
Hamlet: 

Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue. But if you mouth it, 

as many of our players do, I had as lief the town crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too 

much with your hand, thus, by use all gently, for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) 

whirlwind of your passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance that may give it smoothness. 

O, it offends me to the soul to hear a robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to 

very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings, who for the most part are capable of nothing but 

inexplicable dumb shows and noise. I would have such a fellow whipped for o'erdoing Termagant. It 

out-herods Herod. Pray you avoid it. Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion be your 

tutor. Suit the action to the word, the word to the action, with this special observance, that you 

o'erstep not the modesty of nature. For anything so overdone is from the purpose of playing, whose 

end, both at the first and now, was and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature, to show virtue 

her own feature, scorn her own image, and the very age and body of the time his form and pressure. 

 

116 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments, love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove. 

O no, it is an ever-fixed mark 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wand'ring bark, 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be 

taken. 

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle's compass come, 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom: 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

18 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer's lease hath all too short a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed, 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance, or nature's changing course untrimmed: 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st, 

Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st, 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

 


