair ladies / 86
BEAESR M IR TGS 3 A

This music mads me / 88

X AR ERR RN

Needs must I like it well / 92
AR ERE

How happy then were my ensuing
death! / 94
HHIFCIZIRZ 4 EAE

The tongues of dying men / 98
— M ABIEIER F
Farewell king / 100

BB, BE

Thou goddess / 104
HE R L

My lady sweet, arise / 106
BEFRIE, REZHIEAN
These violent delights / 107
R

A goodly day / 108
HIFHIRS

O Helena / 110

W, WS

Olove/ 111

Z

O happy fair / 112

SEAR 1956 AR IR



Mislike me not for my

complexion / 114

RNEP MR AR TR

The quality of mercy is not

strain’ d / 116

AR T iom

Fair Portia / 118

S IR ) S 1

That ever holds / 120

TR e — i ) 1 P

The world is still deceived with
ornament / 122

TH A2 5 4 3% T B 2B AT IR O

If to do were as easy as to know
what were good to do / 126

At Al — 2 =5 155 R R A0 1 T 2 A
ta—HE55

Let no such man be trusted / 128
XFPARAEER

Such is love’ s transgression / 130
BRI B IR

Come, thou day in night / 132

RO, YRR B

This is she / 136

Bt

O, bid me leap, rather than marry
Paris / 140

HEARIR 45 e B 5

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this
night / 142

AW A8 L 4 A

Now, ere the sun advance his
burning eye / 144

& K PH I B A I T KR

Arise, fair sun / 148

AR, SN A PH

Young men’ s love / 152
E2ZYN:P

Fiend angelical / 154

KA BE

Strange dream / 156

AERET

Why rail’ st thou on thy birth / 158
I AVRERSAR A O AEAER
This love feel I/ 160
IR Z



It was the nightingale / 162
ARG B P

O my breast / 166

W, - R ) e

What man dare, I dare / 168
A ) SRR E

From this time / 170

X —ZI

The wine of life is drawn / 172
A i B SR B 205 58

Heaven rest them now / 173

B R 1% R

Come, thick night / 174

SRME, FAUTHIR

Poor country / 176

AT AAEE

Life’ s but a walking shadow / 178
NERSR—MTERE T
I shall crave your pardon / 180
FRALITH A
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Now, by heaven,

My blood begins my safer guides to rule;

And passion, having my best judgment collied,
Assays to lead the way: if 1 once stir,

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you

Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know

How this foul rout began, who set it on;

And he that is approved in this offence,

Though he had twinn’ d with me, both at a birth,
Shall lose me.
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When remedies are past, the griefs are ended

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended.

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone

Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes

Patience her injury a mockery makes.

The robb’ d that smiles steals something from the thief;
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief.

A a5y AR AR R

REAELIK, JEisihik,
FERTHE I, faf AR R
R T R B R T IR s
FERBE M BB KR
REAS RN mis am -}
BRMZ K, ZOAE.
B N H BT ZAR R
TP M E BT o




Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr’ d
wench!

Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at compt,
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl!
Even like thy chastity.O cursed slave!

Whip me, ye devils,

From the possession of this heavenly sight!

Blow me about in winds! Roast me in sulphur!
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire!

O Desdemona! Desdemona! dead!

Oh! Oh!Oh!
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Had it pleased heaven
To try me with affliction; had they rain” d
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head.

Steep’ d me in poverty to the very lips,
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes,

I should have found in some place of my soul
A drop of patience: but, alas, to make me

A fixed figure for the time of scorn

To point his slow unmoving finger at!

Yet could I bear that too; well, very well:

But there, where I have garner” d up my heart,
Where either I must live, or bear no life;

The fountain from the which my current runs,
Or else dries up; to be discarded thence!

Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads

To knot and gender in! Turn thy complexion there,

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp” d cherubin,—

Ay, there, look grim as hell!
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’ Tis in ourselves that we are thus

Or thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to the which

Our wills are gardeners: so that if we will plant
Nettles, or sow lettuce, set hyssop and weed up
Thyme, supply it with one gender of herbs, or
Distract it with many, either to have it sterile

With idleness, or manured with industry, why, the
Power and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills.
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O, now, for ever

Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content!
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars,
That make ambition virtue! O, farewell!
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump,
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife,
The royal banner, and all quality,

Pride, ponip and circumstance of glorious war!
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats
The immortal Jove’ s dead clamours counterfeit,
Farewell!
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